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PREFACE 

The object of this book, which was undertaken more than four 
years ago, is to give, from the literary point of view only, and 
from direct reading of the literature itself, as full, as well sup¬ 
plied, and as conveniently arranged a storehouse of facts as the 
writer could provide. The substitution of bird’s-eye views and 
sweeping generalisations for positive knowledge has been very 
sedulously avoided ; but it is hoped that the system of Inter¬ 
chapters will provide a* sufficient chain of historical summary as 
to general points, such as, for instance, the nature and progress 
of English i^rosody and the periods of prose st/^?."' No part of 
the book has been delivered as lectures ; and the sections of it 
concerning the Elizabethan period and the Nineteenth Century 
are not replicas of previous work on those subjects. 

None but a charlatan will pretend that he has himself written, 
and none but a very^ unreasonable person will expect any one 
else to write, a history of the kind free from blunders. The 
sincerest thanks are owed to Mr. W. ?. Ker, Fellow of All Souls 
and Quain Professor of English Literature in University College, 
London, and to Mr. C. Gregory Smith, Lecturer in English in 
the University of Edinburgh, for their great kindness in reading 
the proofs of the book, and for their most valuable suggestions. 
But the author is wholly responsible, not merely for all the errors 
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of fact^ that may have escaped their scrutiny, but for all the critical 
opinions put forward in the volume. Nor has his object been to 
make these opinions prominent, but rather to supply something 
approaching that solid platform, or at least framework, of critical 
learning without which all critical opinion is worthless, and upon 
which such opinion can be more easily built or hung afterwards. 
Reading of the books themselves is the only justification pre¬ 
cedent in such a case on the part of the writer; and his only 
object should be to provoke and facilitate reading of the books 
themselves on the part of his readers. 


Edinburgh, 29/^% July 1898 


^ Note to Second Edition .—Some such errors, but fewer than I expected to 
fjnd, have, with misprints, been corrected in this r(*prmt, which has also been 
(Mrefully revised in order to remove inadcqiiaues 01 obscurities of expression 
1 am much indebted to those critics whose observations have helped me to 
detect and remedy these shortcomings I have not, however, thought it necessary 
to alter critical judgments, because they have not pleased, or statements of fact 
which follow authority, because other authority has been pit'ferred by others 
Such things cannot be called “blunders” or “inaccuracies” by any one who 
employs language with care and honesty, though they may, of course, be deemed 
errors of judgment 7'herc is room for more diffeierice of opinion as to the 
applying of the term “misquotation” to an extract designedly alteri'd from the 
actual and literal original, in ordei to adapt it, fot grammatical or other reasons, 
to tht‘ context in which it appears I have sometimes adopted this practice, 
which has excellent authority, and which seems to me often desirable and some¬ 
times indispensable But, as it seems to irritate some readers, I have here 
restricted it to instances where there was especial justification. G. IS, 

Note to Third Edition .—The text has again been read through with care, 
and a few more oversights corrected, ^oriie additions have also been made, with 
especial reference to texts which have appeared, or which have come under the 
writer’s closer notice, since the first writing of the book. ['J'his process has been 
continued in all the succeeding issues ] G. S. 
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THE PRELIMINARIES OF ENGLISH LITERATURE 


CHAPTER I 

THE EARLIEST ANGLO-SAXON POETRV 

Widsith — Beowulf^ Waldhere and the Fight at Finnsbtirg-^^Deor 

The oldest document which has a possibly authentic claim to be 
English Literature,^ if but English Literature in the making and far off 
completion, is the poem»commonly called Widsith^ from its opening 
word, which some take to be a proper name.- Others 

simply see in it the designation of a “ far-travelled singer, ^dsitk, 

who here recounts his journeyings in 143 lines of no great literary 
beauty, and only interesting as sketching the gainful and varied life of 
a minstrel in the Dark Ages, were it not for the proper names which 

^ Fuller English treatments of this matter will be found in Mr, Stopford 
Brooke’s Htdory of Early English Literature; in Mr. H. Morley's English 
Writen, vols. 1. and 11 ; in Professor Earle's Anglo-Saxon Literature; and in 
the translation of Ten Brink’s English Literature, vol. i The texts discussed in 
this chapter form the first five numbers of Grein-Wul(c)ker's Bibliothek der 
angelsachsischen Poene, vol. i. pp. 1-277, which gives two texts of Beoavulf. 
'I'liis latter has been frequently edited and translated ; Professor Earle’s Deeds of 
Banvulf \s a good translation without text. 

^ Some high authorities, looking u{x>n Widsith as a “made-up” thing, hold 
it to be later, and would assign the priority to the Finnsburg fragment or others. 
No opinion one way or the other is expressed here ; indeed, the writer holds that 
the evidence is insufficient for adopting any. But it may be convenient to make 
the point an occasion in limine for a respectful request to readers not to take 
absence of mention of theories of this kind, or statements in the text apparently 
antagonistic to them, as proof of ignorance on the writer’s part. This book 
attempts to l)e a history, not of the latest or any opinions about literature, but of 
that literature itself. ’The practically endless questions of authenticity, integrity, 
date, and so forth, must be, as a rule, left to special study. 
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bestrew the piece^ Not a few of these occur, or seem to occur, in 
other early verse, and have the interest of the “ parallel passage.” lUit 
three are, or seem to be, those of persons well known to history — 
Eormanric or Hermanric,^ King of the Goths ; /TUla or Attila, the 
Scourge of God and the King of the Huns ; and, l.istly, a certain 
vEJfwine, wJioni some think identical with Aiboin or Albovine, King 
of the Lombards, the husband, the insulter, and tlie victim of 
Rosmunda. It is, of course, obvious at onte that though it is not 
impossible for the same man to ha\e been contemporary with Hcr- 
mannV, who died in 375, and Attila, A\ho died in 453, no con¬ 
temporary of either could have seen the clays of Alboin, who felt his 
wife’s revenge in 572. Therefore either i^Hfwine must be somebody 
else or the poem is doubtful. Into .such discussions this book will 
never enter, unless there is the strongest reason of a purely literary 
character for them, and there is none such here. It is sufficient to 
say that if Eormanric is the Hermanric known to history, and if 
“Wiclsith” saw his day, this document dates within the confines of 
the fourth century, at a time when no other modern language can 
show proofs of having had even a rudimentary existence. 

The MS., the famous Exeter Book 2 of gchivilcum \inguui 
(“ things of sorts ”), which Bishop Leofiic gave to his Cathedral some 
700 years later than Hermanric’s day, and which still remains there, 
could, of course, not be expected to give us the original form of the 
“ word-hoard,” of which m his first line ^ the Ear-Traveller declares the 
unlocking. Vet it shows us a language very remote indeed from English 
in appearance (though this same word ‘‘word-hoard,” which appears 
with the omission of a single letter, shows the remoteness to be more 
apparent than real), but also different from Continental Old-Sa.xon, 
and from Icelandic, its neaiest relations, neighbours, and contempo¬ 
raries, This language—a point more important to literature- is 
arranged, or can be arranged, in lines of not strictly regular length, 
and obeying no law of rhythm that apparently resembles those of any 
modern or classical prosody, except that there is a sort of far-off echo of 
trochaic cadence, and that the lines approach the ordinary octosyllalde 
or dimeter more than any other fcjrm. There is no rhyme, for though 
it is by no means uncommon for two or more adjacent lines to end in 
the same syllable, this syllable is one on which the voice would lay no 
stress. Neither is there assonance or vmwel-rhyme, the preliininaiy 

^ See Gibbon, Decline and Fall, rimp. xxvi 

^ Ed. Thorpe (London, 1842); in course of re-editiiig for the Enrly English 
Text Society by 1 Gollancz (vol 1. London, 1895), both cases with transla¬ 
tions. Its contents will be noted latei 

^ Widstth matholadc uwd-honionhac~"^\(i'Si\\.\\ spoke, (he) unlocked (his) 
word-hoard, ” 
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to rhyme itself in most of the Romance tongues. But there is a very 
curious, though, in Widsith^ elusive and irregula:, system of allitera- 
iioit^ by which certain words, often, though far from always, two in the 
earlier half of the line and one m the later, begin cither with the same 
consonant or with a vowel. And it is further usually arranged that the 
stress, accent, length, or whatever word be preferred, shall fall on these 
alliterated syllables whether it falls on others or not.^ As for the 
purely literary c haiacteristics, the nature of the piece, which, as 
has been said, is little more than a catalogue of names, gives \ery 
small scope. Imaginative critics have, how^cver, discovered in it that 
specially English delight in roving which has disting-uished many of 
our lace—as well as, for instance, such hardly English persons as 
Ulysses and Sindbad. 

LThcie are names in IVidsith —Heorot, Hrothgar, and others— 
which connect the poem, so far as they go, wuth one of much greater 
extent, interest, and merit, though, if the furthest age wdiich each can 
reasonably claim be assigned, decidedly younger. This 
is the famous Beoivtdf^ according to some the hist on the 
beadroll of substantive and notcwvorthy poems in English, using that 
word in the most clastic sense, and according to all w’ho have given 
themselves the trouble (now^ minimised by scholarly assistance, if the 
help of the scholars be taken and their snares resisted) to acquaint 
themselves with it, a sa^^a of undoubted age, originality, and interest. 
Adopting the same system which w'c adopted in the case of Widsith^ 
that of selecting the earliest dated name that can be reasonably 
identified w'lth one mentioned in the poem, BeonvuIj\ so far as subject 
goes, wmuld be as old as the second decade of the sixth century, 520 
or a little earlier, when a certain fairly historical Chochilaicus raided 
the Frisian coast, according to Gregory of Tours. This Chochilaicus 
is plausibly conjectured to be the Hygclac of the poem. But beyond 
this it will not be safe to go, for scholarly conjecture, or perhaps it 
were better to say conjectural scholarship, has for the better part of a 
century let itself loose over the date, scene, meaning, and composition 
of the piece. Whether it was brought from Jutland by the Saxon 
invaders and Anglicised or wais composed in England itself; whether 
the scenery is that of the east or the west coasts of the North Sea; 
wdiether it is an entire poem or a congeries of ballads ; whether it is 
a literal history embellished poetically, a deliberate romance, or a 

^ 1‘his account of prosody is based 111 the first place on Wid^ith, and is not 
intended as controversial against those who, with Dr Sievers, insist on the exact 
character of the Anglo-Saxon scheme such as it was It acquired, no doubt, a good 
(leal of such exactness in time; though anyone who will reflect on the conse¬ 
quences of the fact that the texts exist almost invariably m single MSS., will be 
slcnt' to accept any but wide conclusions 
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myth—aJl these questions have been a‘?kecl with the pains, answered 
with the confidence, and the answers all poohpoohed with the disdain 
usual, if not invariable, in such cases. We shall only say here that the 
date, admittedly uncertain, is somewhat unimportant; that the ques¬ 
tion ‘‘ History, fiction, or myth ?” is not of the kind here dealt with ; 
and that while some have been hardy enough to pronounce with 
confidence that the scenery must be Northumbrian and no other,^ the 
present writer would undertake to find twenty coast districts in Eng¬ 
land, and feels certain that there are twenty times twenty and more 
also out of it, which would perfectly fit. 

To the student of literature who can be content to pretermit the 
unnecessary, Beowulf presents itself in a manner which may be sum¬ 
marised as follows ^ poem, in rather less than 3200 lines, 

which must of necessity be very old, and v/hich, for reasons to 
be mentioned presently, is in its original form very likely as old as, 
or older than, all but the first invasion of Britain by the Saxons. 
The history of its unique MS.,‘^ though too long to be given in 
detail here, adds to its interest. This is part of one (Vitellius A. 
XV.) of those famous treasures of Sir Robert Cotton’s which form 
almost the most precious pait of the British Museum Library, and 
one of those which were only saved so as by fire in 1731. It is 
not known where it came from, and though it was catalogued by 
Humphrey Wanley a quarter of a century before the fire, he unfor¬ 
tunately mistook its subject, and the interest which then still pre¬ 
vailed as to Anglo-Saxon literature (though it afterwards waned for 
the greater part of the century) was not immediately directed to 
it. Its supposed connection with Denmark, in Wanley’s description, 
attracted the learned Icelander Thorkelin to it, and, after vicissi¬ 
tudes, his version ajipeared in 1815, since which it has been con¬ 
stantly re-edited and translated. Meanwhile the MS. had been going# 
from worse to worse ever since the fire, and the superstructure of com- 
mentatorial editing has been constantly adding more and more super¬ 
fluous matter. One of the few, if not facts, yet opinions which seem worth 
holding fast, is that in its present form the MS. is probably not older 
than the tenth century, and that^the poem had by that time under¬ 
gone divers changes in shape and dialect. Another fact of the first 
literary value is that the chief incidents of its first part reproduce 
themselves in the most curious way in one of the five great Icelandic 
sagas, that of Grettir the Strong? 

^ For is there not a Bowlby Cliff close to Staithes in Yorkshire ? and is it not 
the tallest on the English and Scottish mainland ? and does not Bowlby = Bow- 
wowlby=Beowulf by? and did not Caedmon live at Whitby, a few miles off? 
Indeed, for a commentatorial sorites the logic is rather unusually perfect. 

2 Which also contains Judith ; see next chapter. 

* Englished by Morris and Magnusson, London, 1869, 
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f As for its subject, there is, as is very usual in poems of its class, a 
sort of genealogical prologue wherein there is a confusion of Beowulfs. 
^he proper action does not begin for a hundred lines or so, when we 
hear of the happiness of Hrothgar, a king whose court is at Heorot, 
and its marring by a monster named Grendel who enters the hall by 
night and slaughters the thanes. This continues for twelve years, till 
Beqwulf, our Beowulf, a thane of King Hygelac’s, who dwells over the 
sea, hears of the nuisance and determines to end it. He journeys 
tow’ards Heorot, and, after some demurs by the coastguard thereof, 
arfives and is hospitably received by Hrothgar and his queen, 
though there is some jealousy among the nobility. The adventure is 
committed to Beowulf, and Grendel does not fail to come at night. 
Indeed, he has seized one warrior before Beowulf grips him. Then 
begins the first and not one of the w’orst of the fights of English 
poetry—which has good fights. The monster is not vulnerable by 
steel, so that Beowulf’s men cannot help him; but the chief tears off 
the fiend’s arm, shoulder and all, and he flies to die in the mere where 
his den is, making it boil wdth his blood. There is much triumph, 
feasting, singing, gift-giving, and the like, j 

(But after all Something renew’s the attacks on Heorot, and an 
etheling of high blood is carried off. Beow'ulf is not m the hall, 
having been guested elsewhere, but he soon hears from the King that 
his adventure is not done, and determines to finish it in the mere 
itself. He dives fearle*ssly in, and on reaching the bottom is caught 
by a water-hag, GrendePs mother, who has killed the etheling. 
The fight is fiercer than that wdth her son ; the hero’s earthly 
weapons are useless against the hag, and he is actually beaten by her 
in wrestling and for a moment at her mercy. But bis byrnie (mail- 
sh’rt) is better as a defence than his sw^ord in offence, and hard by 
► him, on the cave floor where the fight takes place, he sees a 
mighty falchion within reach. He gains it, draws it, and cuts the 
hag’s head off, doing the same afterw^ards to the dead body of 
Grendel, which he finds near by ; but the blood of the fiends is so 
venomous that the sword itself, though it had strength to slay, melts 
in the poison. ^ 

( Meanwhile Beowulfs men above on the bank have given him up 
for lost, and Hrothgar’s men have gone away. But his own comrades 
remain, welcome him as he swims up triumphantly w ith Grendel’s 
head, and escort him in triumph to court with the head «and the hilt 
of the sw’ord. The most interesting part of the poem is o\er, but 
only just half its length is exhausted. Proper ceremonies at Heorot 
follow, and a long report of Beowulf to Hygelac. This king 
falls in battle (perhaps, as said above, historically), and Beowulf 
succeeds him, to be plagued in his turn not by a w ater fiend, but by a 
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land dragon, whose hoard has been rifled, and who in revenge lays 
waste the countr)^, burning all houses, even the palace, with his fiery 
breath. Eeowulf determines to meet him single-handed and does so, 
all his men but one flying in terror. He slays the dragon, but is 
mortally injured by the teeth and fire-jets of the enemy. 'J’he poem 
finishes with laments, condemnation of the cowardly fliers, and the 
rummaging of the dragon’s hoard.', 

The vehicle of it is a line of the same kind (with minor variations) 
as that described under IVuisti/i, but the different nature of the sub¬ 
ject (and, no doubt, also the greater genius of the author, and the 
wider scope afforded) raises it much above that composition as poetry. 
As is the case with all the pieces in this section, it has been rathei 
wildly and unreservedly praised, and has been made to bear all sorts 
of meanings and messag'es which the unilluminaled may fail to dis¬ 
cover. But it is a good verse-saga, spirited in incident, not destitute 
of character, and showing, though an early and rudimentary, yet a by 
no means clumsy or puerile system of poetic ])hrase, composition, and 
thought. The fights are good fights ; Beowulf, though, as we should 
expect, something of a boaster, is a gentleman and a tall man of his 
hands. Hunferth, Hrothgar’s jealous courtier and “orator,” is, after 
his fashion, a gentleman too—it is he who lends Beowulf a sword for 
the second encounter; the appearance of Hrotligar’s cpieen is 
gracious ; the pictures of the sea and the mere (its waters over¬ 
shrouded by trees with wTithen loots), and *the spear-stalks in the 
hall, ash-staved and grey-stcel-tipped, arc not to be despised. 

This is the verdict of the strictest criticism of intrinsic merit, 
putting the historic estimate aside altogether. And if, as we are 
surely entitled to do in a history, we do ytof put the histone estimate 
aside,—if we take into consideration the fact, which is all but a certain 
fact, that Beo%vu 1 f is the very oldest poem of any size and scope in 
any modern language, tliat it has no known piedcccssors,^ and has 
the whole literature of romance for successors,—then without attribut¬ 
ing to It merits which it cannot claim, or muddling it up with myths 
w'hich simply minish its interest, \ve shall see that it is a very 
venerable document indeed, wcir*w'orth the envy of the nations to 
whom it does not belong. E\cn if it w^erc no older than its MS., 
Bcowitlf \\o\Adi be the senior of the C/iamon dc J"ola/id hy nearly a 
century, the senior of the Poema del Cid by two, the senior of the 
Nibcllinden Lted hy two or three. In reality it is possibly the eldei 
of the eldest of these by half a millennium. Some of those who love 

^ There are, of course, those who s.iy that it hatl mati>. But if so, these 
many “ have the defect of being lost,” and jM'rhaps it may be said also that of not 
being known ever to have existed The text speaks only of known and existing 
work of epical foiiii. 
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England least have been fain to admit that we have the best poetry 
in Europe : it is thanks mainly to Beowulf ih'dX our poetry can claim 
the oldest lineage and poetical coat-armour from the very first. 

The other remains which certainly or probably belong to the same 
class chronologically with Wi'dsifh and Beoivulf 7 \xt, of much shorter 
length, and, with one exception, of less interest. The fragment 
(about sixty lines) called IValdhere (^‘ Walter would seem to belong 
to an old, if not oldest, edition, so to speak, of that cycle of Burgun¬ 
dian sagas of which the Ntbeluni^en Lied presents us with 
a fhter handling, though this particular fragment has 
nothing to do with that poem. So, too, the Fight at 
Fmnsbuig{f\ixy lines), another fragment, has for its main, 
if not its sole, English interest, besides the language, the fact that 
the subject is mentioned in Beowulf as the theme of song, though, 
of course, not necessarily of this song. But the third, the fifth of the 
whole group as usually arranged, has greater attractions. (This is the 
so-called Complaint of Dcor^ which m the first place is, though a 
short, a com plete p iece : in the second, has not merely unity as a 
composition, but individual spnit and interest as a poem ; 
and m the third, shows us an immense advance in poetical 
form. Deor is a minstrel who has fallen out of favour with his lord, 
his supplanter being a certain Heorrenda, skilled in song. The fifty- 
tw'o verses of the poem are individually like those already noticed, 
but they are arranged ill a different fashion, being divided into stanzas 
of irregular length by a refiain -- 

Th.es ofereocle : ihisses swa mieg. 

Tliat w'as got over • so may this be. 

The instances which he alleges to confirm himself in his hoc ohm 
meminissc juvabit, the trials of Wayland the great smitli, the betrayal 
of Beadohild, with other woes of (ieat, of Thcodonc, of Hermanric, 
have some attraction of curiosity, and the general tone of pluck facing 
luck is manly and interesting. But the advance in form is the real 
charm of the poem.) If Dear is really very old, its author had 
attained, though only in a rough and rudinientaiy fashion, to some of 
those secrets of lyiical poelr) which were as a rule hidden from 
Anglo-Saxon bards even of a much later day. He had grasped the 
staucOj the great machine for impiessing foim upon the almost form¬ 
less v^oid ; ^ and he had grasped the ftfrain^ which is not only a 
mighty set-off to poetry in itself, but has the inestimable property of 
naturally suggesting rhyme, the greatest and most precious of all 
poetical accidents. When the ear has once caught the charm of 

^ Hiore IS a ihwM v that the stanza came first , but here again all the other 
examples arc lost, and none aic known to have existed. 
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repeated sound in this way, the brain almost inevitably suggests the 
multiplication of it without damage to sense, by repeating not the 
whole line, but part of the line only. We have not in Deor reached 
really exquisite poetry, but we are safely on the way towards it. We 
have the passionate interpretation of things felt and seen; we have 
the couching of that interpretation in rhythmical utterances subjected 
to and equipped with arrangements and ornaments beyond those of 
the mere integral line ; and we have the confinement of the utterance 
within a reasonable length. When you have these things in poetry, 
you have not yet everything, but you are on the way to have it. ‘ 

The reserved point, in reference to this batch of poems, which has 
been more than once mentioned above is this : that in no one of them 
is there the slightest evidence, apart from their existence in more or 
less antique forms of Anglo-Saxon, of any connection with England. 
The supposed indications of scenery are, as has been said above, and 
must be very seriously repeated, the shadow of a shade, the dream of 
a dream ; no one who has had any share of training in the apprecia¬ 
tion of evidence will attach the slightest importance to them. There 
are passages in Widsith^ in Beowulf^ in Deor which seem to argue a 
knowledge of Christianity ; but all of these may be interpolations, and 
none of them is decisive to a balanced judgment. And such historical 
or quasi-historical references (the more important noted above) as we 
do find seem to carry us back to periods about the fourth and fifth 
centuries ; while there is nothing in any of’ them, except the quite 
indecisive Alboin identification, which suggests a date later than 520, 
and nothing, even this, that goes later than 600. 

Therefore it has seemed to no bad wits not impossible, or even 
improbable, that this group may represent the documents, certainly not 
“ fifty volumes long,” or at least the traditions, which the Anglo- 
Saxon-Jutes carried with them as “ c^ibin-furniture ” in their invasion 
of the Greater England, and may actually be the workings up of such 
documents, or at least such traditions, not so very much later. We 
cannot prove this, and we should very carefully abstain from the large 
generalisations from supposed characteristics in these poems which 
have sometimes been made as to the English spirit. Indeed, we 
should rather say that ascertained or imagined characteristics of the 
English spirit are in these exercitations carried back to the poems, 
and discovered there after having been carried. But we cannot dis¬ 
prove either the antiquity or the relationship, and it would be a great 
pity if we could. 



CHAPTER II 

C/EDMON, CYNEWULF, AND THOSE ABOUT THEM 

Anglo-Saxon poetty mostly sacred — MSS. — Caedmon and Cynewulf—The 
Scriptural poems—Caedmon— Judith —The Christ —The Lives of Saints— 
Other sacred poems—Secular poems—I’hc Ruin —The Wanderer and Sea¬ 
farer. 

It would seem likely that the whole of the work mentioned m the 
last chapter, though it may have been here and there rehandled in a 
Christian sense, is heathen in origin. But the bulk of Anglo-Saxon 
poetry,! ^ which is not itself very large, is entirely Anglo-Saxon 
Christian in tone, and is definitely religious in subject, poetry mostly 
Probably not a twentieth part of the Corpus Poeticum in 
oldest English, putting iJeowulf aside, has for subject anything but 
paraphrases of the Bible and Lives of Saints, which in their turn are 
paraphrased or translated from Latin originals. Although the texts 
are handled in some cases with sufficient freedom, it is undeniable 
that this fact communicates to Anglo-Saxon poetry not merely a cer¬ 
tain monotony, but also a very distinct w^ant of first-hand interest— 
a want which extends over its whole period, and to prose as well as 
to verse. 

Yet it would have been extremely surprising if anything else had 
been the case. In the first place, it is always necessary to remember— 
especially in face of the extravagant eulogies of which it has been the 
subject, as a revulsion from the equally extravagant, and because 
more simply ignorant much more discreditable, contempt which it 
had undergone before that this literature is, after all, the literature 
of a childhood, the lispings of a people. No vernacular writings 
other than their own can have been before these ancestors of ours, 
for none existed. Although, after the welter of the Saxon Conquests 
had a little subsided, culture of no such beggarly kind was to be found 
in England, it w^as necessarily, if not confined to, yet centred in the 

! Most of the texts referred to in this chapter will be found in Grein-Wul(c)ker 
or the E.\eter Book, or both ; where to find the others will be noted. 
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clergy and the monasteries. More classical knowledge, not merely 
in Latin but in (ireek, undoubtedly survived during the darkest of the 
Dark Ages than the sciolism of the eighteenth century used to allow ; 
but there is also no doubt that the tide—the incalculable, inexplicable 
tide of know'ledge and thought—receded steadily all over Plurope 
from the fifth century to the tenth. In the first years (which in such 
an age are the first centuries) of conversion to a new faith religious 
zeal thinks no subject but religion worthy of attention, and in the 
contented reaction therefrom professional guardians of religion think 
nothing but religious matter worthy of ])rescrvation. It is niore 
wonderful that we have any profane poetiy at all—not for the present 
to mention prose—from this time, than that \\c have so little. 

'The verse, profane in small proportion, sacred in large, which 
dates from the period succeeding the comparative settlement of the 
Saxon realms, and which, though almost the whole, if not the whole, 
of it IS West Saxon in its present form, seems by ])ietty common consent 
to have been originally com])oscd in Northumbria, sur\ives to us for 
the most part in four unique MSS. (')f these three arc 
the aforesaid Cottonian, w'hich, besides giving us Beowulf^ 
contains an incomplete poem on Judith; the so-called Junian Manu¬ 
script, now at Oxford, wdiich contains the poems attributed to Ctt*d- 
mon, four in number, three of which aie paraphrases of the books of 
Genesis, Exodus, and Daniel, w'hile the fourth is a composite piece 
to wdiich the title of Christ and Saian has been given ;jand the Itxeter 
Book, containing, besides Widsith and Dco}% a poem or poems on 
Christy others on Azariah (one of the Three Childicn), St. Uuf/dai., 
imd St. Ju/inna., a large ccdlection of verse-riddles, and not a few 
smaller poems, sacred and profane, the complete list being given in a 
note.^ 'The fourth, called the V’ercelli Book, from its rathei unex- 
pec:ted place of discovery sixty years ago, gives among Homilies a 
variant of one of the poems (the Address of the Soul to the Body) in 
the Exeter Book, two very interesting Lives of Samis (St. Andrew and 
St. Helena), the J'treani of the Rood., wdnch is at least of the highest 
interest as a puzzle, a short poem on the Fates of the Apostles., and 
a fragment on llunian Falsehood^ 

Some notic'e of the more remarkable contents and characteristics 
of these poems will be given presently. ' As to their authorship, 
which has been much discussed, w’e practically know^ nothing whatever 

^ Fust come a .score oi pieces arranged by the (iermans and Mi. (jollancz, as 
Christ; \S\^nGuihlac, Azanas, The Pharnix, Juliana, The Wandeter, The Endow¬ 
ments of Men, A Father's Instruction, The Seafarer, A Monitory Poem, Widsith 
(“The Sc6p”), The Fortunes of Men, Gnomic V'erses, Wonders of Creation, The 
Rhyming Poem, The Panther, The Whale, The Soul to the Body, Deor, Riddles 
(in three batches), The Exile's Complaint, 4 Fragment (soinetmics inteipreted 
differently), The Ruin, and a few minoi pieces 
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about It in any case. But the Venerable Bede, in a charmingly told 
and commonly known story, has related how a certain Cccdmon, who 
towards the end of the seventh century was a servant ^ , 
of the monastery of Whitby, under the great abbess Hilda, and 
having had to leave festive meetings owing to his inability ^y»ewulf. 
to use and accompany with song the harp which was handed round, 
was miraculously inspired to write sacred poetry. ^ And the contents 
of the Junian MS. were, from the first attention paid to it in Milton’s 
days, identified with this, while much later the discovery on the 
Rufhwell Cross, some miles from Dumfries, of the words “ Caedmon 
made me,” forming part of a Runic inscription (the rest of which 
coincided pretty closely with part of the Dream of the Rood above 
mentioned), was for a time thought to (onfirm the idea. Again, 
examiners of the poetry of the Flxeter and Vercelli Books found, in 
some of them Runic charades or acrostics which compose the name 
“Cynewulf”; and out of these dead runes a great poet who wrote 
not merely the poems in which they appear, but others, has been 
resolutely manufactured and equipped with a life, sentiments, and 
experiences extracted by critical imagination from the poems in 
ciuestion. F'urther, the work formerly attributed to Caedmon has 
been taken to pieces with the usual industry and dexterity of the 
Separatists, and a considerable portion of it heaped upon Cynewulf 
with the corresponding industry and dexterity of the Agglomerators ; 
the Dreavi of the Rood has been confidently assigned to the new 
favourite ; and the poems in general have been divided into A’s and 
B’s, credited or debited with interpolations, dated, redated, and 
undated. In particular, much stress has been laid on the recent dis> 
covery of corresponding Old-Saxon fragments of a Ge?ii'i>js version in 
the Vatican. 

But with these things we do not busy ourselves. The testimony 
of so trustworthy a historian as Bede establishes the existence of a 
Whitby poet named Cicdmon, who, miraculously or otherwise, dis¬ 
played sudden and unexpected faculties for song, and composed poems 
on the Creation and several other Biblical subjects before the end of 
the seventh century.J The Ruthwell Cross ^ and a reliquary preserved 
at Brussels show phrases and passages taken, or very slightly altered, 
from the Dream of //le Rood. From the well-ascertained historical facts 

^ This extremely interesting monument is now well cared foi and enshrined 
conveniently for inspection in an apse built for it in Ruthwell Paii^h Church It 
was ordered for destruction in the evil days of the seventeenth century (1642), but 
only broken into three pieces and left in the churchyartl, where it remained till 
1802. It was then set up in the manse garden, and in 18S7 put in its present 
place There is a facsimile of the cross (which is ne.iilv 18 feet high, .ind may 
date from the end of the seventh cLiitury) in the Museum of iscieiice and Art, 
Kdmbuigli. 
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of the superiority of N orthern to Southern culture, and of the complete, 
or almost complete destruction of both, but especially the former, 
by the Danish fury at the end of the eighth century and later, it is 
reasonable to conclude that these poems were written in Northumbria, 
and before 800. But of the exact date and the exact authorship of 
no one of them can anything be said to be certainly known ; and if 
the rune-charade of Cynewulf is correctly deciphered, this signature 
cannot be accepted as going more than a very little way to establish 
even the most shadowy personality. As for their autobiographic 
character, it will be time to take this seriously when it is sh6wn 
that the author of Maud, who, it may be pointed out, certainly did 
visit Brittany like its hero, also shot his beloved’s brother in a duel, 
and passed some time in a madhouse afterwards. 

We are therefore left with the poems themselves, and they will 
afford us quite sufficiently interesting study. In the all-important 
point of prosodic form they resemble those mentioned in the last 
chapter, except that in some at least the alliteration is still more 
precisely managed; while in others, especially in the poems first 
attributed to Caedmon, the line is almost indefinitely extended at 
times by the admission of unaccented syllables, so that it becomes 
more impossible than ever to adjust the whole to any rhythmical 
swing tunable to modern ears. Even the comparatively rudimentary 
metrical nisus of Deor does not seem to have agitated any of these 
singers, and if it were not for the accented &nd alliterative syllables, 
the wffiole would bear the appearance of embryonic rhythmed prose, 
for which it was actually taken until the scheme of Anglo-Saxon 
prosody was discovered. 

Of their subjects, and of the extent to which they display such 
non-mclrical properties of poetry as phrase, arrangement, and poetic 
spirit, there is naturally more to be said. In regard to subject, they 
may be divided into three groups—the directly sacred poern^ with a 
fringe of allegorical verse, in which the fantastic zoology of the Dark 
and Middle Ages is adjusted not unhappily to religious use; a very 
small but very precious body of poetry without a purpose, or with 
only a subordinate one ; and a ’miscellaneous collection of riddles, 
charms, gnomic verses, and “oddments” of different kinds. The 
last group is chiefly, if not wholly, interesting to the philologist and 
the student of manners and civilisation, though some of the riddles 
have not a little poetical merit; the others are of wider appeal.^ 

^ Anglo-Saxon poetry in translation is best represented by a very close render¬ 
ing, stave for stave, with the words kept as Jar as possible and their ordei like¬ 
wise. Straightforward modern prose may come next; any modern English verse 
form last, the resemblances and the differences of language and rhythm alike 
making it dangerously misreprcsentative. 
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The sacred poems may again be subdivided into three classes— 
paraphrases from the Scriptures or poems directly based on them, 
Lives of Saints, and miscellaneous devotional work. 

Of the first subdivision, the chief interest, if not the chief merit, 
belongs to .the Cfedmonian Genesis and Exodus^ especially to the 
passages in the former which respectively bring to mind the 
Bede story, and the supposed indebtedness of Milton in scriptural 
Paradise Lost to the eldest of his poetical forefathers, poems, 
with whose work he might actually have been acquainted 
thrflugh his friend Junius the editor. With regard to the first 
point, no actual English equivalent of Bede’s Latin abstract or 
paraphrase (he w^arns us that it is only this) occurs in Ca:dmon; 
but there is in one MS. of the History a very old and possibly 
original Northumbrian version, transliterated into West Saxon in 
King Alfred’s English Bede. Neither of these agrees in wording 
with the opening of the so-called Getiesi^ A, but the meaning is 
sufficiently near to suggest different wordings of the same original 
draft. As for the Miltonic parallels, some of which are extra¬ 
ordinarily close, they come chiefly but not wholly from the other 
part, or Genesis />’, \\'here the paraphrast is drawing on apocryphal 
or mediiEval legend (and himself) for a description of the sufferings 
of the Fallen Angels. Both parts of Genesis and Exodus have, when 
the subject gives opportunities, bursts of poetry by no means con¬ 
temptible, and by no means wholly due to the original; and the first 
named is a poem very considerable in bulk. It runs, taking it as a 
whole, to nearly 3000 lines, of which not a few are of enormous length. 
Exodus (the best part of which is naturally the crossing of the Red 
Sea) has not quite 600. Of the others, Daniel has seldom been 
praised ; Christ and Satan, which includes a fine description of that 
very favourite subject, the Harrowi?ig of Hell (interesting as possibly 
the first to compare with Langland’s, certainly the best in any like 
poetic dress), is much better. 

(About Judith doctors differ much, and its authorship is sheer 
guess. We have only the end of it, but that, giving in some 350 
lines the slaughter of Holofernes and the triumph of the 
Jews, is the most interesting part of a story which has 
generally inspired both pen and pencil well, and which certainly does 
not fail to do so heie. 

(^The Cynewulfian poem, or group of poems, w'hich opens the 
Exeter Book, and which it is for the present the fashion to call Christy 
certainly contains fine passages, the finest being inspired ^ 

by that fruitful parent of mediaeval poetry the adoration * ^ ^' 
of the Cross. In Mr. Gollancz’s arrangement it has nearly 1700 
lines. 
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(of tlie four important Lives of Saints— Andreas^ Eleni\ Giithlac^ 
JttTiana —all ascribed by some to Cynewulf, the palm may lie between 
the first and the third. Andreas is a legend of St. 
Andrew, telling how he was Iniraculously inspired and 
miraculously helped to cross the sea m order to release 
St. Matthew from prison m “ Merrnedonia” ; how he succeeded, and 
how he punished the \ iolcnce of the heathen to himself. The stormy 
voyage, always a favourite subject with Anglo-Saxon bards, and the 
rage of the elements on the doomed heathen city, arc fine passages^^ 
(' A/. Giithlac has perhaps fewer lines of the “ show ’’ variety ; biit*the 
description of (iuthlac’s conflict in his loneliness with the powers of 
evil, and that of his death, are curiously fascinating, and worth com¬ 
paring with St. Simeon Stylites.. Klene (the English saint St. Helena, 
mother of Constantine and finder of the Cross) has admirers \ijuliana 
fewer, owing to a long and rather tedious wrangle between the saint 
and a fiend who is sent to tempt her. Put the recurrence of the 
name “Juliana” as a hemistich by itself, and m apposition rather 
than as direct object or subject, has almost a refrain effect, and soothes 
the ear marvellously. Indeed, though only occurring now and then, 
and on no system, it produces an effect not unlike that of the similar 
word “ Oriana ” m Tennyson’s poem. The short Fates of the 

Apostles has little merit, but, as it is signed, some have wished to 
tack it on to the unsigned Andreas —a process slightly suggestive of 
what is said to be occasionally practised on ^^lohns. 

In so far as positive poetic beauty goes, the third subdivision, 
small as it is m bulk, has no leason to fear comparison with either 
of the others. 'J'hc Dream of the Rood has, like Genesis^ the adven¬ 
titious interest of its connection with the Ruthwell Cross 
inscription, but could do without it. The Rood itself 
speaks, and speaks to the purpose. The Address of the 
Soul to the Rody^ existing in two parts,* the speakers being respec¬ 
tively a cursed soul and a blessed one, is the earliest of a long line ; - 
and the speech of the reprobate has that peculiar grimness which 
is one of the most unquestionable gifts of Anglo-Saxon verse. The 
P/ia^niXy the Pa 7 tthef\ and the Jl^ale, adaptations of Latin verse or 
prose in the allegorical “bestiary” kind, are all fine, and the first 
has a famous and really cxciuisite passage, one of the few in this 
, poetry to w 4 iich the word can be applied, describing, after Lactantius, 
the beauties of paradise. “ The Phoenix ” itself, of course, is Christ; 
as is the “ Panther,” the sweet-breathed, lonely, harmless beast; 

^ The first occurs in the Exeter and in the Vercelli Books , the second only 
m the latter. 

^ See the interesting collection in the Appendix of T. Wright's Pocm^ of 
Walter Afapes (Camden Society, i8.j i) 
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while the ‘‘Whale’’ (based upon the well-known Greek-Eastern story 
of sailors landing on the whale’s back) is the Devil or Hell. These, 
as well as a mere fragment believed to be part of a similar poem on 
the PartHdge^ evidently came from some earlier Greek or Latin 
Physiologus or collection of zoological allegories ; of the Phoenix^ the 
original, by or attributed to Lactantius, is, as has been said, known. 
It is ([uite a long poem of nearly 700 lines ; the others are much 
shorter. 

The small group of secular poems above referred to is of much 
greater interest, not at all because of any general or necessary 
superiority of profane to secular poetry—a point upon which two 
such great and dissimilar critics as Dx--Johlls.on and 
Mr. Matthew Arnold seem to have been led wrong by 
different but equally fatal fallacies—but because, the 
poems being in all probability original instead of pretty certainly 
translated or paraphrased, we can see much better what the real 
strength of the poets was. The Ruw^ the Wanderer^ the Seafarer, 
the (so-called) Wife's Complaint^ the (so-called) Ifusband'^s Message, 
make a very small bundle of verse.V Even in the Grein-Wul(c)ker 
edition, with editorial apparatus, corrected versions of text, and the 
like, they do not fill thirty pages ; yet, for these thirty, one could 
cheerfully resign almost all but the few just-named passages of the 
sacred books (w’lth perhaps a riddle or two) of the poetry mentioned 
in this chapter. For ‘they are real documents ; it is excessively 
unlikely that they had any oiigmals m another language, and if they 
had, we at least do not possess these originals. Even “common 
form ” w'as not, so far as w'e know, furnished to them by any pre¬ 
decessors, as it inevitably w'as to homilists and hagiographers, practi¬ 
tioners of sacred allegory, and paraphrasers of the Scriptures. Here, 
and perhaps here only, Anglo-Saxon poetry show's what it could do 
with a commonplace—the best subjects of poetry are all common 
places—but without a common foim ; and it comes out of the test 
with no small credit. 

(The best of the five is in my judgment beyond all question the 
Ruin. Indeed, I do not know any other Anglo-Saxon poem w'hich 
in conception, composition, and expression so nearly deserves the 
name of a inastei piece. As we have it, it is in a state 
W'hich strangely coriesponds to its title and subject—a 
broken mass of some five - and - thirty lines, which the painful 
ingenuity of editors has got into about fixe-and-forty, rather more 
regulai in some parts, but much wounded in others. Conjecture 
thinks that it may have been originally intended for the wreck, after 
Saxon devastation, of no less a Roman colony than Bath ; there is, 
at least, nothing contrary to reason in accepting it as relating to one 
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or other of the many stately creations of the first invaders which were 
reduced to ruin by the second. The corruption of the text makes a 
certain rendering practically impossible. But nothing can obscure 
the genuineness of its poetry, or (as it seems to me) its enormous 
superiority to the possibly contemporary Welsli lament over the 
destruction of Uriconium with which Mr. Stopford Brooke rather 
unfavourably compares it. The Welsh piece shows a further advance 
in poetical form, more clichh ready for use, more tricks of trade and 
manners of behaviour. The English shows actual poetry. Perhaps 
the deepest and noblest of all emotions, not merely personal nnd 
sensual, the feeling for the things that are long enough ago, finds 
expression, and worthy expression, as the poet looks on the masonry 
shattered by fate, the crumbling mortar gemmed with hoar-fiost, as 
he imagines the once stately heights reduced to ruinous heaps, the 
warriors, high of heart and bloody of hand (for though Shakespeare 
never knew the Ruiii^ we may borrow his phrase), who sat there long 
ago, the hot baths (this is the ground for the identification with Bath) 
boiling in their lake-like cistern, the busy market-place silent, the 
merry mead-halls overwhelmed by the fiat of Destiny. He could see^ 
this poet of the Ruin^ and he could tell what he saw. We shall 
hardly come to any one like him for seven hundred years in 
England. 

The majority of critics, I believe, assign higher rank to the 
Wanderer and the Seafarer. The Wanderer also contains a passage 
of merit about a rum, but is chiefly a study of “ Weird ” (Fate or 
Destiny), and the w^ay in which a man is “ hurled from 
Wanderer change to changc unceasingly, his soul’s wings never 
Seafarer most Saxon of ninctecnth-century Eng¬ 

lish poets has it—his comradeships incessantly broken, 
and only the Weird constant in its inconstancy. The idea of the 
poem is undoubtedly fine, and its lines give fair scope ; but that 
poetic imagery which is so great a part of poetry seems to me 
not so well managed as in the Ruin. The Seafarer.^ longer still, 
and perhaps composite, is a much more difficult poem, as may be 
guessed from the fact that the critics are not agreed whether it is a 
monological reflection upon its subject or a dialogue between an 
old sailor and a young sailor, or only colonrably occupied wath sea¬ 
faring at all, its real purport being an allegory of human life. It 
may be observed that this last interpretation, which seems to me 
much the most probable, is only to be avoided by the device, at 
once easy and violent, of supposing the close of the poem to be a 
Christian forgery, or at least addition. The chief literary merit of 
the piece is to be found in the earlier part, where the description 
of a wintry storm at sea, attributed by som6 to the old sailor, has 
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much of the merit already noted in Anglo-Saxon handlings of this 
subject. 

The remaining pair, the so-called Wif^s Complaint and Husband's 
or Lover's Message^ have a more personal note than the others. The 
first appears 1 to some to be the utterance, real or dramatic, of a 
woman who has been falsely accused and banished from her hus¬ 
band’s presence. The second is an agreeable piece, in which, with 
a pleasant seventeenth-century touch, the wooden tablet bearing the 
lines of the message is made (like the “ book ” addressed by later 
singers) itself to carry the tale to the beloved (or at least addressed) 
one. Neither is long, but both have an unpretentious and sincere 
feeling, if not exactly passion, and both stand interestingly at the 
head of a class of similar poems, in which English has since been 
richer than all other languages put together. They date too from a 
period long antecedent to that of either troubadour or minnesinger. 

The arrest of Anglo-Saxon poetry by the Danish fury seems to 
have been very nearly total. The verse, other than mere sacred 
paraphrases, which we have of a later date than Alfred is but scanty 
'iven in total bulk, and only four pieces of it can be said to have much 
literary attraction, though, curiously enough, two of these are much 
'etter known than any of the older and better work. These are the 
hort poem inserted in the Chronicle (vide infrd)^ on the triumph of 
\thelstan at Hrunanburgh over the Scots and Danes, and the very late, 
jloomy, but fine Grave * Poem familiar to almost every Englishman 
vho cares for poetry, with its beginning, F'or thee was a house 
built.” ^ In this latter the idea and the grim, direct, uncompromis¬ 
ing delivery of it are the chief merits. The Brunanburgh poem, 
though a spirited war-song, perhaps attracted more attention by its 
settir-g of the stock Anglo-Saxon reference to the raven, eagle, and 
wolf, “ that grey beast the wolf of the weald,” as spoilers of the dead, 
than would have been the case if the earlier examples from Beowulf 
and the Finnsburg poem downwards had been known. 

Of the two remaining pieces, one has the attraction of subject, the 
other that of form. The Battle of Mai don or the Death of By rhtnoth 
has a less happy subject (a defeat not a victory) than the Brunan¬ 
burgh piece, but it is more genuine, contemporary, and fresh. The 

^ It ought perhaps to he said that the usual interpretations of these pieces are 
more than half guesswork. There is really nothing in what Thorpe more pru¬ 
dently calls The Exile's Complatnt to identify the speaker as a wife, nor any¬ 
thing in the other piece (his as prudently named Fragment) to point to a 
husband or even lover 

2 Text in Guest, English Rhythms, 2nd ed. p. 369, or in Thorpe’s Analecta, 
d. 1868, p. 153. Longfellow translated it not long, I think, after Conybeare 
irst made it known. It is thought to be as late as the twelfth century, and shows 
signs of metrhal influence in its ihythm, 

C 
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production known as the JR/iym 7 n<^ or Conybcares J\hymi?tg 

Poem^ is found in the Exeter Book. 'I’his, though far infeiior in 
intrinsic and poetical interest, has great historical importance. It is 
probably a Biblical paraphrase, like so many others, and as it is in 
the Exeter Book, it must be as old at least as the tenth century, or 
the very earliest eleventh. Now, not merely at that time, but much 
later, Anglo-Saxon was rebel to rhyme ; ^ even two hundred years after, 
in Layamon, the appearances of that instrument arc but occasional 
and very rudimentary. In the RhynuftgPocin^ however, though there 
is still alliteration, and the general structure of the lines is not \*ery 
different from the staple of Anglo-Saxon verse, they are arranged in 
couplets, or sometimes even larger groups, not merely tipped with end 
rhymes, but endowed with leonine or middle rhymes as uell. Some¬ 
times the rhyme is not much more than assonance, but oftener it is 
full rhyme, and not seldom it adopts the kind uhich later English 
poetry discourages, though it is allowed in other languages, the actual 
repetition of the same complete words or group of letters, ojnvrahy 
oi 7 'iK>rah^ hPunan^ et(. Once there is a batch of seven lines 

with the same rhyme— (h{t\ \aned a little by idc and ede —in the 
middle and Jit the end of each ; in another place one of five lines 
similarly equipped with words in itcih: and sometimes the couplet 
shrinks to a single line with leonine adjustment. Of course this is 
inartistic and overdone • the poet is thinking so much of his new toy 
of rhyme that he has not nuuh time to think of his poetry. I^ut he 
is ahead of his fellows by two centuries if not by three, and that is 
something and much.- 

^ TheK'were, ho\v<'\(‘?, othci oiithieaks. oi rathoi of it. Sot' t'spo- 

ci.ally the iemark.iblc vciso-fiagnicnt in the Chronnlc ( V. to^6 , edited in Ciilmii- 
Wul(c;ker, i 384-85), describing (jodwin's nntrngos on the “ giiiltlesb etheling ” 
Alfred and his men 

^ This 7 oi/r lie fiwcc, which is only partially intelligible, .md in wliicli then’ 
IS good reason to suppose the in\ention of words for the purpose, lias bee‘n thought 
to be imitated from Icelandic A f<wv things of little hternrx intc'iesi —p.im- 
jihrases of the Psalms, a dialogue of .SWewe//.1 jTicce on D<Toms- 
day, etc. —complete the tale of Anglo-Saxon poetry. 



• CHAPTER III 

ANf;L()-SAXON 1‘ROSF 

The works of Kinjj \lfrefl—1 he —'1 he Orosius —Tlie Bedi —Tlie Padoral 

( are — I he Anglo-Saxon ( litoniile — Ehnc - W'ulfslan 

The prose division of Anglo-Saxon literature is of loss literary interest 
than the verse ; but it is more abundant in quantity, and it is not 
separated from the later developments of the language by any such 
sharp gulf as that which cuts off the prosody and rhythm of Anglo- 
Sc'ixon from the prosody and rhythm of English. \\"e may, indeed, 
observe in it that curious, yet, when considered, very far from unin¬ 
telligible combination of earhness and immaturity, nqiid development 
up to a certain point aijd inability to go beyond that point, which 
meets us in the poetry ; but there is not the bar to any further 
development which existed in that case. 

In all languages poetry as literature comes before prose, the 
immortal jest of Mohh'e owing its picjuancy to exactly this, that 
though prose is more obviously natural to man in conversation, he 
never, till after considerable experience, seems to understand that it is 
fit to be made a medium of recorded thought or formal writing. But 
it would appear that it was, in Anglo-Saxon, pretty early. Professor 
Earle speaks ^ of “ obscure but well-evidenced remains of the fifth and 
sixth centuries,’’ but as so enthusiastic an authority does not himself 
dwell much on these, or on the laws of Ina attributed to the sev enth, 
we may afford to pass them over. It is in the eighth century that 
Mr. Earle claims something like literary competency for the earliest 
English prose, and the e.xamples which he chooses aie a deed of 
remission of port dues by King Ethelbald of Mercia, and the some¬ 
what famous' passage of the S(U.(m Chrotiiile relating the death of 
King Cynewulf {not the poet), the first of these dating a little before 
and the second a little after the very middle of the eighth century itself. 
With the later passage, too, Mr. Sweet begins the prose specimens 


^ Fnghih Prose, London, t8qo, 370. 
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in his Anglo-Saxon Reader^ and it seems to be generally allowed 
the position of the earliest distinctly spirited piece of prose literary 
composition in the language. 

To such spirit, or, in other words, to the motive power of style^ 
laws, title-deeds, and similar documents can, in the very nature of 
the case, seldom lay claim. It would, in fact, be decidedly out of 
place in them, and the bare enumerations, specifications, common 
forms of legal an<l other speech, etc., which they contain could be of 
little illustrative use, even if they were not, as in most cases they may 
be suspected to be, pretty closely copied from Latin originals. But 
the story of the attack made by the atheling Cyneheard on the King 
Cynewulf, when the latter had imprudently left most of his guard 
behind while visiting a lady-love, gives better opportunities. The 
incident is told at no great length, and without much personal char¬ 
acterisation, except in the notable answer of the thanes to Cyne- 
heard^s offens of bribes and arguments from kinship, that “ no kinsman 
was dearer to them than their lord, and they never would follow 
his bane.” Except that the piece seems contemporary, one would 
imagine a rough prose unrhyming” of some ballad or romance. 
But if we are to consider the thing as prose merely, it may give us 
some pause to find that of the two authorities above cited, Mr. Sweet, 
though giving it the high distinction of being “ by far the oldest 
historical prose in any 'feutonic language,” thinks the style “of the 
rudest character . . . abrupt, disconnected, obscure, and full of 
anacolutha,” while Professor Earle discerns, and thinks that every 
one must discern, the evidence of “a literary tradition already of 
mature standing,” and “ a syntax not more rugged than that of 
Thucydides.” Thucydides has, of course, a sort of traditional 
repute for crabbed syntax, so that the eulogy is, after all, not 
unqualified. 

( By the next century (the ninth), however, there is no doubt about 
the plentiful production and the at least relative accomplishment of 
Anglo-Saxon prose. Of the three writers of it who alone may be 
said to have a personal reputation, King Alfred, Elfric, and Archbishop 
Wulfstan, the first belongs to this Century, the last third of which was 
covered by his glorious and beneficent reign. The Saxon Chronicle^ 
in its continuous and fairly accomplished shape, may be a little older 
than Alfred himself, though it is thought to have taken final form 
under him. The King and the Chronicle will at any rate well deserve 
separate and independent notice. 

{ Alfred’s works are, with the exception of some original insertions, 
wholly translation—indeed, as we have seen with the verse, so we 


^ Oxford, 7th ed. 1894. 
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shall see with the prose, and to an even larger extent, that the merit of 
originality in matter is about the last that Anglo-Saxon as a literature 
can claim. But in the special circumstances this makes 
far more for the King’s honour than for his dishonour. K^n^Alfredf 
f Ilis literary work was inspired not by any desire of fame, 
nor by any need of satisfying a peremptory personal craving to write, 
but wholly and solely by the wish to benefit his people, to do some¬ 
thing that might help England out of the slough of barbarism into 
which she had been plunged by the Danish ravages and the efforts 
necessary to check them. 'I'o this end it would have been not 
merely presumptuous, but, in the circumstances and at the time, posi¬ 
tively silly to have attempted original composition, when there w'as 
plenty of good Latin work lying ready to hand. From this Alfred 
selected a book in what may be called general practical science, 
the History and Geography of Orosius ; one in domestic history^ 
the unrivalled Ecclesiastical History of Bede; the most popular 
ethical and philosophical treatise of the Dark Ages, the Consolation 
of Boethius ; and an ecclesiastical book, the Cura Pastorahb of Pope 
Gregory. The first of these is not precisely a work of genius or one 
of much authority, but it w as a popular manual of its day ; the second 
and third could hardly have been bettered for the purpose, inasmuch as 
they were the w'ork of two men who represented the best character 
and ablest intellect of the age immediately preceding, and wjiose 
thought, style, and toni w^ere in complete harmony with the spirit of 
the actual age ; the fourth was a respectable book, well suited for the 
purpose, and having some spec ial claim on the attention of English¬ 
men. 

The most interesting of the four,^ in so far as actual matter goes, 
is the Orosius, because of the additions which Alfred made from in¬ 
formation supplied to himself; but the most interesting as literature 
is unquestionably the Boethius. There are many greater 
books in the literature of the world than the Dc Con- ^ 
solatiorje; but there are few* that have had a more interesting literary 
history, and still fewer that seem to have, with such strange prescience, 
gauged the literary and philosophical requirements not merely of their 
own tune but of times that w'ere to follow for almost a millennium. 
One of the first documents in English prose is this translation of 
King Alfred’s; probably the very first document in the earliest 
development of the Romance tongues, Provenc^al, is the verse-para- 
phrase which gives us the majestic if slightly monotonous harmony of 

^ The Boethius and the Orosius are easily obtainable in Anglo-Saxon (old- 
printed) and English, in Bohn’s “Antiquarian Library.” The h..E.TS. has 
given critical editions of the Orosius ana the Bede and the Pastoral Care. A 
version of bt. Augustine’s Soliloquies is probably also Alfred’s. 
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the languc (Voc a ('entury or two after Alfred. When Anglo-Saxon 
and the Middle language have at length given ])lace to complete 
English, the most accomplished piece of prose that the all-accom¬ 
plished muse of Chaucer admits among his greater verse is again a 
translation of Boethius ; and yet another translation, this tune jiartial, 
is attributed to ()ucen Elizabeth, at the very time when the far-off 
heralding of Alfred, the directer promises of Chaucer, were about to 
be fulfilled. 

As “ the last of the Romans is not now m every one’s hands, it 
may not be superfluous or impertinent to say that Anicius Manlius 
Severinus Boethius, as his barbarically assorted travesty of the old 
Roman nomenclature went, was born somewhere about the beginning 
of the last quarter of the fifth century. He is said to have studied 
under Rroclus at Athens, which is possible, but barely possible, if the 
death of Rroclus be taken at the ordinary date of 485. He attained 
distinction at Rome, and having been consul in 510, attracted the 
notice of Theocloric the Ostrogoth, and was for some time in favour 
wuth him. Ikit being accused of fomenting or conniving at an Italian 
conspiracy against Gothic rule, he was imprisoned at Ticinum, and 
brutally put to death (clubbed, it is said) in or about 524-525. The 
He ComolationcPhiliKsop/uae is supposed to have been written in prison. 
It was not his only contribution to medKeval knowledge, for he e.xer- 
cise^ an immense influence on scholastic logic by his commentaries 
on Aristotle and Porphyry and Cic ero; but it was jierhaps his most 
popular and non-technical. It consists of a medley of dialogue be¬ 
tween Wisdom and the author, interspersed with metrical insertions. 
Two versions of Alfred’s translation e.xist, in one of wLich the metrical 
portions are rendered into prose, w^hile m the other they are x'crsified. 
Although there is difference of opinion on the subject, there does 
not seem to be any insuperable difficulty m admitting both forms as 
authentic, though very likely the King had help from others. If the 
“metres” m their Anglo-Saxon form are really his, they are of the 
greatest interest to the literary historian, because they show' that at 
this time Anglo-Saxon was proof against the temptations of rhyme, 
classical metre, and the like, to wflitch in its enfeebled Early Middle 
English or “ Semi-Saxon ” stage it afterwards succumbed. The trans¬ 
lation is by no means slavishly executed ; indeed, the reproach of 
*^vant of originality against Anglo-Saxon generally is largely mitigated 
by the fact that the translations are much more paraphrases with 
interpolations ad hb. than simply faithful versions. It is quite possible 
that deficient scholarship may to some extent account for this free¬ 
dom, but it would be as uncritical as it w'ould be illiberal to take this 
as the sole, even as the chief, reason. Alfred’s moral purpose in 
the Boethim^ like his scientific and practical purpose in the Orasius, 
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induced him and authorised him not merely to rearrange, but to add 
gloss and comment here and there. It is a pity that, in the edition 
of the Boethius most accessible, a rhymed and sophisticated PZnglish- 
ing by the late Mr. Martin Tuppcr takes the place of the rendering 
into rhythmical prose which alone can give any proper equivalent for 
Anglo-Saxon verse in modern Phiglish. 

The Orosit/s, it has been said, has, or rather would have, nothing 
like the intimsic interest of the Boct/iitn^ were it not for the insertions, 
w'hich in the Boethius itself have chiefly the interest of curiosity. 
Paalus Orosius was a Spanish priest, who was a disciple , 
of St. Augustme^s in the second decade of the fifth • 
century, an antagonist of Pelagius, and a friend of St. Jerome. He 
wTote, as befitted an Anti-Pclagian, a book about free-wnll, and other 
matters ; but his name has been chiefly preserved by the work wdiich 
Alfred translated, the i/istona aitversus B(ig(i?ios^ one of the numerous 
summaries oi universal history w'hich the decline of classical times 
and the Dark Ages saw^, but differentiated by a special intention to 
refute the Pagan argument that the decline and fall of the Roman 
Empire w'ere due to the neglect of the ancient deities. It is, for the 
most part, a meic compilation from previous compilations, and in no 
part a w'ork of any literary merit; but like all books of the kind, not 
hopelessly incompetent, it has the advantage of keeping the general 
course of history before the reader. It would, how^ever, be folly to 
suppose that Alfied hac> any philosophical c:onsideration of this kind 
m view wdien he chose the book. It was an orthodox and popular 
manual, it gave opportunities for insertions of a kind specially inter¬ 
esting to himself and specially useful to his people, and he took it 
and altered it accordingly, displaving, as in the Boethius^ no great 
reverence towards the text, but in the nature of the case making 
somewhat smaller alterations in arrangement, and rather fewer addi¬ 
tions of reflection and suggestion, though m parts a gcjod deal more 
reduction to the character of an epitome. 

The interesting parts, to us, are the insertions m the earlier 
chapters on the geography of Noithern Europe, beginning “ Othere 
told his Lord King Alfred,’’ and “Wulfstan said,” these being 
either known, or reasonably taken to be, rejiorts of voyages either dis¬ 
tinctly made under the King’s commission, 01 at any rate indicating 
his desire for the best and latest direct information. Othere tells of 
a voyage tp Lapland and the White Sea ; Wulfstan of an explora¬ 
tion of the Baltic, and especudly of the Esthonians, the folk about 
the mouth of the Vistula. It should be observed that both the 
Boethius and the Orosius are abundantly furnished with vernacular 
“contents” to facilitate their reading and understanding by the 
people. 
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Alfred’s translation of Bede’s History has yet again a different 
kind of interest; and to us it is especially welcome because it brings 
The Bede Venerable one within the compass of a history of 
English literature. Invaluable as Bede in his Latin dress 
is to the historian proper, he would have been dearer to the literary 
historian if he had lived a little later, so that he might have been 
tempted to write in the vernacular. That he could have done so 
there can be no doubt, for he was, as the famous and charming 
description of his death by his reader Cuthbert says, “ learned in our 
poetry,” and on his deathbed summed up the situation—the vahity 
of all knowledge but such as will guide a man’s soul right at the last 
—in a memorable stave of five Anglo-Saxon verses. But in his 
day—he was born in 673, entered the monastery of Wearmouth at 
seven years old, was soon transferred to that of Jarrow, and lived his 
whole life there, dying in 735 -it was more important to digest 
learning, both sacred and profane, in Latin for popular consumption, 
and this Bede did. Even as it is, the interesting story of Caedmon 
referred to above may be said to be the beginning of English literary 
history, and here Alfred’s translation (or another’s if it was not his) is 
particularly important, because, while Bede’s account is in Latin, it has 
preserved to us what may jiossibly be the very words of Ciedmon’s 
actual inspiration. 

At any rate, the translation of Bede shows us that Alfred was 
not so anxious merely to instruct his people in general and foreign 
learning that he wished to divert their attention from “ things of 
England” ; and it is impossible not to take it in conjunction with the 
great enterprise of the Saxon Chronicle, of which, as an aspirant 
to learning once remarked in an examination (probably taking the 
Chronicle for a daily paper), “Alfred was editor.” 

The fourth book has, at the present day, the least interest for us 
in itself. Gregory’s Regula or Ctira Pastoralis, as far as its intrinsic 
claims are concerned, must be studied in the original; and, more¬ 
over, Alfred, either out of respect or otherwise, has 
translated much more exactly than in the other 
cases. But fortunately he prefixed an original introduc¬ 
tion, and this introduction contains a constantly quoted and extremely 
important account of the state to which polite learning in England, 
in the middle of the ninth century, hrid been reduced by the Danish 
invasions. “ There was a time,” quoth Alfred, “ when people came to 
this island for instruction, now we must get it from abroad if we want 
it.” “ There were,” adds the King, “ very few on this side Humber 
who could so much as translate the Church Service or an ordinary Latin 
letter into English [for “ Englisc ” has taken its place once for all 
as the general name of the tongue], and not many on the other side ” 
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(there being still apparently remnants of the old Northumbrian cul¬ 
ture). There was not, he ends, with a gentle and more than pardon¬ 
able boast, one such south of Thames, when he himself took the 
kingdom. It has been well pointed out that though this decay of 
culture may have been lamentable in itself, yet it was fortunate in a 
way for English, inasmuch as it stimulated translation, and so gave 
practice in the vernacular, instead of tempting men, as Bede had 
been tempted, simply to abstract and compile in Latin itself, and, 
even when they wrote original work, to write it in Latin. The trans¬ 
lations may not be of first-rate literary importance, but they are at 
any rate better than the Latin summaries; and precious as the 
Historia Ecelestasftea is, it would have been ten times more precious 
had it been in English, if only because the actual original text of 
Caedmon could then have been given. 

Other works of Alfred are spoken of—especially a Commonplace- 
book or book of Table-teilk—which should have been interesting j but 
they have not survived. The so-called Proverbs of Alfred^ in 
Middle English, to which we shall come in due time, have value, and 
may to some extent represent work of the King’s, but they can 
hardly be accepted even as a direct modernised version thereof. It is, 
however, at least possible that the Chronicle itself in part represents 
his work, as it certainly represents his influence, and it A.ngio- 
IS in any case by far the most important monument Saxon 
of Anglo-Saxon prose, dirrying us, with at least only 
partially broken sweep, m contemporary vernacular history from the 
middle of the eighth century to the middle of the twelfth, preserving 
amid drier annals some exceedingly interesting fragments of com¬ 
position of the more original kind, both in prose and verse, manifest¬ 
ing an ability to manage the subject which was only much later 
shown in other vernacular languages, and bridging' for us, with a thin 
but distinct streak of union, the gulf between the decadence or ruin 
of Anglo-Saxon even before the Conquest and the rise of English 
proper more than a century subsequent to it.; 

/ Like other works of the kind, and indeed necessarily, the 
Chroniclefl was the work of monkish labour—one of those things by 
which the lazy monks, the drones of the Dark Ages, earned the 
polite and intelligent contempt of the philosophers of the eighteenth 
century. And it followed from this that it should not present a 
single text, or even sequence of texts, but should exist in more ver¬ 
sions than one, as the work was carried on at different centres. The 
first of these centres was, as might have been expected, Winchester, 
for the historical use of English prose had not been discovered in 

1 The Chronicle was printed as early as 1643, and has been repeatedly re¬ 
printed, re-edited, and translated since. 
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the palmy days of Northumbrian literature, and Winchester was by 
far the most important place in Wessex, when the balance of power 
had been definitely shifted thither. The Winchester Chronicle is 
vigorous and full for the days of Alfred himself and Edward the 
Elder, but becomes rather meagre for the second and third quarters 
of the tenth century. It makes up for this, however, by inserting 
verse, the most important piece by far being the already-referred-to 
poem celebrating the battle of Brunanburgh. By the end of the 
century the tradition of chronicling seems to have died out in the 
Hampshire capital, and to have shifted to the metropolitan cit^ of 
Canterbury, to Worcester (the main bulwark of England against the 
South Welsh border, and far from Danish reach), and to the rich 
and important abliey of Abingdon. The Winchester seiies extended 
a little beyond the Conquest, but the latest batch of Paighsh chronicle 
comes not from here but from Peterborough, in the neighbourhood 
of which the national, as opposed to the Norman, spirit was always 
strong. One of the very best known passages of the whole—the 
constantl} quoted desciiption of the sufferings of the country under 
Stephen’s robber-barons and in their castles—comes from this last 
btitch, and indeed represents the final utterance of English historical 
writing for the time. It was stifled by the brilliant, but in the his¬ 
tory of English literature irrelevant and interpolated, outbursts of 
Latin chronicle-writing which the middle of the twelfth century saw, 
and which only gave place later to the \ersd of Robert of (Boucestcr, 
and later still to the now fully English prose of Trevisa. ’ 

It would be more than a little unreasonable to cwpect that such 
a conglomerate, or batch of conglomerates, as the SaAon Chnmulc 
should present any uniform literary features. 'J'he variations of hour 
and man make that quite impossible. At first, and indeed at interval 
throughout, we get the barest anntils, sometimes mere obituaries or 
calendars of translations, consecrations, coronations, and the like, 
only interrupted occasionally by less jejune accounts of the founding 
of a monastery, of such events as the assassination of Cynewulf at 
his leman’s house, etc., where accident, personal interest, the chance 
possession of a poem or a deed, fflled the wTiter’s pen. Then, again, 
the wars of Ethelred and Alfred and Edward against the Danes 
inspire something like a regular history. The Peterborough part, as 
might be expected from its later date, has, in so far as w^c possess 
it, still more of this irregularity. 

The two remaining knowm and distinctive write, s of Anglo-Saxon 
prose come under the disqualification which attaches from the purely 
literary point of view to religious writers, in all cases but those of a 
very few periods and a few individuals outside them—the disquali¬ 
fication not at all that they are religious, but that they are second- 
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hand. But the first of them, Elfnc, is undoubtedly the greatest prose 
writer in the language. The influence and example of King .Alfred, 
if it had luH founded English prose, had at least given a 
great impetus to the founding of it, and this impetus was 
followed up throughout the tenth century, which has even, by some 
enthusiasts, been hailed as one of the great prose periods of the 
whole English language in its widest sense. Essential importance 
IS assigned to the work and teaching of Elhelwold, Bishop of Win¬ 
chester, a pupil of Dunstan, in the middle part of the century, who 
IS thbught to have had a wide influence, m connection with his 
fostering of the Benedictine rule. The first proof of this is the 
collection of Anglo-Saxon sermons called Bhckling Jfoinilies while 
the greatest and most lasting is the work of Elfric, which in 
parts spreads beyond merely ecclesiastical or theological limits. 
Elfric,^ who was a pupil of Ethelwold, as Ethelwold had been 
of Dunstan, began to write m the last decade of the tenth century, 
and first executed a large set (some eighty) of Catholic Homilies, 
which he followed up later with a series of homiletic Lives of the 
Saints m an alliterative ihythm, distinct from prose, but not quite 
reaching the limits even of Anglo-Saxon verse. IIis other w'Htmgs 
w'ere numerous, and include an interesting little set of books for the 
instruction of Englishmen in Latin—a grammar, a glossary, and an 
agreeable, interlined, Latin-English colloquy, which is the earliest 
example of the Hamiltonfan-Ollendorfian method as applied to Eng¬ 
lish. Elfric, of whose life not much is known, though he became 
abbot of Ensham near Oxford, and whose death-year is uncertain, 
is accused by some of having been rather loo fond of alliteration 
ev’en in his undoubtedly prose vvoik, which includes tr.inslations of 
parts of the Bible. But his style is distinctly clear, flowing, and 
vigorous, and though only the enthusiasm above refeired to could 
possibly see in it a medium suited for general literary exercises, it 
])robably carried Anglo-Saxon as far in that direction as the immature 
character of the language itself permitted. 

Elfric’s life considerably overlapped that of the third writer 
referred to, W'ulfstan, Archbishop of A'ork, at whose 

-i-ir 1 • ir r 1 Wulfhtan. 

consecration in 1014 Elfric himself wTotc one of his 
tractate-sermons by command. \\’ulfstan, who was for many years 
Archbishop of York, and during part of the tune Bishoj^ of Worcester 

^ Kd M<Mns, E I *:'1 .s. . 1874, w/ Not later than 971, probably earllei. 

“ '1 o be distinguislied ironi .in .irthbishop of the s.inie name with whom he 
was long contused, and from his own pupil, Elfiic Bat.i, who ie-cdit(‘d the 
Colloquy. An lOlfrie Society was foinu'd nioie than hft} }e.ns ago to publish him , 
and Its work has lu'eu lesumed In the E.E.T.S. 'fhcie is a pretty full selection 
m Thoipc's A/iuldctu. 
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also,^ has left over fifty homilies,- and a letter to the English people, 
or those of the province of York, which has interest. It is, however, 
quite impossible to grant the title of “ fine prose,” which Professor 
Earle postulates, either to his or to Pllfric's, much more to the 
passage from another, to which the Professor especially refers, a 
figurative description of the Lord’s Prayer:*^ “And his thought is 
more springing and swifter than twelve thousand holy ghosts, though 
each and every ghost have sunclrily twelve feather-coats, and every 
several feather-coat have twelve winds, and every several wind 
twelve victoriousnesses siindrily.” The conceit is vigorous and pleas¬ 
ing, and the compounding power of the language, which it has left 
to its heir, is observable in sigefcrsfmss^ “victoriousness.” But the 
arrangement and construction are of the very simplest kind, clauses 
of the same model being merely agglomerated. In Wulfstan w'e 
find more attempt at periodic prose than here ; but the periods are 
inartistically arranged, and that fault which was later to mar so much 
seventeenth-century prose, the inability to resist the temptation of 
adding and piling up epexegetic clauses, already appears.^ 

’ Distinguish again from the much later Bishop Wulfstan under the Conqueror 

^ Kd A. Nnpier, 1883 

^ Op cit p. 382, 'I’he piece is from a prose form of the Solomon and Saturn 
dialogue 

^ The list of A.S piose is, of course, by no means exhausted in th(* examples 
given. There are laws, “Icechdoms,” short tales, Biblical translations, etc. The 
most interesting aie, for their connection with later and romantic literature, the 
story of Apollonius of Tyre (the original of Pericles), cd. Thorpe, 1834 ; a version 
of the episode of Alexander and Dindmius, and the wonders of Ind, from the 
great legend history of Alcxandei (ed. ('o(kavn( m his Nnrratiunculae) ; and for 
Its matter, Bishop Werfrith’s translation (with a Preface by King Alfred) of the 
Dialogues of St. Gregory. This, which contains some quaint and characteristic 
things, was long niedited, but has at List appeared (ed. Hecht, Leipzig, 1900) as 
the fifth volume ot Grein-Wul[c]ker’s Bibliothek der an^el-saLhsisthen Prosa, 



• CHAPTER IV 

THE DECADENCE OF ANGLO-SAXON 

It was lon^j, and very naturally, a popular opinion that the Norman 
Conquest sufficiently accounted for, and directly caused, the practical 
disappearance of Anglo-Saxon literature. But the revived study of 
that literature itself, though it may in some cases have produced 
rather an exaggerated estimate of its intrinsic interest and merits, 
helped, and was helped by, the previous study of political historians 
to correct this delusion. Just as it was seen that the Norman Con¬ 
quest, mighty as were its effects, was no absolute political cataclysm 
sweeping away the first England and replacing it with something else, 
to the same extent and m the same manner as those in which the 
Saxon Conquest had sw^pt away Roman Britain, so it was discerned 
that the Conquest only helped and turned to good a process in lan¬ 
guage which had been independently begun, which was going on 
rapidly, and which, but for the Conquest itself, might have had more 
disastrous results. 

In other words, it has now for some time been recognised that 
Anglo-Saxon, as a literary language, was, if not slowly dying, at any 
rate slowly passing into some other form, long before William landed 
at Pevensey. It is impossible to mistake the significance of the 
facts that it had produced at that date no poetry that can be called 
great, and little of any kind for some two hundred and fifty years ; 
that its prose, though vigorously started under the highest auspices, 
and though brought to some measure of relative perfection by men 
like Elfric and Wulfstan, was itself failing, and had never, except in 
the form of generally meagre chronicle, produced any original non- 
sacred literature. There must have been something wrong, some 
want, some coldness in the literary constitution, to account for 
this. A language by weakness, by accident, by ill luck may never 
produce literature at all. But if it produces things like the Ruin and 
the Pkcenix, like the best parts of the poems attributed to Caedmon, 
and those thought to be sigmed by Cynewulf, and then does nothing 
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more—if it practically limits its prose energies to homilies .ind para¬ 
phrases and strictly business jottings, then undoubtedly it wants a 
change. 

In the second place, it is admitted that the language itself was 
showing signs of a complete “break of voice,” of an important 
biological alteration. Its inflections were getting loosened and 
weakened, whether from inherent old age or from the attraction and 
competition of the rival inflections of Kiench and Latin must be 
matter of conjecture. But it appeals that a similar change was taking 
place in its Continental kin. That its warring dialects had very niuch 
to do with this may be doubted. The West Sa\on had aftei the clowai- 
fall of Northumbria taken a distinct lead; and it does not seem that at 
any time the dialectic variations constituted an insuperable bar betw'een 
Englishman and Englishman. But they must have helped a little, 
though they no doubt did less than the constant and age-Iong^ effect 
of the practically bilingual education of every man who aimed at 
learning in Latin as w'ell as in English, and than, latterly, the estab¬ 
lishment of French as a second, if not a first, court language in the 
Confessor’s palace. The fact, however, seems to be beyond dispute, 
and the inevitable literary consequence of the fact still more so. 
You cannot write literature in a language w’hich is not sure of itself, 
which IS cnimbling day by day. To wdiich w'e may add that the 
signs of senescence and degradation are as evident in prosody as m 
the other parts of grammar proper. We have, as has been said, very 
little late Anglo-Saxon poetry, and the dates of what we have are 
extremely uncertain. But we can be nearly sure that in all of it 
strict alliteration was breaking down, rhyme w'as breaking in, and 
that for a time the conleinpUious term absurdly applied to the 
true English prosody which emerged latei, that of a “jumble,” 
might have been applied without much injiislue. Our ancestors at 
this tune had lost grasp of their own rhythm and not learned metre ; 
just as they were getting to mumble Anglo-Saxon, and had not 
learned to speak English. The old order w.is changing in every 
way, but it was some time before the new’ could get into rcgulai 
form. 

This is the rational and sufficient, the only rational and sufficient, 
explanation of the whole matter, that the lime had come for 
Anglo-Saxon to die, that it died, and that it would have had to die if 
Harold had been as victorious at Senlac as at Stamford Bridge, 
though probably the result would have been less fortunate for 
England, as it w’ould pretty certainly have been quite infinitely less 
fortunate for France. For it must never be forgotten—though it 
w^ould be hardly an exaggeration to say that it has seldom been 
remembered—that France had little or no literature to give England, 
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and that what she had (a chanson de ^s;este or two, and some verse 
saint-lives rather less formless than England’s own) were things of 
little importance and less influence. It is an amiable but entirely 
unhistorical imagination to suggest that French literature was brought 
to England by the Conquest. There was liitlc or none to bring; 
and what arose later would have been equally brought by the 
increasing popularity of the French language and its vigour in face 
of Anglo-Saxon decay Nay more, some of the greatest things in 
Old French were xsritten under English influence, in districts which, 
ihou&h not English in soil, were under Engli^^h rule, on subjects \vhich 
were supplied by England from Teutonic as well as fiorn Celtic 
stores. It is not insignificant that in the oldest French literature, the 
Chansons^ “ Normans ” arc spoken of with as much dislike, and some¬ 
times in the same terms, as the perfidious Englishman of a later date 
has enjoyed. It is of even more significance that, although the 
original texts of the great Arthurian legend w^ere, no doubt, all written 
in the French language, they are wTitten on a “ Eritish matter,’’ and 
partly by Englishmen. We had lost the key of our w^ord-hoard : 
w'e had indeed never possessed any, had simply been fumbling for 
one, in regard to the largest and richest part of it. Latin and French, 
Latin even more than French, helped us at last to forge the proper 
keys of language, of style, and, best of all, of prosody. Hut they did 
not put the treasure there, they only helped us to find it and use it. 



INTERCHAPTER I 

To the short, but it is hoped not absolutely insufficient, account of . 
Anglo-Saxon literature contained in the foregoing iiook, there will 
now, according to the system explained in the preface, be subjoined a 
general summary of its accomplishments and character, disengaged 
from the previously necessary survey of individual facts. 

Wc have seen that in its comparatively scanty bulk, and under 
the disadvantages of a political histoiy not indeed short in time but 
ve''y unsettled, and but scantily ecjuipped and supplied by civilisation. 
Anglo-Saxon succeeded in producing woik both in prose and versi 
which has not only intrinsic merit and interest, which has not onl 
the additional historic claim of being the ancestor of one of th 
greatest literatures of the world, but which has the further attractio 
also historic, but surely not negligible, of being foi its time unicp 
or having only Icelandic for a doubtful competitor. Icelandic itsj 
was probably some two centuries behind Anglo-Saxon in the use.t 
vernacular prose. 

But it is exceedingly important to take stock of the exact litera 
value of the accomplishments of this language both in themselves a’’ 
in relation to its great descendant. One thing that Anglo-Saxt 
did is fortunately beyond all dispute. It “ unlocked the wo ; 
hoard”—a word-hoaid still very much in the rough, and with so t 
disadvantages which will be considered more specially below. L / 
some metals, it needed blending with others before it becat 
thoroughly useful. But m native strength, in backbone, in t 
power of standing rougdi usage and being the better for it, it haa 
perhaps no superiors, and it possessed certain valuable, or rather 
invaluable, qualities. In particular, it had that gift which some Ian 
guages almost wholly lack, of forming compounds freely. Caedmon’ 
famous heoisfer-sceado, holster-shadow^ “ cover or sheath of dar 
ness,” gives at the second opening of the literature a measure . 
its capacities in this way, and they can hardly be exaggerated, 
language that cannot combine thus, or can do it only with di^ 
cully, is a poor thin thing, the worst stuff possible for poetry, I 

4 



BOOK I 


INTERCHAPTER I 


33 


fit only for decent, perhaps elegant, but uninspired and uninspiring 
prose. 

In prose itself, however, Anglo-Saxon did not do very much, and 
It could hardly be expected to do very much. It had not the subjects ; 
its writers had not the demand ; and if by any chance any man had 
both subject and demand, there was the fatal mistress Latin tempting 
him away from the homely English wife. For almost every man of 
letters was an ecclesiastic, and almost every man of letters, ecclesiastic 
or not, looked to the public not merely of his own burg or realm, but 
of Ijiitin Christendom, which had its own universal tongue. More¬ 
over the fully-inflecled condition of Anglo-Saxon has to be taken 
account of, and its dialects, and abo\e all the extreme insecurity 
and instability of political and soc lal t onditions at the time. War 
and rum may sometimes—they do not by any means always—repay 
in song what they hace exacted in suffering ; but prose as a rule 
recjuires pre^sperity, bunness, leisure for its cultivation. However 
this may 1)C, it is ceiiain t it, as literature, the achievement of Anglo- 
Saxon in prose is very much less tlian its achievement in verse, 
diough there ma;' be a less abiupt separation between tinsachieYemeut 
aid vvluit follows in the same medium. 

j In poetry it did moie, and tbeiv are few ])oints of more import- 
l^uce foi the general study and comprehension of English literature 
a whole than a c omprehenMon of the gencual poetical equipment 
’d accomplishment of Anglo-Saxon And as estimates of these 
'ints have too cvfien varied between the extremes cvf passionate and 
rtisan appreciation on the one hand, and complete ignoring or 
ifair, perhaps sometimes ill-informed, dejireciaiion on the other, 
'h a general view has not been ver) easy to obtain Vet there is 
» real difficulty in t<ikmg it. 

Anglo-Saxcm poetry, then, as we see it in the sufifii lent if not very 
fntifiil remains of its best period befoie the end c^f the* eighth 
Jitury, displa>s ments of what we may call poetical intention con- 
jerahly surpassing those shown hv most literatures m their early 
jges, and at least ecpial to those which some literatures have shown 
• stages far more advanced. It has ])assion- -not so much in the 
conventional and limited sense of the passion of love, with which it 
deals very little, as in the general sense of subjectiv’e intensity--of 
■evidence in song that the poet has felt, seen, thought, or at least 
vondered, with a deep and genuine movement. And much of this 
''tion of thought and feeling is directed to natuial objects, in a 
•.shion again very rare in most literatures, and almost entirely absent 
*om some. Yet again, though the resources of form, of art at the 
<?et’s command are undeniably scanty and rude, yet, such as they are, 
V are used with care and skill. In other w'ords, and this is no 
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mean praise, the Anglo-Saxon poet at his best, and that pretty 
frequently, has no mean portion of the poetic spirit, and has a just 
reverence for what he knows of the poetic art. In the first respect 
the author of Beowulf at least not less richly and vaiiously endowed 
than even the author of the Chanson dc Roland; in the second, the 
author of the Phosnlx is very far ahead of the author of the Poema 
del Cid. 

But valuable, or rather invaluable, as are these equipments, every 
Anglo-Saxon poet from first to last during the Anglo-Saxon period 
proper suffers from two drawbacks which hamper him cruehy-- 
monotony of subject and clumsiness of form. In both respects his 
limitations are hardly ev^en in the smallest degree a reproach to him. 
When we remember that, so far as is knov\n, absolutely no great 
literature except Greek has ever been produced without other pattern 
literatures before it; when we remember what was the comparative 
civilisation of England up to the eighth century after Christ, and 
of Greece in the fifth and fourth centuries before Christ; when we re¬ 
member further that Anglo-Saxon culture never had so much as a 
single century of quiet development on the great scale under favourable 
political and social conditions, and that hardly any profane patterns 
were before any but a very few writers, we shall certainly not feel 
inclined to indulge an ignorant and conceited contempt of the 
limitations of subject to religion in the main, and out of religion to a 
little legend, a little contemporary war-song, some rudimentary science, 
and the thinnest surplus of other matters. 'lake any poet from 
Chaucer to Tennyson and strip him only of what he owes in subject 
—putting other debts, and they are large, out of sight—to his 
predecessors, and a terrible reduction would have to be made. 
Caedmon, if Ctedmon it was ; Cynewulf, if Cynewulf there was; and 
all the anonyms, had practically no predecessors to oblige them, except 
the Bible, a few hymn- and homily-writers, the Fathers, and a small, 
a very small, part of the profane classics which had not gone utterly 
out of fashion or of reach. 

Of what, under this immense, this to us simply incalculable, dis¬ 
advantage they accomplished mucl^ must have perished, while what 
has perished may have largely exceeded what we have, not merely in 
bulk but in variety. On this head at least there is no fault to find, but 
.•rather infinite credit due to our ancestors, that while no other— 
Icelandic, perhaps, excepted—of the modem European languages had 
yet found its tongue at all, or had found it only to let the results 
disappear, they did what they did. 

Nor is there exactly any “fault to find” with the defects of art 
and means which also beset them, but in this respect somewhat 
harsher language must be used. In the first place, putting enthusiasts 
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aside, I do not think that any one can rail An^Io-Saxon, in familiar 
phrase, a “pretty’^ language. Ihough not vMihout a '^lase undertone 
of music in it now and then, it has a distinct uncouthness. Its 
inflections give it monotony without music ; the rough consonant 
terminations give the word-structure an air rather of a dry-stone wall 
unwrought by hand than of cunning masonry. Afterwards, when 
this roughness was blended with softer forms and matter, it was to 
give the most perfect poetu. medium- - more perfect even than Greek 
—that has ever existed ; at this time the destined completion had 
not 1^)een reached, and the language, full of forms in one way, was 
still formless; crammed with possibilities, was still void, chaotic, 
rudimentary. 

That it choisc the prosody most suited to it is no doubt true. 
Every language has, and must inevitably have, the prosody that it 
deserves, the prosody of which it is capable, whence is clear the folly 
of those who desperately attempt to force it into prosodic forms other 
than those into which it naturally goes. And that Old English 
prosody has limitations and shortcomings, probably inseparable from 
Old English vocabulary, there is little if any doubt. But there is no 
doubt at all that the limitations and the shortcomings are of the most 
serious character. With some of the objections made to the Anglo- 
Saxon Arspoetica we need by no means concur. The common com¬ 
plaint that there arc no similes may be called almost silly. In the first 
place, there are similes ; Snd in the second place, if there were none, 
why should there be any ? The only possible answer that suggests 
itself turns upon such a childish argument or no argument as this, 
“ Homer is a great early poet; Homer is luh in similes ; therefore 
early poets who have no similes are not great.” Moreover, simile or 
no simile, Anglo-Saxon poetiy, like its cousin Icelandic, is admittedly 
rich in metaphor, which is only simile in the making. When a poet 
has once called the sea the “s^^an’s path,” and thought the “breast- 
hoard,” he has shown himself perfectly competent to write a simile in 
twenty lines — a simile like that at the end of the Scholar Gipsy 
itself—if he chose to do it. So loo we shall not, if wc are wise, 
shake our heads because it is rather long before we come to epan- 
aphora or antithesis in Anglo-Saxon poetry. The absence or the slow 
coming of epanaphora and antithesis is no doubt very disheartening, 
but, as Deor himself has it, this also may we overgo. 

The real faults of Anglo-Saxon poetry from the formal point of 
view he in, and indeed are inseparable from, its staple of accented 
alliterative verse^ it may be discretionary, it may be quite carefully 
and cunningly arranged as to syllables, but divided by a hard and 
fast section or middle pause. That fine effects in certain limited 
kinds may be and have been got out of this arrangement need not 
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be denied ; that it was a great advance on mere systeinless chaos 
IS of course undeniable. It lent itself with case to that parallelism 
which IS the most natural note of half-civilised poetry. The accents 
gave something of a “ stand-by,” something of a backbone, to save 
the rhythm from becoming merely prosaic. The alliteration supplied 
a musical charm which has never died out of Phiglish poetry, 
and therefore never can die out of it. The sections helped the 
parallelism, acted as stays to the prentice poet, and assisted the 
accent and the alliteration to gi\e something like a real poetic 
form, as opposed to the form of prose. For a certain medilfiitive 
kind of poetry, like that of the Ruin and the great PhwfiiA 
passage, the whole scheme is well fitted, and it does not do badly foi 
romantic narrative, whether in its earliest form, as in Rcoivitlf^ or in 
its latest and almost last, as m Layamon. Nay more, it seems by no 
means absuid to find in it, as I believe some even of its specialist 
students are beginning to do, the germs not indeed of later English 
poetical rhythm, but of that wonderful English prose rh>tlim whu h, 
aimed at half-bhndly from the fourteenth to the sixteenth centuries, 
found, whether consciously or not, in the seventeenth, but never 
deliberately practised, much less deliberately analysed, till witbin the 
last hundred years, has given something almost as much a pure 
hybrid between jioetry and prose m form as drama is a hybrid 
between them m spirit. 

But the defects of its qualities arc many and great. When the 
normal stheme, with few unaccented syllables, is kept, it is excessively 
apt to become dull, monotonous, sing-song. When, in the poet’s 
need for a longer line and greater variety, it receives the Civdmonian 
extension, it becomes perilously suggestive of the “ patter ” which h.is 
been consecrated in more modern times to burlesque and groiestiuc. 
The excessive and regular alliteration not only becomes weansome to 
the ear, but also, and inevitably, occasions the selection of woids not 
because they are the right words, but merely because they begin with 
the right letter. And the sectional pause is the worst of all. It 
will always remain the most astonishing thing in that extraordinary 
monument of learned and ingenious paralogism, Dr. C'.uest’s Em^lLh 
Rhythms^ that he should have failed to perceive that the beginning of 
great English poetry is synonymous with the abolition of the com¬ 
pulsory middle pause, and should even have endeavoured to convict 
Shakespeare and Milton of Rse-poesie because they do not obey it. 
T'hat the middle pause is wanted in very long lines may be freely 
granted ; in short ones and those of moderate length it cannot with¬ 
out disadvantage be more than a rule which admits the freest and 
most frequent exception. 

It is probably due to these faults and disabilities, rather than to 
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any want of genius, that the Anglo-Saxon poets did not do more than 
they did, and it is again and again to be rejicated that it is surprising 
how much they did. But their poetry, indeed their whole literature, 
IS a rudimentary literature, a literature in statu pupillari^ and one 
which has not passed any but the lower stages even of pupilship. 
Even if the most elaborate theories of its prosody be admitted, the 
(asc will not be altered : for a certain eli(|uctte of detail is consistent 
with a very early novitiate. It can manage simple prose very well, 
but it cannot achieve anything that requires style in the proper sense, 
though it can manage bombast. In the poetry we have been briefly 
reviewing we find some noble passages, especially of a serious and 
reflective cast, a few more showing the joy of battle well, still fewer, 
but some, evincing accurate observation and the power of putting it 
into words. But the class of poetical effects attained, and to all 
aiipearance attainable, is exceedingly limited, and excludes altogether 
those of the lighter kind. There is practically no lyric—a want which 
w'ould of Itself and at once relegate any poetry to a position below', 
and far below, the highest. In short, we have here a juvenile effort, 
as we may call it, of immense interest, but doomed in itself to 
failuie, because the person or people making it has not come to its 
full strength, has not entered into possession of its full pro})erty, and 
is using clumsy methods and tools on a scanty material, instead of 
employing the results of the experience of the past in method on 
the gathered treasures of*1110 past in stuff. 




BOOK II 


THE MAKING OF ENGLIbH LITERATURE 


CHAPTER I 

Till'. TRANSITION 

The sleep of English—Awakening influences—Latin—French influence—Geoffrey 
of Monmouth—Latin prosody in the early Middle Ages—'Ihe Hymns— 
Alliteration and rhyme—Rhythm and metre—French prosody—Syllabic 
equivalence in English—Helped by Anglo-Saxon—Law of pause in English. 

To say that English literature ^ dives underground some time before 
the Conquest, and does not emerge again till abmit the year 1200, 
would be an exaggeration ; but it would only^be jp.xaggeratipn 
JiyUv a matter of fact, we have nothing certainly dating 
from any part of this long period of a hundred and fifty years except 
the li'ter passages of the Worcester and Peterborough 
Chronicles^ the latest of which does not go beyond the oTlingutS. 
year 1155, though just before this there are pages of 
merit, especially that famous one already referred to-as to the sufferings 
of the English people under Stephen. It is probable that the Grave 
Poetn^ and perhaps some other fragments in verse, date from this 
time ; it is tolerably certain that some of the Anglo-Saxon Homilies 
and Saints’ Lives which we possess, either as more or less original 
compositions or refashionings of older ones, date from it. But these 

^ There is unfortunately no adequate literary history of the Middle English 
period. \’ols. 111. and iv. and the earlier part of vol. v. of the late Professor 
Morley's hnghsh Writers deal with it, but are chiefly occupied with a crow'd of 
extraneous matters Ten Brink (vol. i. books n. and 111.) is much better, but not 
all-sufficing. There is ample information in vol 11. of the Variorum Wavion 
(London, 1871), but it is necessarily chaotic and indigestible. Luckily the texts 
themselves are now fairly, though not fully, accessible; unluckily they have too 
often been edited from the merely linguistic point of view. 
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things only touch the fringe of literature, and there arc extremely few 
of theni.i Yet during this long^ sleep, so scantily broken, a process 
was going on analogous to, but far more momentous and thorough 
than, the ordinary refreshment by the “season of all natures.” We 
ha\e said that the powcis of English, not merely as a literature but as 
a language, were obviously failing even within the very lestiicted 
circle Ill which they had walked before the Conquest itself; it lerniiins 
now to indicate as brielly as possible what the influences weic which 
came to transform and refiesh these powers, and how they went to 
work actual instruments were two, I.atm and lY ench :* and 

their working was directed to three difierent ])oints of attack—t he 
alteration of the language as such; the sugge stio n of jjevv subjects 
ancl feums of literature; and, above all, the construction of a iiew 
pi osod^.^ 

The notice of literatun?s and literary works not English has been 
limited, according to the plan of this book, to the strictest necessities, 
ancl among these necessities the ])resent occ asion must be counted. 
We can, moreover, economise under the first head of the last divi¬ 
sion, foi the mere linguistic side of the matter but faintly ccmcerns 
us. It is sufficient there to say that the different inflections of F'rench 
ancl Latin (as, it is thought, the different inficclions of Danisli had 
already done) helped the already dis])laycd tendency of the language 
to shake off inflection almost if not altogether, though this was a work 
of time; and that the sw'clling of the vocabulary with Latin or 
Roimince words, though inevitable, is not, as we shall see when we 
come to actual literature once more, veiy noticeable m the fiisi jilace 
The effect of the exhibition of new forms and subjects was much moie 
momentous, and to understand it we must try a “ Pisgah-sight ” of 
Latin and French literature as each then was. 

In considering the effect on English of Latin, vve must not assume, 
as used to be assumed, that classical Latin was out of the ken or 
knowledge of the early Middle Ages. It was not; and ihcae were 
Awiki,tiin-- then Englishmen, such as Joseph of Exeter, who could 
inniit-nc^ r write excellent hexameters on a fairly Xhrgilian or at least 
Claiidianic model, though they might sometimes con¬ 
descend to leonine or middle rhyme ; while, as vve need not go beyond 
Chaucer to show, large })ails of the classical poets, especially Ovid, 
were distinctly familiar. Indeed, it may perhaps be s.iid with safely 

^ For instance, Mr Morlcy ekes out the assumption that "no doubt ” tliere 
was verse, witfi the well-known Canute Poem, AJcriy (he mo?!hs of Rly, the 
verses attn 1 )uted to (xodne of Finchale, and Snmer is imnien in. Pul if the 
Canute Poem has any inteiest of authenticity it must be much oldei, and Sumtr 
is icunien in is pi city certainly much youngei, than 1050-1150. (lodric (d. 1170) 
IS more to tiu' pr^int. His verses arc but the meagiest sc'raps, Jnit they show 
7-hyme and metre 
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that of all classical writers 0\i(J had most influence, though others 
had some. Ikit the singular and still slightly puz/Iing thing in con¬ 
nection with this subject is that readers, even readers of considerable 
education and great ability, seem to have observed no critical pro¬ 
portion whatever in their relative estimate of authorities, either from 
the ])oint of view of matter or from the point of view of form. They 
preferred in the ‘^Tale of'Froy,” not merely to Homer, whom they knew 
but little, but to \'irgil, whom they knew fairly, and to Ovid, whom 
they knew well, two beggarly abstracts assigned to a certain Dictys 
and a certain Dares, for which they had absolutely no external authority, 
and which bore internal marks of absolute w^oithlessness as literature, 
if not of*absolute untrustworthiness as history. They swallowed, 
though they had abundance of fauly sober abstracts of history, if 
they had not all original authorities, huge farragos of mere fairy tales 
about Alexander. And, generally speaking, the actual classics exer¬ 
cised, naturally enough, much less direct influence upon them, espe¬ 
cially in the point of form, than the writers of the decadence and 
the daikness from the fourth century downwards. And, as was yet 
more natural, they attached more importance still to the Services of 
the Church, to the devotional writings of ecclesiastics in verse and 
prose; while by degrees they began to elaborate for themselves an 
almost entirely new^ s)stem of philosophy, which the natural clearness 
and jirecision of Latin enabled them to make admirably systematic and 
scientific in terminology,* though the terms might be baibarous in 
foiin. With Anglo-Saxon failing, and no other vernacular except the 
distant and thoroughly isolated Icelandic come to full maturity, the 
practice of history-w riting became for a long period entirely Latin, 
and the usage of that tongue in the schools further established it as 
the 1 inguage not merely of philosophy but of general science. 

h^sptiken influence of French, or at least Anglo-Norman, was 
naturally even greater, for it was for centuries the only court 
lanjjuage^ the language of superior business, and to some extent at 
any rate the necessary vehicle of communication betw’ecn 
the u})per and lower clas.ses, though not between the nIfJurnJe. 
lower classes themselves. Rut its literary influence w:,^ 
very consid erably less. What has been already said must be re¬ 
peated, that at the time of the Conquest, and much more, therefore, 
at the time of the first influence of French at the court of Edw^ard 
the Confessor, the foreigners had little, or piactically no, literature 
to offer as an example to England. They had no prose ; their great 
national epics were only beginning ; it is improbable that they had 
any finished lyric in durable form ; the romances proper w^re in the 
Rritish di\ision not yet written (they had pretty certainly to come 
fiom England itself), and in the case of the classical dnision w'ere 
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only beginning to be written. French drama was lisping or still 
inarticulate ; the great F'rench genre of the fabliau was hardly born. 
In short, French literature could exercise no influence, because it as 
yet was merely struggling for existence itself."^ 

No doubt, when it once began it made gigantic strides, while it so 
happened that the parts of France where some of these kinds saw the 
light were directly under the rule of or closely connected with the 
Kings of England. Provein^al led the way, though probably not by 
much, m formal lyric ; and more than half the ProvcnCyal-speaking 
districts ucre sooner or later brought under English rule b)^ the 
accession of the Angevins and the marriage of Henry II. with 
Eleanor of Guienne. The British and Roman “matt<?rs^’ were 
specially Norman in place of treatment, and from England itself 
came a book which, though in Latin, had such an enormous influence 
upon English literature that it must receive exceptional treatment 
here. This is the Hist o n a B nionum pf Geo ffrey of Monmouth^ 
which was probably written almost simultaneously with—at least 
within a decade or two of—the last 4jasp of pure original Anglo-Saxon 
in the Annals of Peterborough. 

Not much IS known of Geoffrey , who mu.st, however, have either 
been one of the most superlatively lucky persons in literary history 
or an original genius of the greatest mark. He was ceitainly con¬ 
secrated Bishop of St. Asaph in 1152, and must have 

M^oiunouth. about two ycars later. His book is dedicated to 

Robert, Earl of Gloucester, who died in 1147, so that it 
cannot be later than that date, while some have put it back ten or fifteen 
years earlier. He himself claims (with almost transparent “ make- 
believe ” as it seems to some) to have had a British original brought to 
him out of Armorica by a certain Walter, Archdeacon of Oxford. But 
nothing has ever been seen or heard of such a book, and even 
“Walter, Archdeacon of Oxford,” is difficult, if not impossible, to 
identify. Nor have any other materials for Geoffrey’s Histofy been 
traced, save that in the case of its most flimous, though far from its 
largest episode, the story of King Arthur, certain germs, excessively 
meagre in substance and very uncertain in date, can be found in 
certain documents attributed to Gildas, a monk of the fifth century, 
and Nennius, an unknown person who may have written in the seventh, 
the eighth, or the ninth, if not later, together with a Life of. Giliias, 
which is certainly not much, if any, earlier than Geoffrey.^ 

^ Geoffrey himself, Gildas, and Nennius will be found conveniently trans¬ 
lated in one volume of Bohn’s "Antiquarian Library,” entitled Six Old Enghi^h 
Chronicles. 1 do not know any translation of the Vita Gildae (ed. Stevenson), and 
the Latin published half a century ago for the English Historical Society is not 
very accessible. The texts of Nennius vary a good deal. 
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debt which English literature owes to this curious book is 
not limited to the Arthurian part, for Geoffrey has given us the 
original story o{ King Lear^ the most heartrending of English, or any, 
tragedies ; the ending at least of Comus^ the most exquisite of English, 
or any, masques ; and other things. But in magnitude, in interest, 
and as a literary origin^ Ul£.^Arlhj,triail ijQventioJIl dwarfs all other 
things in the book. It should be observed that by no means the 
whole story of Arthur, as we familiarly know it from Sir Thomas 
Malory’s greatest of all compilations, is in Geoffiey. He represents 
the treason of Vortigern to Britain as partly rejiaired by two brothers, 
Ambrosius and Uthcr. 'fhe latter, reigning alone, falls in love with 
Igraine, Ayife of Gorlois, Duke of Cornwall, gains her by the help 
of the enchanter Mjerlin, who has already played a great part in 
the story, and becomes the fither of Arthur, who succeeds him, 
crushes opposition at home, marries a noble lady of Roman 
descent, Guanhumara (Guinevere), joins issue with and defeats the 
Romans on the Continent, is recalled by the treason of his nephew 
Mordred, whom Guanhumara has married, returns, defeats and 
finally slays the traitor, but is mortally wounded and gives up 
the crown, being carried to the Isle of Avilion to be healed of his 
wounds. ^ 

The Middle Ages, despite what we hear and talk about their 
defects of communication and the like, are famous for the almost 
unintelligible rapidity of tiieir literary diffusion in some cases. But in 
none is this so remarkable as in the case of the .\rthuri,an story, wdiich, 
if not entirely invented on the meagre basis of Nennids by Cieoffrey 
himself, can at most have some other basis of Welsh legends, chiefly 
about Merlin. We have seen that the book cannot have been 
written much earlier than i i 30, and mav' not have been w’ritten till a 
few years before 1150. It appears that before the later date it 
vv^s already turned into French verse by Geoffrey Gaiinar, whose 
version is lost; and shortly after Geoffrey of ^Tonmouth’s own death 
by W ace of Te rsev. whpse version remains. Fresh legends or sheer 
invention furnished Wace with some important additions, and, as we 
shall see, he handed it on to the first English handler of the story, 
the poet Layamon. But the development of the w hole into a real 
romance occupied pens in verse and prose during the later part, prob¬ 
ably the third quarter, of the century, in a manner the exact account 
and distribution of wdiich is still a mystery. The chief credit used to 
be assigned, and the present writer is still inclined to assign it, to 
W alter Ma p or Mapes, a native of the Welsh marches , and the author 
not merely of a very curious and interesting Latin miscellany called 
De Nngis CiiriaHum^ but, by possible attribution at least, of a still 
more interesting collection of student poems, satires on church 
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dignitaries, etc., issued under the general nom dc i^ifcnr of “ Golias.'* ^ 
At much tlie same time. Liter or earlier, Chrestien de Troyes, 
a French poet, gave poetical versions of many parts of the legend. 
But the complete execution of this in verse or m prose belongs, in 
language at least, to French not to English literature, till it was 
magnificently vindicated for its n.itive soil by Malory three centuries 
later. The probably earliest Fhighsh Aersion after Layamon vill be 
found noticed in the next cliajiter but one, as that of Layamon will be 
found in the very next, 

The opportunit) of an examjde of unmatched pertinence* has 
taken us a little way from the actual stream of English literature to 
illustrate the manner in which that literature diew^ its subjects from 
literatures other than English. 'This was all the more desirable 
because at this very time such new^ stocks of subject were simply 
pouring in from East and West and North and South alike. We must 
return to show how a change greater far than any mere introduction 
of subject—the introduction of the true and univeisal prosody of 
English instead of the cramped and parochial rhythm of Anglo-Saxon 
—came al^iout, showing at the same time how the surviving virtue of 
that rhythm itself differentiates ICnglish metre, as it was to be, from 
that of other modern languages. 

It appears probable, and the reasons which make it so have been 
already partly set forth, that it w'as Latin even more than h'rcnch that 
effected this transmutation It is therefore'unnecessary for even the 
most sensitive patriot to be jealous of what h.is been r.ither absurdly 
called “ the rhythm of the foreigner.” Latin, to the Middle Ages, was 
I uiii prosody foreign in any country, just as it w^as mother tongue 
ill the early 111 nonc. It w'ds in Cliurch and State alike the common 
Middle Ages commoii literary stock of Clirislendoin ; the 

very Italian himself, and still more the (iotlis and Franks who sjioke 
the other Romance tongues, had hardly more jiart in it than the Anglo- 
Saxon. And the Latin prosody, as well as the Latin vocabulary, that 
affected English poetry once for all in the c:enturies between loooand 
1400 A.l). W’as Latin enormously changed by influences wfliich may 
have been themselves barbarian ill origin. It is improbable that 
w'e shall ever exactly know the causes of the change which we fiist 
observe m Prudentius, and wdiich becomes ever more noticeable. It 
may be that, as some wull have it, the elaborate classical prosody of 
Latin w^as a mere interlude, that “ the rhythm of the foreignei ” was 
introduced from Greece, and for a time superimposed with crushing 

^ Both edited f(^r the Camden Society by Thomas Wiight, whose services to 
Mitldlc English literature were inferior lo those of no man dead or living, in Ins 
numerous editions of texts, and in his Biographui Britannica I lirraria (2 vols 
I.ondon -.'\nglo-Saxon Period, 1842 ; Anglo-Noiman Peiiod, i8^^6). 
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weight on a natural accentual prosody such as we see partly indi¬ 
cated in “ Saturnian ” fragments. But what is certain is that, from 
the end of the fourth century onward, there is observable a movement 
(whether of innovation or reaction is not here essential) which not 
only alters to the most material extent the quantity of syllables, but also, 
as a consequence or independently, conditions the structure of verse. 
And this chan^je is seen more es])ecially in the compositions which 
were certain to exert most effect upon the vernaculars, the Hymns of 
the Church. For not only were these suie to resound in 
millKfns of ears, the eyes c:oi responding to which were veiy 
unlikely to read written literature, secular or sacred, but the music 
by which they vcrc accomjianied was equally certain to familiarise 
the ear, and wath the rhythm to impress it on the brain, and make it 
likely to be reproduced in vernacular composition, especially when 
the prosodic forms more specially belonging to that composition had 
gone almost entirely out of use. 

Now, the characteristics of this kind of verse were chiefly tw'o, 
and each of these was in direct and striking contrast w'ith the 
corresponding characteristics of Anglo-Saxon. In the 
first place, though alliteration might by accident appear and iin'i'n” 
in them, its regular presence as a distinguishing poetic 
form, a regulator and mainspring of rhythm, was entirely absent, 
and w’as rcqilaced by rhyme ^ both middle and end, but especially the 
latter. And in the second place, the requirement of a certain 
number of “a( cented” syllables, not even itself insisted on 
w ith absolute rigidity, and accompanied by the vaguest 
and widest license of inseiting syllables that w'ere unac¬ 
cented, was rejilac ed by the system of definite metre^ composed of 
syllabic integers either identical or ecjunalent. 

This influence had already exerted itself on the so-called Romance 
languages, and so in the case of the second foieign influence—French 
—Anglo-Saxon found itself confronted with an ally of Latin, or let 
us say w’lth a pupil who had already passed his freshmanship. But 
French had received the Latin influence and instruction in its own 
way. One of those strange and infinitely interesting, 
though also infinitely mysterious, idiosyncrasies of Ian- ,,njsody 
guage, which students of philology and phonetics too 
often neglect, had brought it about that French should be a language 
in which the distinction of syllabic value (call it “ long ” or “ short," 

^ “Rhyme,” not “ nine ” "Rime” in Enghsli means “hoar-frost,” and 
we need not intioduce an unnecessary ambiguity against the practice of all our 
gieatest waiters, save, perhaps, one. Nay, tlic suggested etymology of pvOfibs, 
if false, shows the instinctive recognition of the fact, fust foimulated by Mitford, 
that “ rhyme is a time-beatcr, ” not a mere tinkling tag. 
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“ accented or “ unaccented,” “ heavy ” or “ light,” or by any op¬ 
position of words which may be preferred as least controversial) is, 
and seems always to have been, less marked than in almost any 
other. It followed from this that trisyllabic feet—that is to say, feet 
in which one syllable is intrinsically strong, long, heavy, or what not, 
enough to take two weaker, shortei, lighter ones on its back and 
preserve them distinct from others—were never prevalent in French, 
and for many centuries have been non-existent. And it followed 
from this again that “ syllabic equivalence ”—that is to say, the 
principle by which one strong, long, heavy syllabic may be substituted 
for two weak, short, light ones, and vice versa —has in the regular 
prosody of France never had any place, while even in doggerel, in 
comic songs, and the like, syllables, if they are not to count at full, 
have to be simply slurred or omitted, as may be seen in the printed 
works of the lighter French songsters. 

Now there was, and from what has been said it will be seen that 
this also was natural, something of a reflex tendency in Latin non- 
classical verse to imitate this characteristic of the Romance tongues, 
which showed itself also in Prov^en^al, in Italian, and to a less degree 
111 Spanish. And undoubtedly the crucial question was whether 
English would follow it and them in this respect. For centuries, as 

Syllabic shall see, the question was undecided —nay, at the 

equivalence in present day there are some persons of distinction who 

English. syllabic equivalence in 

English, and who resort to slurring, to “ cxtrametrical syllables,” and to 
all manner of strange devices to twist out of this great, this cardinal, 
this supreme feature of our poetry. For it is this—the possibility, 
namely, of substituting almost anywhere, with due precautions, dactyl 
or tribrach or anap.est for iamb or trochee -which, when the example 
of Spenser to some extent, and the inestimable license of the great 
dramatists far more, had given it an unquestioned right of place in 
literature, and when it had allied with itself the shaking ofl' of the rigid 
c.esura or pause, endowed English verse with that astonishing and 
unparalleled variety of music which puts it at the head of the poetry 
of the modern world. ^ 

And we should be doing Anglo-Saxon a grave injustice if we did 
not recognise that one of its main poetical features undoubtedly 
helped to bring about this blessed result, and that was the old 
license of putting in unaccented syllables almost ac/ libitum. Indeed, 
some authorities would recognise a formal and regular equivalence 
in Anglo-Saxon itself. The sectional arrangement of Anglo-Saxon 

^ Strictly speaking, of course only the tnbiach corresponds to the trochee or 
iamb. But, as in Greek itself, dactyls and unapsests (though not, I think, cretics 
or ainphibrachs) claim a place. 
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was less beneficial, and would, if maintained, as there was for some 
centuries a blind effort to retain it, have been very 
mischievous. But here too the dramatists, with Shake- Arfgto-Saxon 
speare at their head, came to the rescue, and, with the 
aid of their mighty follower Milton, once for all established the 
following law- 

In an English heroic linc^ as well as in any shorter one,'^ the pause 
may fall after the first or any subsequent syllable to the 
penultimate, while there need not he any distinct pause ^nVngh^sh!!*^ 
at all. 

But we must now see in detail what the actual history of Middle 
English literature was. 

^ In the Alexandrine and lonp^er lines a pause n necessary, somewhere about 
the middle, when they are used continuously, thouj^b not always in isolated 
applications like Spenser's, But it is a question whether these lines aic not more 
or less disguised dishchs, a fact of which the sixteenth-century practice of printing 
them in halves was a clumsy recognition. 



CHAPTER IT 

FIRST MIDDLE ENGLISH TERIOD 
I 200-1250 

Layamon’s Brut -'Fho Oymulnni —Its —Itsnietio—The Ancren RiivJe— 

Tht' Moral Ode--lietie^is and hxodus--’\'\\Q Ihsl/ary — 'I'he Onu)n of our 
I.ady —Provoibs Alfnd and Jlendyng—The Ozol and Ihe Ni^httfigale. 

The dates of tlie books—not numerous, but, in some cases at least, 
both important and interesting -which compose the first growth of 
Middle English literature, or what used to be called “ Semi-Saxon,” 
are known with very little certainty. Put a cii-m of reasonable 
probability can generally be attached to them, and theic seems very 
little doubt that about the close of the twelfth and the beginning of 
the thirteenth centuries something like a distinct first-crop made its 
appearance. It is natural that the subjects of this new literature 
should, like those of the old, be at first mainly religious. Put they 
soon ranged more widely, and, as it happens, the most important of 
all in bulk and in contents, if not also in actual literal y quality, is 
secular. 

I'his is the famous of Layamon, which we possess in two 

forms, one assigned by scholars to the earliest and the other to the 
latest years of the half-century which has been subsumed for this 
chapter. The differences between these two versions, 
^ though occasionally, a&in the case of the name of the 

author’s father,^ a little puzzling, are of great value for 
linguistics, and they arc by no means unimportant for literary history 
proper, inasmuch as we perceive in the later version the distinct 
enlargement of the intrusion of rhyme, which is already noticeable in 
the earlier. But in mere contents the later version is, somewhat con¬ 
trary to the wont of mediieval times, shortened rather than watered 

^ Ed Madden, 3 vols. I..ondon, 1847. 

In the earliei text we have “ Layamon the son of Lcovenath," in the later 
“ Lawetnan the son of Lcuca. ” 
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out; and it is also in much worse condition, having suffered by 
that too famous fire in the Cottonian Library which plays in Early 
English literary history an actual and historical counterpart to Caleb 
l^alderstone’s thunderstorm in fiction. Fortunately for the student 
of letters, both are contained m one of the best, as in one of the 
handsomest, editions which have fallen to the lot of any liLarly English 
classic.^ 

(^Layamon, the son of Leovenath, of whom we know nothing save 
fi'om his own words, appears to have been a priest at Arley or Flrnley 
(a village near Bewdlcy, on the Severn), into whose hands Ware’s 
translation of Geoffrey of Monmouth fell. He combined with it, as 
he tells us, Bede, historical works by ‘‘Albinus” and “Austin,” 
which have not been identified, though the first may have been some 
lost Latin original of liede’s own,- and (but this he does not tell us) 
apparently either traditions of the Welsh marches, near which he 
lived, or some imaginations of his own. The result is a Brut, or 
British History, of great length,*^ displaying occasionally no small 
literary power, very interesting as the first English book on the great 
legendary history of England, and absolutely priceless as showing 
the inroads which the influences described in the last chapter were 
making upon the effete rules and weakened powers of Anglo-Saxon. 

In mere vocabulary the change is by no means great. Authori¬ 
ties differ as to the number of French words used, but none sets it 
above an almost infinitesimal proportion.** Yet the forms of the 
language are unmistakably altering, and the forms of prosody are 
altering more unmistakably still. The general structure is still the 
unrhymed alliterative line of two short sections. But an absolutely 
perfect example of the older form—four accents, three alliterations, 
no rhyme w'hatever, and a rhythm often not marked at all according 
to any metrical system, and only vaguely trochaic when sensible— 
is the exception, an exception appearing at long intervals. Constantly 
the alliteration is broken down. Very frequently rhymes appear 
between the line-halves—rhymes of a simple and obvious kind, 
“brother” and “other, “ king ” and “ thing,” “ night ” and “ light,” 
etc., but for that veiy reason all the easier, all the more tempting, 

* Sir Fiedciir Madden’s Lnyanwn, like Thorpe’s Ca-dmon and Tixeter Hook, 
w.is pubhslied by the Society of Antiquaries, which unlortunately did not hnd 
encouragement to go further 

“ Albinus ” of Canterbury was one of Bede’s authorities 

Text A contains over 32.000 lines 01 half-lines , Text B seems to have had 
about 24,000, of which moie than the odd 4000 are lost or damaged. The oldei 
practice of printing Anglo-Saxon verse in half-lines is distinctly j^refcrable here, 
liecause the change of rhythm and the inroad of rhyme are more clearly shown 

* Madden allows about 50 in A, about 80 m B ; Professor Skeat puts the 
total at 170. 
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and all the more frequent in occurrence. Most important of all, the 
unmetrical or vaguely trochaic cadence tends steadily towards, and 
sometimes reaches, the full and exact octosyllabic couplet, rhymed 
and complete. When we come across such a couplet as— 

Tha tanswcraHle Vortiger, 

Of elchen iifel he was war ; 

still more when we find that in the fifty years’ interval between the 
two versions the terminations ‘‘Appollin” and ‘Gvel nvon ” have 
been changed into “Appolhn” and “of great w^m,” the inference 
is unmistakable. Rhymed metre has challenged unrhymed rhythm, 
and IS slowly driving it out. 

As for the substaiK'e of Layamon, it may be reg.irded from tw'o 
points of view^ • his additions to his predecessors, as far as w^e have 
these latter, and Ins handling of his .subjects, original or added. The 
list of the former given by Sir Frederic Madden fills two large pages, 
and includes among its more important items the legend of Oriene 
(the name whic h Layamon gi\es to St. Ursula of the Eleven Thousand 
V^irgins), a much fuller account of Row'ena’s appearance as Dalilah, 
the all-important additions to the Aithurian stoiy that “elves” 
figured at the King’s birth and took him to Avalon,* the foundation 
of the Round Table, and numerous de^aiLs of Arthui’s wars wMth 
rebels and invaders and Romans. From the latter point of view 
particular attention may be directed to the whole of the Rowena 
story, which Layamon works into a mucdi com])leter rom.mce-episode 
than any previous writer whose work h<is come to us,- and the whole 
of the Arthurian passages. These latter h.ive not indeed received 
the immense addition to tlicir interest which is given (possibly by 
Layamon’s earlier contemporary and neighbour by biith, Walter 
Map) in the Anglo-French romances on the subject, but it is in itself 
a much greater advance upon Wacc than Wkice is upon Geoffrey, 
and it displays much more poetical capacity than the Jerscyman’s. 
Indeed, when we give fair weight to the fact that Layamon was like 
an animal which is struggling out^of its old shell or skin into a new' 
one, and has not half completed the process, the j)oclic:al meiit of his 
work deserves to be set far higher than it has usually been put. A 
“ chronicler,” as he is sometimes called, he is not, though he may 

^ Their queen i.s here “ Argante," of course the same as the " Morgane” of 
the more usual stones and the “ Urganda" of Peninsular rev.val wxArnadts. 

“ It is luckily accessible to those who do not possess the whole in Morris and 
Skeat’s Specimens of Early Eni^lish, part i p. 64. 1 could wish that (instead of 

the w'hole of King Horn, of which a fifth, or ten pages, w'ould well suffice) 
much larger e.xtracts from Layamon were given in this invaluable book. There is 
I)lenty to choose from. 
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have thouj;ht himself one. He is really the first writer of romance in 
English of whom we know. 

^he second great poetical work—or at least work m verse—of this 
time, the Onnuliim^^ is far inferior in interest of subject to the />>///, 
for It IS simply one of the numerous and always more or less lame 
homiletic paraphrases of the Scriptures—in this case 
busied with the Go'^pels for each day. We have not 
the whole set, but a considerable part of it, extending 
to some 10,000 lines of fifteen syllables each, or double that number 
if th^ poem be divided into couplets of eight and seven. The author, 
of whom nothing is known except from this w^ork, was one Orm 
or Ormm, an Augustinian monk, probably resident somewhere in 
the east of Fmgland, or in Northern Mercia. He addresses a cer¬ 
tain Walter, whom he terms threefold his brother—in the flesh, in 
faith, and in monastic order. Of actual poetical merit it is not too 
much to say that Orm has nothing, and it is at the same time not 
paradoxical to add that his woik is much more valuable by leason of 
(ertain characteristics which it possesses than one of much gieater 
poetical merit w ithout these characteristics could have been to us. 

The first ^ f his ])eculiaiities lies m his spelling. It would have 
been m any Cc'ise probable that the jostling of English by French and 
I..itm should ha\e effected some confusion in English ])ronunciation, 
while this confusion would also be assisted by the variety 
of dialects still jirevalent m “ Semi-S.ixon.'’ At any 
rate Orm, w'ho seems to have been a purist m the matter, and to have 
had a sensitive eai, was offended by this, and deteimined to adopt 
a plan which should at least pre\ent shoit \owels from being sounded 
long and ViCC 7VV'w. In order to do this he seized upon the prin¬ 
ciple sound English to this day, and fatal to what is called American 
spehiiig^—that tacieris ptuibus^ and in the absence of special know’- 
ledge to the contrary, a vowel before two consonants will be pro¬ 
nounced short 111 English, a vowel befoie one consonant long. And 
regardless of the extraoidinary effect produced to the eye—indeed 
this was of less consequence before the days of punting, and of least 
in the days when reading wxis not so much reading as recitation—he 
steadily doubled the consonant after eveiy short vow el, even when there 
could, as m the case of the infinitive brinfigcnn^ “to bring,” be practi¬ 
cally no danger. The effect in appearance is naturally hideous and 
grotescpie ; as a monument in literary, or at least linguistic, history the 
practice (the observance of w^hich the author solemnly enjoins on any 
scribe who shall cojiy his wmik) is priceless. 

As valuable, and more stiictly literary, is Orm’s metrical arrange- 


^ Ed. Wliite .ind Holt. 2 vols. Oxford, 1878, 
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ment. His prosody is distinguished from Old English by being 
neither accentual nor (at least regularly) alliterative, nor tolerant of 
^ extra-metrical syllables. It is distinguished from classical 
Latin by having no syllabic equivalence nor any tri¬ 
syllabic feet. If its metre—a strict iambic form of tetrameter 
catalectic, or alternate dimeters acatalectic and catalcctic—occurs 
anywhere m Latin hymns, it must be very rare, and Orm has no 
rhyme. I'hc general opinion is that he adapted it from the In inns, 
in principle, whether from an actual example or not. But I suspect 
also the influence of French, where strict syllabic prosody had long 
been established. 

Now nothing can be more reasonable as a matter of expectation, 
or more valuable as a matter of fact, than that in this period of 
groping and experiment, of endeavouring to suit the old bottle to the 
new wine, some one should have selected, as Orm apparently did, 
the method of hard-and-fast syllabic prosody, unhelped, uninfluenced 
even by rhyme. It is not a success; it is contrary to the genius of 
English, though stiangely enough there are even now persons who cling 
to the idea. But there is no doubt that the attempt was one of the 
experiments which had to be made, if partially to fail, and that in the 
very failuic it did good by curbing and i*estraining the English 
tendency to slipshod doggerel with rhyme to match. 

Nor ought we to put the actual value of the Ormnlinn too low 
It is stiff, monotonous, bolstered out here and clipped there to suit 
the hard-and-fast rhythm, occasionally of a most prosaic and pro¬ 
voking sing-song. But it ought to be remembered that sing-song 
was exactly what English wanted. It w^as the defect in cadence, the 
substitution of rhetorical for strictly poetical effect, which was the 
greatest shortcoming of Anglo-Saxon poetry. Here at least there 
was no such defect, though the verse not unnaturally tumbled into 
the opposite fault of too monotonous uttis^ of an effect like that 
which has been whimsically transferred from the King of France in 
the rhyme to P'rench verse, of marching up the hill and then march¬ 
ing dowm again with remorseless alternation. In morals to go into 
one extreme in order to cure the other is a dubious recipe ; but in 
other matters it is the one most familiar, most generally applied, and 
perhaps most generally effective. That something better ought to 
come and would come than the half-alliterative, half-rhymed, half- 
rhythmical, half-metrical jumble of Layamon was clear ; that it would 
be something also different from, and much better than, the stiff 
rhymelcss cadence of Ormin was clear likewise. But this was the 
necessary tack in one direction as that was in the other, and between 
them, with other minor veerings to help, they brought the ship through 
the troublesome middle passage of the thirteenth and early fourteenth 
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centuries safe into the open sea where Chaucer took command, and 
where she has sailed since, and may sail, we hope, for evermore. 

The third capital work of the earliest period of Middle English 
is not like the Brut and the Onnulum in verse, but in prose, though 
it resembles the Ormulum in belonging to sacred not to profane litera¬ 
ture. It is thus less important than either in the history of literary 
form, though as an example of pleasant, easy prose-writing it shows a 
considerable advance on any Anglo-Saxon prose that we possess, 
and its interest of subject, of tone, and temper is very considerable 
Thi* is the A ncre n Rvwle^ or Rule of Anchoresses, 

\^it^n by an unknown person for the guidance of three Ancren 
ladifis.„whq had taken the vows, but belonged to no 
order, abiding in a free female hermitage at Tarrant Keynes in 
Dorsetshire. This book is partly a de\otional manual, six of its 
eight books, or “ dcals,^’ being devoted to what the author calls 
the Inner Rule—the cultivation of the soul by guarding against sm 
and practising piety. The first handles services and ceremonial 
matters ; the last, the daily life of the recluses. The characteristic 
of these practical parts is a curiously wide and liberal spirit of 
charity, informed by good sense and human feeling. The hermitage 
of Tarrant Keynes was no Abbey of Theleme : its motto is fais ce que 
dots not fais ce que voudras^ and the writer is perfectly well aware 
of what comes of the unlimited indulgence of sense and will. But 
he not only does not advise, he distinctly reprobates and forbids, 
excessive austerities, and is never weary of dwelling on the contrast 
between the Inner and Outer Rule, and the superior importance of 
the former. The strictly devotional parts are animated by a mysti¬ 
cism which is of the kindly order likewise, and the illustrations, 
paral les, and the like are frequently of considerable literary interest, 
while the style shows at least possibilities of splendour as well as an 
actual command of ease. 

The rhyming productions of this period are of less individual bulk, 
but in almost every case (except those of the Homilies and Lives of 
Saints) they possess literary as w'ell as linguistic importance. One 
or tw^o of these, if w^e could belic\e some authorities, preceded even 
Lay.imon and Orm by the greater part of a century. But this, as 
wall be seen, is nearly inconceivable. 

^ Extracts of this appeared in Wright and Halliwell's Reliquiae Antiquae 
in 1841-43. It was completely publi«^hed by the Rev. James Morton for the 
Camden Society in 1853 Ihe authorship is quite uncertain it has been assigned 
to two Bishops of Salisbury ; .Simon of Ghent, who died too late, 1313, to have 
written a book probably of the earliest years of the thirteenth century ; and Richard 
I'oore, who was certainly born and lived at Tarrant, and whose time (he died 111 
1237) suits well enough. But there is no evidence of his having written it. It 
was widely popular, and was translated both in prose and verse. 
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7 'he most important, perhaps, and according to the authorities 
just mentioned the oldest, is the somewhat celebrated J^oc?na Morale^ 
or Moral Ode, published early in the eit^hteenth 
century by HickesA This, which answers to its name, 
is a disquisition in verse on the rapid passing of life, on 
the fact that growth in years and in goods does not always, or often, 
mean growth m wisdom or m grace, on the importance of good works, 
the certainty of judgment, and the like. It is, though necessarily 
dealing with commonplaces, good literature, and its metrical form 
is very remarkable ; while the language, for all its age, is in parts 
so modern that scarcely anything more than the slightest alteration 
in spelling is necessary to make the first four lines intelligible :— 

I am elder than I was in wintei(s) and c‘kc loic ; 

1 wield iiioie than 1 did : my W'lt ought to be moie ; 

Well longc I have child ibeen in worke and eke in deede ; 

Though I be in winters old, too young am I in rede. 

It will be seen that this form is different from anything hitheito 
noticed, and that it is identical, not only almost but altogether, with 
the most iiisigiiificant diffeienccs, wath the swanging “ foiirteener ” 
which was almost the staple verse of English literature at the end of 
the early and middle sixteenth century, and which has never gone 
out since. 

Now Professor Ten P>rink not only thinks that this metre is all 
but identical wdth Grin’s, but believes that the poem may be as early 
as the reign of Henry 1 . The first ])Osition is, I think, a clear mistake. 
It is true that occasionally the lines of the Ode give us the full 
07 'jnulum fifteener w ith iambic cadence, wdiile the feminine termina¬ 
tion which distinguishes it is rigidly maintained. lUii as a rule, as 
the already given examjde will show, the first syllable is cut off, the 
cadence becomes trochaic, and wdiat is more, there is a distinct 
tendency, if not to the definite insertion of trisyllabic equivalents, to a 
hop, a slur, a quaver, breaking the steady “thid-thud” of Walter’s 
excellent brother. Nor is the rh^me a less important or a less dis¬ 
turbing addition. This, however, is one of those jjoints which it 
may not be easy to make clear to a foreigner’s ear—a fact which 
no doubt should render all foreigners chary of committing themselves 
on prosodies not their own. 'The other position is more arguable. 

How is it possible, when we find after 1200 (the certainly 
earliest possible date of the Brut\ even up to 1250 (that of the Owl 
and Nightingale^ etc.), metrical as opposed to rhythmical scansion 

^ It has been several times reprinted, and will bei found complete in two 
different texts (which are supposed to leprescnt about the same difference, 1200 
and 1250, as those of the Ilrui), in Moms and Skeat, op. iit 1. 194 i^q. 
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barely struggling in, that not long after iioo a perfect metrical 
swing of the modern kind should have been attained by one poet, 
and should somehow or other have failed to appear in any other ? 
Observe too, that the rhyme is not middle-rhyme, the earlier, but 
end-rhyme, the later kind ; that the author keeps it up with ease, in¬ 
stead of using only the most obvious and recurrent rhymes, and lapsing 
continually, as Layamon, much later than 11 oo, did. Of the language 
I do not profess to speak as an expert in even a slight degree. But 
of the metrical form I will say boldly that it is rather astonishingly 
advifheed even for the middle of the thirteenth century, which is the 
time most probably assigned to it. And it w^ould be almost equally 
astonishing if the rhymed Paternoster which w-e also have, and 
which Ten Brink assigns to the later half of the tw'elfth century, were 
of that date, couched as it is m the regular octosyllabic couplets 
wdiich again we only find struggling into existence in Layamon. 
There wmII be few occasions in the course of this history on which 
w'e can allow ourselves even as much discussion of controversial 
points as this. But the order of the change in prosody is too 
important to dispense w'lth it wholly here. 

As It so happens, how^ever (and here, as m the case of Layamon, 
the possession is precious not merely for philological but for true 
literary reasons), we possess more versions than one of the Poema 
Morale^ and the comparison of them establishes the unlikelihood of 
an early date for its more finished metrical form. The sober and 
even yet hardly disputed authority of the late Dr. Morns does not 
venture to put e\en the elder of these earlier than “before 1200,” 
the later he dates more plumply as “ 1250.” And even m the 1200 
version we see that the proper metrical form is only struggling out 
of the shell, w'hich it has not thoroughly chipped till later. In the 
earlier we find such a line as this— 

Elche time sal ]^e man of-]ninche his misdade ; 

which becomes in the later — 

On hwuche tyme so ciier the mon of-]nnke]i his mysdede— 

an almost perfect fourteener such as might have been wTitten (were it 
not for the th letter) in the early sixteenth, or for the matter of that in 
the late nineteenth, century. And generally it may be laid down 
with the utmost confidence that the procession from rhythrrt to 
metre is astonishingly regular, and perhaps affords as good a test of 
date as any other. Here and there, of course, individual study or 
genius will make a start in front; individual clumsiness or the un¬ 
favourable nature of surroundings w'ill cause another to lag behind. 
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But generally the procession is as regular as the growth of a tree ; 
and It cannot be said to be in the least interrupted—it is at the 
most for a time paralleled and accompanied—by the curious alliter¬ 
ative revival which we shall have to notice in the fourteenth 
century, 

A considerable part of the literature of this time is only literature 
by courtesy, Homilies and Lives of Saints, with rare exceptions, 
being merely refashionmgs of previous matter for present consump¬ 
tion. These are found both in prose and in verse, the latter 

gradually taking the form either of the rudimentary “ fourteener ” 
just noticed, or of the octosyllabic couplet, which, as we have seen, 
crops up even in Layamon. The so-called Suiules a prose 

homily, has a certain interest because m one of those fits of 
agglomeration which have been and will be noticed, and which 
alternate with segregation in the philological ague, it has been 
sought to unite its authorship with that not merely of the Annrn 
but of Hcili Mcidenhad^^ the IVoohtg of Our ]A> 7 -d^ and the 
prose IJve^ of St. IVIargaret,^ St. Juliana,- and St. Katharine. Identi¬ 
fications of this kind can at the best be conjectural, and are always 
exceedingly rash, but they may fairly be supposed to argue on the jiart 
of those who make them the apprehension of a certain literary unity 
in the styles as well as in the mere language of the different books. 
Even this is exposed to the objection that in matter which more than 
any other lends itself to the adoption of ‘‘common forin,^’ which is 
constantly based on similar Latin originals, and which must pic- 
sumably have been written in schools of conventual practice, even 
a great similarity is probable without an identity of authorship 
being fairly to be inferred ; while mere agreement in grammatical 
and dialectic forms is the very slenderest and most treacherous of 
clues. 

There is much more purely literary interest in a verse translation 
or paraphrase of the books of Genesis ^td Exodusf which appears to 
have been executed about the middle of the thirteenth 
century, and which has great attraction not merely for 
its extremely sharp contrast of language and form with 
those of the Ca;dmonian paraphrases, but for the intrinsic character 
of the form itself. Here is a passage 

For sextene ger Joseph was old 
Quanc he w'as into lugipte soM ; 
lie WMS Jacobes gunkeste siine, 


* In full ed Morns, Old English Honnhes (E E.T S ) , part of each given 
in Morns-Skeat, Specimen vol. i 

2 Ed. C'oekayne, E.E.T.S » Ed. Morris, E.E.T.S. 
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Brictest of wasmc anti of witter wune ; ^ 

If he sajj hise brethere misfaren, 

His fader he it gan un*hillen and baren. 

Now it must be evident here to the most careless reader who 
has any ear that we have stumbled upon one of the most famous of 
English measures, the great Chrishibel metre itself, or in other 
words, the iambic dimeter with wide license of trisyllabic substitution, 
catalexis, and metrical truncation so as to interpose trochaic chords. 
The ^aiormous influence of this (through Scott’s hearing part of 
Chf’istabel befoie it was published) has long been a commonplace 
of literary history ; and it has been also often pointed out, though 
less often, that it was only developed, not invented, by Coleridge, in¬ 
asmuch as it occurs in Spenser’s The Oak and the Brerc (She/f. Kal. 
Feb.), and in other jilaces, including even Comus. But not much 
attention has been called - to its occurrence practically full-fledged, 
though not with all its tricks of flight yet learnt, in the middle of the 
thirteenth century. And it cannot, I think, be necessary to point out 
how vain are efforts to make out an Anglo-Saxon ancestr}^ for it. 
Except on the very rarest occasions, and then in the most distant 
and halting fashion, there is not even an accidental resemblance to 
it in any Anglo-Saxon verse from Beowulf to Brunanburgh. And 
there could not be, for it depends for its unmatched combination of 
freedom and harmony on exactly the two effects which Anglo-Saxon 
poetry lacked—metrical, not rhythmical, cadence and final rhyme. 
Only the first could give the fiecdom without doggerel license ; only 
the second could give ‘‘time beat”—the warning bell which prevents 
that license from being overstepped at the same time that it gives 
harmony to the verse. 

A Besiiary^^ of the same date or thereabouts—in itself one of 
the numerous mediawal renderings of the fantastic mystical zoology 
which w^as so popular, and which has already met us far earlier in 
the Whale and Panther of the Exeter Book—possesses „ . 

- , , T -1 1 mi • • Ins: hesttar-y. 

interest of the same kind though rather less. This interest 

lies in the fact that it oscillates between unrhymed accentuation 

and rhymed metre ; for we shall almost invariably find (and it is 

^ “Brightest of fotm and of wise wont” (habits), ger, of course — 
“ year ” ; gunkesie— “ youngest ’ , 'iog— “ saw ” , unhiUcn— '' unhull" — “ dis¬ 
cover. ” I haxe taken the text fioni the Specimens as more accessible, and 
also because some of the MS, asperities are softened, but tlie whole poem ought 
to be read to justify the above remarks 

In the K K 1 ' S edition the metie is noticed, brieflv, by Professor Skeat 
But no attention is drawn to it in the Specimens, and it has, 1 think, been generally 
ignored in literary histones 

* Ed. Wright, Reliquiae Anti quae, i. 208 ; ed Morn';, Old English Miscellany, 
p. I. Some in Specimens. 
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surprising that poets like Campion and Milton centuries later failed 
to discern the fact) that rhyme and metre are in modern languages 
almost indissolubly bound together—English blank verse being 
mainly a “sport,” though, as we shall see later, an extremely 
interesting- and valuable sport. At one time in the Bestiary we find 
somewhat irregular and broken-down alliteration, not very dissimilar 
from the non-rhymed parts of Layamon. At another we come 
upon wandering and uncertainly octosyllabic couplets, fairly constant 
in their rhymes, but as “ wobbling ” in point of syllabic constitution 
as the nearly contemporary examples of the same metre that wt find 
in Germany and Spain. Anon will come a senes (evidently inspired 
by some hymn) of very respectable eights and sixes rhymed in 
quatrains, and a good deal better than Tate and Brady, but with the 
same tendency to sevens instead of sixes which we find in the un¬ 
rhymed Onnulum^ and which may be accounted for by the still over- 
infiected state of the language. And yet again the unrhymed couplet of 
the ('frmuium itself meets us to show the staggering state of the writer 
or writers. For even if —which would be rather improbable—the 
book were a composition from more hands than one, the absence of 
any prevailing metre would be equally noticeable and equally striking 
by contrast, especially with the almost tyrannous predominance of the 
regular oc tosyllable in all but strictly lyrical work in France at the 
same time. Most notew'orthy of all perhaps is the fact that these 
(juatrains or couplets are mixed, the w'riter sometimes, it would seem, 
being unable to hit upon rhyme, though he would if he could. 

Nor does the same fruitful source of interest fail in an earlier 
firoclaction of the sacred kind —the so-called Orison of our Lady^ to 
which as early a date as 1210 is assigned. This is in couplets and 
very fairly rhymed, but the lines have not settled down 
into anything like even length. They range from the 
fourtceners and fiftecners of the Ormuluin and the Moral 
Ode to—and this is where the importance of the poem comes in— 
examples of no less famous a form than the decasyllabic itself.- It 
has always been matter of suryirise that this famous form, the earliest 
staple of French, and in one way or another, as decasyllabic or hende- 
casyllablc, making its appearance early in the other Romance lan¬ 
guages, should have been so late to appear in English. I do not 
mean that definite decasyllabic couplets can be found in the Orison 
—the writer’s grip of his metre, or rather his conception of what he 
means to giip, is too loose for that. And indeed, though attempts 

^ Whole in Morris, Old English Homilies, i. 191 , more than half in Speci¬ 
mens. 

Ciistes I milde | moder | seynte | Mane— 

A 1 IS I the heouen | e ful | ol thin | e blisse. 
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of the kind are not uncommon m Hampolc, it is extremely doubtful 
whether they are not merely accidental m all cas(;s before Cdiaucer— 
the tendency either to the short octosyllabic, the long line halved, or 
the composite fourteener being apparently irresistible. But that the 
decasyllabic should appear at all (as it does later in Lang land’s 
alliteration) is the important thing. There is no simile or inetaphoi 
that suits these metrical appearances so well as the old one of the 
coral island, which first makes uncertain show just awash, with a few’ 
points, and in the course of ages establishes itself as a complete and 
contifitiOLis reef or atoll. 

The metrical uncertainty of the Bestnvy and the Onso^? displays 
itself also in the curious Provc 7 'i)s' of A If redf to which, in their 
present form, no older d.ite than the middle of the thirteenth century 
IS assigned, but which must be far older m substance, and w’hich may 
not quite fancifully be connected with the King’s Ep/u'/nens noticed 
above. They may be most (onveniently taken m com- puiverhof 
parison w'lth the somewhat later, but not much later, W//n</and 
Pyovc 7 ‘hs of Jhndyngp attributed to a inythii'a! person 
of th.it name, son of the equally mythical ‘‘ j\Lit<^olf,” who in scores 
of different ff rms holds colloc[uy with Solomon m mediccval writings. 
Ihe same familiar saws make their ajipearance m both wnth little 
variation—“A fool’s bolt is soon shot,” “Spare rod and spoil child,” 
etc. This has cjf itself a genuine literary inleiest, because these 
products of the wasdoin of many and the wat of one, thus passing 
through all English literature, act as tie-rods to maintain its con¬ 
tinuity.^ But the form has interest as well as the matter. The 
later or Hendyng proverbs are in regular six-lined stan/as of the so- 
called Romance form, rhymed odlnuib. In those assigned to Alfred 
we have over again, but watli a distinctly gieater tendency toward 
the predominance of rhyme, the Layamon jumble of regular rliymed 
or even assonanced couplet, and of equally regular alliterated stave. 
Some of the sections, each introduced with a “ d'hus quoth Alfred,” 
are rhymed throughout in c:ouplets of a somewhat staggering dimetci ; 
some show no rhyme at all; and m some it emerges and sinks again 
after much the same fashion as in the Bestiary, In fact, the moral 
to be drawm from all these poems, even singly but much more to¬ 
gether, IS that rhyme and metrical equivalence of verse, stuiggling 
still at the beginning of the thirteenth century, had by its middle got 

^ To be found, like the Be^itiary, both in Reliquiae Aiitiquiae, i 170, and \\\.An 
Old English Mistelhiny, two texts (102, 103 sq ) Part again in ^specimens. 

“ Rel Autiq i 109. Extracts will be found in the second part of Morns and 
Skeat’s Speciniens, where the work is dated 1272-1307 

^ So, 1 may note in passing, the pet Eli/abethan antithesis of “Wit'’ and 
“Will” appears at this time in a shoil piece given by Morns, Old English 
Miscellanyy p. 192. 
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so distinctly the better that everybody turned to rhyme, that most 
people tried to write pretty regular metrical verse, and that very fair 
success crowned both attempts. Such success was especially re¬ 
markable in the last poem of this period which will claim detailed 
notice, a poem which is at the same time one of the best. 

This is The Owl and the Ni^a^hiingale^ a poem of some 2000 
lines in fairly regular octosyllabic couplets, which is attributed to 
one Nicholas de Guildford, who lived at Porlesham in Dorset- 

The Owl which cannot be much later than the middle 

^and the of the thirteenth century. I'he form of it is the* very 
An^htinsale inediicval one of the diHuit^ as it is called in 

P'rench—a metrical disjiute between two persons or things, which 
may range from a mere exhibition of their several qualities, in¬ 
tended to instruct the reader and show the poet’s learning, to a 
“flyting” of the kind popular much Later in Scotland. The general 
scheme is, of course, a contest and conflict between “ crabbed age and 
youth,” between gravity and gaiety, but the Nightingale is the aggressor 
and the more violent in her langu.age, while the ])oct seems rather to 
incline to the side of the Owl. Certainly the Nightingale indulges 
in the greater personality, and makes on the whole k‘ss ingenious 
use of her case. It is, for instance, a distinct hit of the Owl, when 
her rival has pleaded that she teaches priests to sing, and increases 
the joy of man, to retaliate that there are numerous countries where 
the Nightingale does not go at all, and that she had better make up 
for this by going and teaching the priests in Ireland and Scotland, 
in Galloway and Scandinavia, to do their duty. And the bird of 
Pallas has also a good “ flyte” on the moral side (one which she could 
have justified abundantly from French and Provenc^al poetry) in her 
suggestion that the principal effect of the Nightingale’s song is to 
make women false to their husbands, and to get them into various 
sorts of trouble. I'his passage contains an allusion which seems to 
lie the poem down to the reign of Henry III. 

On the whole, this is the best example of the octosyllabic 
couplet to be found before the fourteenth century. The poet (who, 
by the way, quotes “ Alfred ” repeatedly, and little else) occasionally 
commits the fault—specially unpleasing to modern English cars, 
but natural at his early dale, and probably connected with the 

^ I use Wiight’s eel for tlie Percy Society, 1843 The poem (of which there 
are large pieces in the Spcnmeti^) was printed eailier (1838) for the Roxburghe 
Club by Stevenson, and later (1868) at Krefeld by Stratmann, tne compiler of the 
completest M.PL Lexicon. Wright’s ed contains some interesting shorter poems, 
perhaps by.the same author, and these with others (but not the Owl) reappear in 
an O/il English Miscellany. The best of ihe latter is a lAn'c-Rune, a (religious) 
T,ove Song, assigned to Thomas of Halys, and apparently versified from part of 
the Ancren Ritvle 
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indiffeience of his French originals to identical rhymes—of making 
the same rhyme do for two successive couplets ; but this does not 
occur often enough to interfere seriously with harmony. His 
variations from eights to sevens are not more than the genius of 
the language specially allows. His style is easy and his poetical 
imagery and apparatus generally, though comparatively simple, well at 
command, and by no means of a rude or rudimentary order. We 
cannot, of course, say that he may not have been directly indebted 
to a French original, for the theme is one which must almost 
certaiiily have tempted the tireless ingenuity of the troubadours 
and trouveres of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries in France and 
Provence. But we have no direct original, and in such a case it is 
only fair to credit Nicholas (or whoever he w\as) with independence 
It should be observed that the name occurs in the poem as that of 
the referee selected by the birds and their audience-arbiter the Wren. 
He is very handsomely spoken of, and the bishops aie reproached 
because he has only one ‘‘w'onning ” —and tithing, wdiich has 
made some think that the author cannot have referred to himself. 
But this argument, which is a sound one at the date and in the 
circumstances of the Shepherd's Calendar^ has not much w'eight in 
reference to a “finder” of the thirteenth century, at which date and 
in which class men w^ere by no means w’ont to be troubled wfith 
excessive modesty. IMoi cover, there is a not impossible touch of 
humour in the passages relating to Maister Nichole” -- 

Through [whose] mouth and through [whose] hand 

It IS the better into Swllaiid ! 

It should be remarked also, before concluding, that in this poem, as 
in all others of the time, the language is by no means freely gallicised. 

At no long time in front of this period romances must have 
begun to be w'ntten in English, and three ot not the least interesting 
that w^e have, Havelok^ Horn, and Sir Tristrein, are allowed even 
by jealous literary chronologists to be probably older than the year 
1300. But the advantage of treating the Anglo-French romance 
together is so great and obvious, that it w ill be better to relegate these 
to a future chapter.^ 

^ Thu fahVuiK of Danic Sinz (Wright's Afictdofa Litcrana, 1844), The Vox 
[Fox] and the U otf {Reliquiae Antiquae, 11 272-8), an interesting and t^arly 
English version of Reynardy and otheis, might be added The Chri^tabel varia¬ 
tion occurs m these also ; but Geneds and Exodus appears to be much the earliest 
and most considerable example thei eof. 
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The latter part of the thirteenth century is not a very fiuitfiil 
period of English literature —so f.ir at least as attributions tliat can 
be called in any way" certain, or even probable, aic (oncernetl. We 
have glanced at possible romantes. Of otlier work we have, 
dating from the extreme end of the thirteenth century and the 
earlier half of the fourteenth, a very consider.il^le body of theological 
literature of the old kind, exhibiting characteristics frequently of 
linguistic and occasionally of literary interest ; at least one named and 
known waater of such literature, Richq,rd^ Rolle of llam pole, who, 
though his iinpoitance has, as usual, been exaggerated, is of some 
mark ; at least one individual religious jioem, the Cursor i]hituip 
which, though its authorship is unknow'u, is remarkable not merely 
for size; two most interesting and impoitant new developments- 
the verse-history of more or less contemporary events, and the 
accomplished lyric in the new prosody ; and (to mention only w'ork 
of distinction) at the extreme close of the period, or a little beyond it, 
a group of companions of very remarkable yioclical merit, w^hu h have 
been thought to be of common authorship, the Pear/, C/caftntws, 
and I\iliena% to which some would add the very attractive alliterative 
romance of G awa in and the Grc£fic Knight. This laltei wnll be most 
conveniently dealt with later, the others had best be handled here. 
^11 four pieces were at any late (onnected with a very curious literary 
jphenonienon, the resurrection of alliterative verse, wdiich had some 
|good consequences, and but for Chaucer might have had many more 
ibad ones. 
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The earliest of these works, or group of works, in point of time, 
and not the least interesting m literary history, if not of the first 
intrinsic literary merit, is the batch of verse-histones, of which Robert 
of Gloucester’s is the oldest. This is dated about two years before 
the close of the thirteenth century, while Robert Manning, or Robert 
of Brunne, comes some thirty years later. 

Robert of (Gloucester ^ is a very interesting person, and a much 
better poet than it has been the fashion to represent him, though his 
first object was not poetry, and though, had it been so, he was but ill 
equijl{)ed. It is not known when he was born, but he 
did not write, or finish writing, till quite the close of f-Jouce^t^. 
the thirteenth century, tliough he had personal remem¬ 
brance of the civil wars m the Litter part of Henry III.’s reign, 
and carried his own chronicle to the year 1272, He was not 
superior to the odd craze which induced most of the historians of 
this time to begin with the Siege of Troy, and he abstracts Geoffrey 
of Monmouth for a considerable part of his book with that docility 
which, though it may seem singular m the transferred sense of the word, 
was universal as far as almost all his contemjiorancs were concerned. 
With Anglo-Saxon history he deals slightly, and despite his ardent 
English patriotism—his book opens with a vigorous panegyric of 
England, the first of a series extending to the present day (from which 
an anthology Ih' Laudibus Anirliac might be made)—he deals very 
harshly with liaioid UodvviusQfl* From the Conquest onward he 
does his best to draw on French, Latin, and English sources alike, 
reinforcing them in the later years with perscmal rec.ollections or 
reminiscences, as in the case of the Oxfoid town-and-gown row of 1263. 

Although, however, Robert is in many places agreeable to read 
for the story and for his spirited temper, yet the main interest m him 
for the literary historian is still connected with his form and vehicle. 
This is the Igng: swinging, verse, half-trochaic, half-anapiestic, which 
we have already watched m its development, as the new metrical 
prosody beat it out of the ancient alliterated and unmetneal stave, and 
which was to be ever improved and suppled from this date to that 
of Mr. Morris’s Sigiird the Volsung. This line may be said to have 
two normal varieties, towards which it unconsciously directs itself. 
Of one of these, Robert’s first line, hardly altered— 

Enge I land is a | right good j land, I | ween of all | lands the | best— 

is a very fair average example, and the poet not unfrequently equals 
it. But he has also some inclination towards the other form, w'hich 

^ First printed by Hearne, with Manning, etc , in 1724. I use the i8io 
reprint (4 vols.) of these. 
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in its perfection simply the iambic fourtecncr so much spoken of 
in the last chapter— 

By her [ he had | a daugh | ter sweet | the goo | dy queen | y Maud j 

But, as might be expected, he not merely oscillates between these two 
cadences, but frequently rolls or staggers into others— sometimes 
considerably less musical; while he is by no means free from the 
tendency to cut the line so short that with a slight change in 
pronunciation it would become neither more nor less than a 
decasyllabic, as in— * 

And took j him hos | tage good [ at his | own v\i]l i 

where no doubt the contemporary value of some words would disguise 
the length. Nor is this the only possibility which his uncertain move¬ 
ment develops, for again elsewhere w'C have approaches to the pure 
anapaestic tetrameter, also to become a favourite metre later— 

An house | of reli I gion of ca j nons ywds | 

though in the same manner here the full syllabic value of ^M-cligion ” 
would obscure for the time the cadence. The point has, however, 
been dwelt upon here because it is an interesting help low-ards the 
comprehension of the manner in w^hich all the stock English metres 
resulted from the clash of the strict French syllabic prosody, of the 
Latin syllabic equivalence, and of the Anglo-Saxon toleiance of extra-* 
metrical, or rather extra-rhythmical syllables. That the French 
decasyllabic itself helped the English analogue to emerge is perfe('tly 
true, but there is no need to regard the latter as a foreign import.ilion 
The peculiarity of this metre (wdiich, though its ancestor, is still 
not by any means the same as our hymn common measure, a strict 
iambic metre without trisyllabic liberties, and never shifting the foot 
to trochaic rhythm) is very closely reproduced in a large body of 
Lives of the Saints of about the same period, which accordingly good 
authorities have regarded as being also the work of Robert of 
Gloucester. Mr. W. H. Black, w'ho edited one of them, that dealing 
w'ith Becket, more than fifty years ago,^ was very positive on the 
subject, and the latest authorities seem to have no olijcction. The 
beautiful Celtic legend of St. Brandan ^ has also been edited from this 
collection, as well as others. It must, of course, be obvious that the 

^ Percy Society, 1845 * Morris and Skeat {Specimen^;, 11, i) reprint 

selections from the Chronicle and the Life of St Dunstan as Robert’s. 

^ Ed. Wright, Percy Society, 1844. All, from Laud MS. , ,Is. K.'J'.S., ed. 
Horstmann, w'ho has also given collections of Saints’ Lives — Alt-Engltsche 
Legenden —Paderborn, 1875 ; Heilbronn, 1878 and i88i. 
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adoption of the form for things so popular as Saints’ Lives both 
testifies to its own popularity and would help to confirm and spread 
this. And it is perhaps not rash to add that there are points in it 
which would rather encourage the relapse on alliteration which we 
shall have to notice at the end of this chapter. In the first place, the 
extreme looseness of the verse—almost the most mobile of all 
English forms—tends that way ; and in the second the great distance 
of the rhyme>safeguards from each other makes them more likely to 
be overpowered, if not overlooked. 

Fmm this same point of view the interest of Robert’s forty years later 
successor, Robert Manning, is well sustained, though in other respects 
It falls short. This second Robert, whom we shall meet again in this 
chapter, was a Gilbertine canon, and derived his surname 
from the place of his birth, Brunne or I^ourn in Lincoln- M^nmng. 
shire. The authorities arc generous to him in the matter 
of life, supposing that it may have extended from about 1260 to 
about 1340, or even later; but this is mere guesswork. It seems 
that his history was not finished till 1338. Unlike Robert of 
(Gloucester’s, it was a translation, or rather, as all mediaeval translations 
are, an adaptation, of a single work, the chronicle written in French, but 
by an Englishman, Peter Langtoft, canon of Bridlington, with ampli¬ 
fications from Wace and other sources. Historically he has not 
much importance, nor can his work be said to equal the other 
Robert’s in direct literary attraction.^ Ihit for the study of the history 
of English metre it is very valuable. Langtoft had written in the 
ordinary measure of the later cjumsoits (ic monorhymed laisscs 

of twelve-syllabled lines, and Manning was clearly under the im¬ 
pression that he must get as near to this as he could. In his 
prefatory remarks he employs the regular octosyllabic couplet, the 
earliest of all our metres ; Ixit this w'ould not have done for the body of 
the w'ork. He accordingdy, having none of his namesake’s swang, con¬ 
tented himself wath a very prosaic line, which at its best is the 
fourteener, at its worst an indefinite number of syllables which some 
might call a “ verse of four accents ” because of its rebelliousness to 
any more accomplished arrangement. 

It was about rhyme, however, that Robert Manning seems to ha\e 
been most careful and troubled. Sometimes he is content to let 
these shambling lines of his rhyme in couplets. But ever and anon 
his conscience seems to prick him, and he either adds middle rhyme 
or attempts the, in English almost hopeless, task of emulating the 
continued rhymes of his original. Of these he achieves sometimes 

^ It ought to be said that important authorities, Sir P'rederic Madden and Dr. 
P'urnivall, have thought better of Manning’s poetical power, but chiefly, I think, 
as shown in Handlyng Synne. 

V 
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as many as a score, but always with a result equally cacophonous 
and lame. 

To those, however, who are not satisfied with merely formal interest, 
the next division to which we come will have far greater attraction, 
while to those who can appreciate both form and spirit it will have 
altogether exceptional charm. This division consists of the first 
j blossoming of English lyric properly so called. The 

.yncs. famous Stnncr is inane?! in, the Cuckoo-Song long ago 

printed by Sir John Hawkins, and made popular by Ellis in his 
Specimens for more than a century past, has generally had, as observed 
above, the credit assigned to it of being the actually oldest piece of 
the kind, and though such attributions are always, rather temerarious, 
there is no need to disturb this particular one if the date is not carried 
back too far. The poem is in very short lines and of a simple 
and almost rude structure, besides being more noticeable for its fresh 
and genuine obser\ation of nature than for any very poetical spirit. 
Rhyme is quite established in it, but it may easily be of the thirteenth 
century, and perhaps as early as its middle. It is not, however, till 
the dose thereof that we get any considerable collection of lyrics of 
great merit on profane subjects.^ This is the collection taken from 
the MS. known as 2253 Harl., preserved in the British Museum. Its 
prettiest piece, Alison, was also printed by Ellis, whose taste in these 
matters, though just a little touched with eighteenth-century 
V^oltairianism, was excellent; but the whole collection did not appear 
till Thomas Wright, that benefiictor of oui literature, printed it for 
the Percy Society on ist March 1842, a particularity of date which 
may be pardoned in consideration of the exceptional charm of the 
work and of its importance in English literary history. For though 
there must liave been other poems of the kind written, and though 
we actually have a few, they have not been collected as they should 
have been into a corpus, and the total does not appear to be very 
large. 

It is obvious;, though it is not the less important for its obvious¬ 
ness, that these poems, like all the lyrical work of Europe during the 
thirteenth century, were composad not in slavish imitation, but in 
generous yet none the less distinct following, of the troubadours of 
Provence and the trouvercs of Northern France. ^ In the course 
probably of the twelfth century, certainly by its end, these poets had 

' The shorter poems mentioned in the last chapter (p 60, note) must not 
be forgotten, but they are almost entirely sacred. At the same time, as the 
maiden asked the author of A Lcn>e Rune for an actual love-song, love-songs must 
have been written. 

^ The direct influence of Provence was probably very small. But it has been 
sometimes assumed on the strength of the marriage of Henry III 
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almost exhausted the possible combinations of lyric so far as strictly 
syllabic prosody went, and within the limitations of dissyllabic feet 
which the structure of both lang^uages imposed. There are vestiges 
of trisyllabic arrangement in Northern French, but they disappear 
early. The English minstrel and the German minnesinger took 
these models and adapted them, but in each case gave more or less 
scope to the irrepressible craving of Teutonic lips and ears for the 
triple movement. 

This Romance influence is plainly evidenced in the collection 
before •us by the very fart of its being^ bilingual. Of the forty-two 
pieces printed by Wright, the three first and others later are in 
French. But the fourth, beginning 

Middelerd for mon is made, 

is in English, and at once introduces us to a complete and distinctly 
elaborate lyrical arrangement. 'J’hcre is still, as m almost all Middle 
English poetry —even in Chaucer himself—a great deal of alliteration, 
but It has no influence on the actual form. This consists of an 
eleven-line stanza, which proceeds as far as the octave in regular 
“ eights,’’ admitting catalexis, rhymed abahahab^ and completes itself 
with a six, eight, six coda or “ bob ” rhymed cbc. The next has ten-lined 
stanzas monorhymed in the octa\c, which consists of heavily alliterated 
“ four-accent ” doggerel tipped with a decasyllabic: couplet differently 
rhymed, and approaching more closely to a regular decasyllabic. 
This is not a good piece, but the next, the Ahson^ whicli is, or ought 
to be, as famous as Sumer /v itumcfi t?i^ is cpiitc delightful—the first 
perfectly delightful thing in English poetry. The lovely intertwined 
music of its twelve-lined stanzas, composed of an eight and six 
quatrain, an eight triplet, a six, another eight triplet, and another six, 
rhymed abahbbbcdddc^ is not too good for the simple but fervid passion 
and the charming imagery of the piece. It is no exaggeration to say 
that the promise of Donne and Herrick, of Burns and Shelley, is in 
Alhon. 

A careful study of the various metres of these poems wall show’ 
that, in spite of occasional lapses from strict metrical propriety, there 
w'as practically no secret of English prosody which was not at least 
ready to be unlocked Tor English poets. Even their greatest license, 
the shrinkage of the octosyllable to seven or even six, wdiich is so 
freely allowed, had this of merit in it, that it served as an additional 
safeguard against the cast-iron syllabic uniformity of their Romance 
models, which would have fatally hampered the varied music of 
English. There is as yet less tendency to extend, and the influence 
of the same models as yet checks anapaestic movement. But even 
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this appears, and it was certain to be encouraged by that beneficent 
process of regular dropping of inflections, and the final ^ in particular, 
which went on without cessation till the fifteenth century. When one 
man gave a word the value of three syllables and another that of two, 
it was practically impossible that an absolute mould like that of a 
Latin Alcaic, or a French scheme of any sort, should be adopted. 
Nor lb the f.ict that in these poems we occasionally find polyglot 
French or Latin lines in alternation with English to be regarded 
as a matter of little consequence, f'or it cannot be too often repeated 
that what English wanted now was exactly that “madman"to mix 
It” who, according to the proverb (of Sjianish origin, I think), is 
required to make a good salad. The three tongues, with their 
diflcrent cadences, their different structure, their different prosodic 
ideals, could not be shaken up against each other too much m order 
to produce that matchless blend the English poetic language, with 
Us unequalled combination of freedom and order, and its inexhaustible 
resources of varied melody. 

The most noticeable metre, though not the best, that emerges 
from this pleasant welter of experiment is that romam e sestet or 
nine toucc (its old French name), which, as we shall see in the next 
chaptci, by degrees rivalled, and again by other degrees even out¬ 
did, the regular octosyllabic couplet as the favourite vehicle of narrative 
[loetry. Us great draw'back, the danger of a sing-song monotony, 
which Chaucer brought out in the memorable but rather unfair 
burlesque of Str appears at once. But English literature 

owes It a distinct debt. If it is more exposed to this danger, it is 
less exposed to that of undistinguished fluency than the couplet, the 
“ungirt” character of which did much harm to French poetry and 
(till Chaucer showed how it might be strengthened and varied) to 
English. And it provided what w^as now specially w^anted, a go-cart 
of fairly accomplished but not m the least difficult metrical stanza 
m which the growing language could practise itself. The earlier 
stages of no literature can be properly understood unless this function 
of exercise is apprehended. And such stages ha\'e the immense and 
untiring attraction of future, of promise, joined to that, more delicate 
but even more poignant, of antiquity and of the past.^ 

Although, as has been pointed out, the sacred division of this 
literature forms muc:h the larger ])art in bulk, it is, for reasems already 
also indicated, of less literary importance than the profane. Lingu¬ 
istically, however, it helps very largely to build the bridge over what 
would be otherwise in most cases the unbridged gulf between the 

^ Four of the Ijest of these pieces, including A/twn and the only less charming 
lenten is co?ne with love to town, will be found in Morns and Skeat’s Speci¬ 
mens. 
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Anglo-Saxon of the eleventh century and the accomplished Middle 
English of the fourteenth ; and in so far as it is in verse, it supplies 
many useful links and tell-tales in that surpassingly interesting 
examination of prosodic change which, as has been said, really 
constitutes, for literature, the chief attraction of this period in 
luiglish 

Of this attraction the prose part of this division of literature is 
necessarily divested, and its principal monument, the Ayoibi ie of 
Ttiwvt ^ of Dan Michel of Northgate (a translation from the same 
treatise, the Somme des Vices ct des Veriu^ of a Frencli 
monk named Laurence, which afterwards served as the 
stuff of Chaucer’s Pai'sods Tale\ is, with some sermons 
by the same author, of little or no interest as literature. Indeed 
it is almost the worst possible even of translations, executed with no 
intelligence, and simply beaten out, word for often mistaken \\ ord. Its 
quaint Kentish dialect, far more uncouth than that of much earlier 
work, and surprisingly so when we remember that it was probably 
written as late as the year (1340) of Chaucer’s probable birth, consti¬ 
tutes an attraction for the philologist. With its r.’s for .f’s and other 
peculiarities, it suggests the original of the kind of composite 
now chiefly suggesting to us that of the extreme south-west, which we 
find in Shakespeare and in other literary English up to the present 
century. Nor is the contemporary Northern prose ascribed to Ham- 
pole or his disciples (of whom more infra) without a certain interest 
of (Liriosity, w'hile it is distinctly less archaic and more literary than 
the Ayenbitc. 13 ut in strictness there is no English prose that really 
deserves much attention from the literary point of view until the 
ilatter half of the fourteenth century. “ Let the Ancren Nncic be sav ed 
<alone by its flavour,” as Saint-Evremond says of the snipe among 
ibrown meats. 

With verse—still, as always in the Middle Ages, the maid-of-all- 
vvork of literature—the case is difierenl. The verse Homilies and 
1 jves of Saints steadily continue, and furnish us from time to time 
with fresh examples of the manner in which the ordinary versifier 
handled his tools. Of much greater interest is a certain Metrical 
Version of the Psalms - in Yorkshire or Northumbrian dialect, v\hich 
is sometimes stated to be of the thirteenth century, but which the 
devotees of Hampole assign to their favourite, in whuh case it would 

^ Ed. Morns, E E T .S The ecccntnc-looking title only requires a minute’s 
consideration to explain itself as the “ agam-biting ” (=“ re-morse, ” cf. Pecock’s 
vocabulary in Book i\. tfijra) of inner w'lt (= conscience) 

First published by the Surtees Society in 1843 , to be found m vol 11. pp 
129-273, of Dr. Horstmann’s great Hampoliaii Miscellany, London, 1S96. Some 
examples in Sfcnwcn:^. 
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be thirty or forty years younger at least. The present writer has no 
pretensions to decide on linguistic grounds, and is not of the Ham- 
pole fanatics. But the metrical arrangement of the 
Psalter certainly seems to favour rather the later than the 
earlier date, and in any case to argue a writer distinctly 
above the common in literary and poetical gifts. The metre is the 
octosyllable, seldom or never shortened to less than sevens, but often 
extended into that form which 1 have taken to be the probable 
original of the heroic couplet. The slight harshness (not going jpeyond 
an agreeable astrmgency) of the Northern dialect is compatible with, 
and here attains, a considerable dignity ; the feeble fluency which is 
the curse of the octosyllabic couplet seldom or never appears ; the 
expletives which ixre almost a greater curse not merely of the 
couplet but of stanza-writing at this time, and from wdiich even 
Chaucer did not entirely free himself, are mainly absent ; and the 
phrase and arrangement possess that grave stateliness which is so 
suitable to religious poetry, and which, except in the late sixteenth 
and early seventeenth centuries, it has too often lacked. 

There is not so much dignity, though there is rather more 
freedom and engagingness, in the llandlifto Sin^ of Robert Manning, 
already mentioned as a historian. 'Plierc is much significance for 
literary history in the fact that this, like Manning’s secular 
‘ work, was a translation from the French work of an 
English predecessor, in this case the Manuel des Phhh of William 
of Waddmgton. This wwk, containing, after homiletic fashion, 
stories of the pious fabliau kind, gave some practice in tale-telling, 
and is not unimportant among the ancestry of Chaucer. Contem¬ 
porary wMth Mannings, but in the South not the North, was another 
named writer of religious verse, William of Sliorcham (the Kentish 
not the Sussex Shoreharn), wdio lived and wrote in the first quarter of 
the fourteenth century at Leeds and Chart Sutton, in the district 
between Maidstone and Canterbury. Shoreharn - dealt in verse with 
the Sacraments, the Seven Deadly Sins, the Ten Commandments, the 
service of Our Lady, and even the higher questions of theology, such 
as immortality and the existence of (k^d. The curious 
bhordiam^ thing—though it w'ould not have seemed curious to any¬ 
body then—is the selection of lyric metres for such 
subjects. Thus, for instance, the /W/n on Baptism^ which is the 
most easily accessible of his works, being given in Morns and Skeat’s 
Selections^ is couched in a seven-line stanza, rhymed xaxabxb^ in 
which X stands for unrhymed lines of ad libitum ending. And the 
unsuitableness of the form to modern eyes and ears is completed by 

* Ed, Fui 111 vail for the Roxburghe Club, 1862 ; for the E. F 2 .T.S. 1901, sg, 

Ed. Wright lor tlie Percy Society, 1849. 
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the fact that while the first quatrain is of Ormulum eights and sevens, 
and the last couplet of the same, the fifth line is a “ bob ” or short 
catch of two or three syllables only. But there was nothing incon¬ 
gruous in this then to the reader or hearer, while the invincible 
patience of the medieeval scriptorium made it no doubt easy enough 
to the writer.! 

We have, as has been said, for this time a fair supply of 
verse homilies, usually in octosyllables ; but by far the most interesting 
verse^divinity of the pciiod is contained in the huge poem or collection 
called the Cursor Minidi.- 

This enormous, but by no means tedious, production has been 
put at the service of every reader by the more than mediaeval 
diligence of the late Dr. Morris, in four parallel texts 
exhibiting different forms of dialect and substance, with cursJi^Mundi. 
appendices containing parts of others. The longest ver¬ 
sion just falls short of 30,000 lines, and the total in all forms cannot 
be much below five times this amount. 

The poem, however, is of real interest and value. The author, who 
writes in octosyllabic couplets of consideiable ease and spirit, begins 
by acknowleuging the general desire for rhymes and romances of 
Alexander, of Troy, of Arthur, of Sir Isumbras and Sir Amadas, and 
of Charlemagne, most of vhich deal with earthly love. But earthly 
love fails*, the love of Our Lady (in whose honour he writes his book) 
dies not. He intends to tell the whole of the Bible history— 

Into Inglib tong to rede, 

For the love of Inghs lede (j)eople)-— 


and he does so. 

But the way in which he does it is the true mediieval divagation. 
Not merely does he dilate on such incidents as please him w'ith 
perfect freedom ; not merely does he comment on them in the 
homiletic manner, letting the narrative stand still, but in the 
arbitrary, uncritical, to us now inconcei\able, but always charming, 
fashion of the time, he incorporates with the Scriptural narrative 
itself any fragments of hagiology, any traditional stories—sometimes 
of a more or less mundane character—and any, it may be, inventions 
of his own, that come into his head. The fall of the angels, the 
Creation, the loss of Paradise are expanded with rather less than the 
amplifications usual in these cases, until w^e come to that delightful 
legend, the Story of the Three Irees, wdiich plays such an important 

! The Athanasian Creed may be found paraphrased in sixains of eights and 
fours at p. 139 of Wright’s edition. 

Ed. Morris (E.E T.S.), in seven parts. 
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part m the earlier stages of the Arthurian cycle. Afterwards, we 
pass few of the Biblical data without finding them enriched by fresh 
details, as that Lamech’s daughter Noema was the first “ webstcr,” 
and that man became carnivorous after the Deluge only, because the 
e.irth had so much of the goodness washed out of it by the water that 
Its fruit was not strong enough to support man, whose own constitution 
was likewise debilitated. 

Among the pains least lost upon this interesting book, those 
spent upon the classification of its materials, may peihaps be 
counted. Much seems to have been taken from the History of 
Fetrus Comestor in the twelfth century, something from poems of 
Wace, who, as we have seen, was much in the hands of English 
writers, together with a good deal from Grostete's Caustic of Lone^ the 
apocryphal Gospels of Matthew and Nicodemus, and the works of 
Isidore of Seville. The fact is that, at first or second hand, the 
books at the disposal of an ordinary media.'val wiiter were pietty 
const.ant; and the frequent reappearance of the same or similar 
legends is not at all difficult to account for. 

The important thing, however, in this as in all cases, is not the 
information which was at a writer’s disposal, but the use he makes of 
it. The author of the Cursor Mundi — 

The best book of all, 

“ The Course of the World ” men do it call— 

(as one enthusiastic copyist prefaces it)—knew very well indeed how 
to use his materials. Long as the book is, and familiar as is the 
main substance, if not the occasional settings-off, it can be read with 
case and pleasure from beginning to end by any one \\ho has time, 
and can be dipped into with satisfaction by those who have not. 
The Cotton version is perhaps, on the whole, the best to read, 
though there is not very much difference. The satisfaction comes 
from the easy but not at all slipshod way in which the writer manages 
his metre, the simple but by no means contemptible art with which 
he mixes and varies his materials, and the shrewd but kindly sense 
of his comments and observations. In speaking of the destruction 
of the Cities of the Plain—a subject generally exciting to medueval 
imagination—he cannot rise to the indigmant passion of the later 
poem called Cleanness {vide infra\ but Jie acquits himself very well, 
and never falls into the falsetto of moral indignation. The “ Three 
Trees ” story above referred to is told very effectively ; and the Life 
of Christ, varied and heightened as it is by the additions from 
apocryphal story, makes a religious romance of high merit. He is 
proverbial without being over-sententious, good in description with- 
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out descending to loo much detail (an excellence rare in mediaeval 
times, perhaps not common in any) ; he has throughout his immense 
narrative a distinct sense of proportion. It is really a pity that v^e 
do not know his name, for if not exactly a great man or a genius, he 
must certainly have been a person of no ordinaly ability. 

Yet in the ignorance of the name of an author there is a certain 
consolation, inasmuch a^ he is less likely to be made the theme of 
unc ritical criticism. This latter has been the lot of the one named 
author of importanc e who falls to be noticed in this chapter, Richard 
Kolle of Hampolc, the author certainly of the Stimulus 
Conscicutiae or Prick of Conscience^ the author, more or 
less probably, of a considerable number of other works both in 
Latin and luiglish, and the reputed author of many more still. 
Rolle is the first Middle English author of whom w^e have anything 
approaching to a full biographical account (w'e have even a portrait 
of him which may be authentic), and his history as told by himself is 
certainly not uninteresting. He must have been born about the 
meeting of the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries, at Thornton, in 
the North Riding of Yorkshire, not far from Pickering ; his death is 
set by the aiuhor of his Vita^ w’lth more exactness, at 29th September 
1349. It wall ha\e been observed from one or tw^o scattered notices 
already, that the literary effacement of the North, which had been 
begun by the Danish fury in the ninth century, and had been renew'ed 
by the devastations of the Conqueror and the Scottish w'ars in the 
eleventh and twelfth, had shown signs of ceasing, and Richard Rolle 
seems to have had every advantage of education. His father, 
William, was a friend of Sir John Dalton, and may have been 
connected with the great family of Neville. At any rate Richard, 
aftei some home instruction, was sent to Oxford by Thomas Neville, 
Archdeacon of Durham. In the second decade of the fourteenth 
century theie wcie no colleges but Merton, Balliol, Exeter, and 
University, nor does theie seem to be any record of Rolle’s 
connection with any of these. But the University itself w^as at the 
height of its vogue : halls and hostels were innumerable. Richard 
appears to have become fairly competent in the scholastic philosophy 
which wMs the chief study of the place, but, like other devotional 
mystics, to have mistrusted merely intellectual teaching, and is said 
to have left Oxford and returned to Yorkshire in his nineteenth year, 
determined to adopt the life of a hermit, not “ unholy of works,” as 
Langland was to put it a generation later. The way in which, still to 
borrow from his successor, he “shopc him a shroud” was slightly 
g^rotesque, for he borrowed two of his sister’s gowns, a grey and a 
white one, cut off the grey sleeves, then put on the white gown first 
and the grey over it, completed his uniform with one of his 
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father’s hoods (black, it may be presumed), and ran away. It is not 
surprising to hear that his injured sister thought him mad and cried 
out that he was so. He had known the young- Daltons at Oxford, 
and this oi some other reason induced him to make for their father’s 
estate, supposed to be near Thirsk (an easy day’s journey from 
Pickering), where he appeared at church and entered the Daltons’ 
pew. He was recognised, and allowed first to sing, then to preach— 
an illustration of the easygoing ways of that medijeval Christianity 
which has been represented by and to the ignoiant as a tyrannical 
and hidebound system of ceremonial. After he had been for a time an 
almost unwilling guest of the Daltons, the father gave him a cell, an 
allowance, and, with the proper dress, the recognised status of a 
hermit. 

These details have been given because, with the exception of the 
Ciedmon story, they arc almost the first fragments of literary 
biography m English. The accounts of the remainder of Richard’s 
life aie less picturesque. He remained for some years m the 
hermitage which Sir John Dalton had given him, attaining at last 
complete conversion,” and it would appear converting others, 
sometimes travelling to do so. From the Thirsk hermitage he seems 
to have transferred himself to one in the Richmondshire district of 
his native Riding. We hear something of his friends here, especi¬ 
ally an anchoress named Margaret Kirkby. But at last he made 
another move to TIampole, near Doncaster, in the extreme south of 
the county, and abode there for the rest of his life in the neighbour¬ 
hood of a Cistercian nunnery, where he seems to have had disciples. 
He may have died of the first outbreak of the Black Death, which 
coincided with the date above given, and his sepulchre, which was 
carefully tended by the nuns, became famous for mira<-'lcs. 

The works of Plampole ^ are, as has been said, both Latin and 
English. The former do not directly concern us, but it is notice¬ 
able that the alliteration of which we shall presently hear so much is 
very obvious in them as well as in the English. 'J'hey also contain 
perhaps the clearest exhibitions of his religious opinions. These 
centred round that mystical clinging to Divine Love which was the 
frequent, and no doubt the natural, reaction from the intense but 
.hard intellectuality of scholasticism. Although Hampole has all the 
mediaeval terror of the ‘‘soft mystery” of woman’s love, though l?e 
cannot reach the noble directness and passionate sanity of the author 
of Cleannesi>^ he had an odd aversion to “rules,” to the regular 

' The Prick of Conscience was edited by Morris for the Philological Society 
(1863) The E E T S added some English Prose Treatises (ed. Perry). Dr, 
Horstniann's Hampohan Thesaurus above referred to is entitled Yorkshire 
Writers, a vols. London, 1895-96. 
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monkish institutions, which explains, or at any rate is a very early 
symptom of, the deterioration of monachism apparent in England. 

His principles also appear m his English works, but it is not 
with his principles that we are here concerned. The study of him 
would have been facilitated if his latest, most extensive, and most 
enthusiastic editor. Dr. Horstmann, had indulged his readers with the 
usual compliment of a table of contents, the absence of which is at 
all times troublesome, but positively bewildering in the case of a 
thousand large pages of small print, arranged, as far as the verse is 
concerned, in double columns, and consisting of scores and hundreds 
of separate pieces of all lengths. This edition, nioreov^cr, does not 
contain the Prick of Conscience^ Hampole^s chief work. This is 
a poem containing nearly 10,000 lines, dealing with the Life of Man, 
its uncertainty, and the Four Last 'I hings. The matter has a sort of 
shuddering intensity which is very noticeable, and which sometimes 
gives direct picturesque force. The form is the octosyllabic couplet 
with distinct trisyllabic admixture in the Chiistabel diiection. It has 
been pointed out already that this scheme constantly tends towards 
something that may be indifferently scanned as a “four-accent” 
verse with trisyllabic sections and a heroic of five iambs. Such 
things, e.g ,— 

The b(o)ugh | es are | the ar j nies with j the hancles 

And the | legges | with the j fete 1 that standes | 

are, or are like, heroic couplets, and accordingly it has not been very 
unusual to claim for Hampole the use, or even by a singular want of 
understanding of the facts the invention, of the metre before Chaucer. 
Thi. is uncritical, if deliberate use is meant. 

ills prose treatises contain nothing very remarkable as literature, 
though they may, with care, be taken as further stages in the chain 
which leads from the Aiuren Rhvie to Chaucer’s Parsods Tale. 
But his minor poems, if they be his, have much more merit, and excel 
in this respect the Piiik of Conscience itself. They are all sacred ; 
but they show that the “soft mystery” of human lov^e was not 
absent fram, and indeed had probably, for ill or good, inspired 
Hampole’s Love Divine. To say, as a loo aident editor has said, 
that their beauty and melody have never been surpassed, is unlucky ; 
this is the kind of thing w hich brings discredit upon literary history 
and hopelessly mars its usefulness. But 

Unkinde man, give kepe til me, 


and 


Lo leman sweet, now may thou see, 
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have the “unction ” of our most successful hymn-writeis, and certainly 
the poem beginning— 

My treuest treasure so traitoily taken, 

So bitterly hounden with hytand band(e)s, 

How soon of tliy seivants wast thou forsaken, 

And loathly foi niy life hurled with their hand(e)s ’ 

has a rhythm which is no common one, and which curiously reminds 
us of another Northumbrian poet 500 years later than Hampole—that 
is to say, of Mr. Swinburne.^ * 

Nor can any one of these canticles of Divine Love, according to 
Richard Hampole, be spoken of otherwise than with admiration, while 
of the remaining pieces of verse attributed to him most have a 
certain individuality of form or spirit or both. But for the attribution 
to him of the revival of strictly alliterative verse there is little if any 
more warrant than for the ascription to him of the invention of the 
heroic. We can at the most (and also at the least) allow that this 
revival was a very reasonable consequence of the increased stimulus 
to literary composition in the North—always fonder of alliterative 
rhythm, and more rebel to strict metrical ways, than tlie South—of 
which he certainly was one of the lights and leaders. 

Two other named writers, one a little eailier, one a little later 
than Hampole, have obtained representation in English literary 
history, though they are decidedly less interesting, even when we 
take the hermit who robbed his sister of her gowns somewhat less 
seriously than he has sometimes been taken. I’he first of these, 
Adam Dav Davy, occupicd the rather mysterious office of 

a Marshal of Stratford-atte-Bowe’’ about the year 1312, 
and no doubt spoke good French of the local pattern to the persons 
whom he marshalled. He happened, while many worthier writeis 
escaped it, to attract the attention of Warlon, who not merely attri¬ 
buted to him divers sacred poems found m the same manuscript, but 
also the excellent romance of Alexander^ which is probably earlier, and 
certainly by a much better wTiter. Davy’s undoubted work consists 
of Visions of Edward //., which have been re-edited for the Early 
English Text Society by Dr. Furnivall. 

Laurence Minot had a likeh’er subject than Adam Davy, inasmuch 

^ Swallow my sister, O sister swallow, 

H<nv can thy heart be full of the spring ? 

/iylus, 

and the great stanza of the Triumph of Time. The final of Ilanipole’s 
alleinate lines W'ould soon have dropped. There is no other weak ending, Cf 
also the pretty lines of Kve in the second Coventry Play, ‘ ‘ Alas ! that ever the 
speech was spoken.” 
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as he celebrated not Edward II., but Edward III. in his earlier 
glories. His subsequent fortune has been correspondent, for he 
has had the honour, most unusual for a Middle English 
poet even of higher rank than himself, of being four 
times edited, and five times printed in full—by Ritson 
in 1795 1825, by Mr. Wright in his Record Polilical Poems^ 

by Dr. Scholle in a German periodical, and by Mr. Joseph Hall for 
the Clarendon Press. The fact is the best possible evidence of the 
superiority of subject to form as means of gaining general atten¬ 
tion.* Minot, who wrote in 1352, who seems to have been a 
Northerner from his dialect, but of whom we know nothing more, is a 
fair, but no more than a fair, specimen of the English trouv6re-of-all- 
work of the period. His subjects are : Halidon Hill ; the capture of 
Berwick, which he takes as an avenging of Bannockburn ; the entry 
of Edward, our comely king, into Brabant; the battle in the Swin ; 
the leaguer at Tournay ; the march to Calais ; Crecy and the battle 
there ; the siege of Calais ; Neville’s Cross ; the sea-fight with the 
S])aniards ; and the taking of Guincs. 

The forms of the poems that compose this cycle of the deeds of 
Edward—for that is wdiat, with all its formal variety, it comes to— 
are various. Halidon is told in octave eights admitting catalexis, 
rhymed alternately with a title couplet w’hich is found in all the 
poems and a final quatrain. The Berwick sack is in sixains rhymed 
aaaahb^ the lines hovering between anap.i'stic fours and iambic 
fives as so often noted ; the entry into Brabant m octosyllabic 
couplets followed by romance sixains 886886 rhymed aabaab; the 
Battle of the Swin or Sluys in the above hovering couplets ; Tournay 
in octaves of sixes, to the three last of which “ bobs ” and couplets are 
add?d, making the TH^ircm stanza { 7 >idc infra) ; Crecy in octaves like 
Halidon with a couplet prologue ; Calais in similar staves without 
prologue ; Neville s Cross in long sixteen-lined stanzas of very short 
lines, which perhaps should be octaves of longer lines ; the Spaniards 
in twelves of the same kind, and the Castle of Guines in the same. 

These poems have historical and patriotic interest^ in no small 
degree ; but for literature their chief value is perhaj^s the way in 

^ 'I'heir patriotism, as is not iinnntur.il or uncommon, becomes a little abusive 
now .ind then It may ])er]}aps be usefully observed in connection w'lth them 
that the employment of the vernacular for political satire, etc., is a sure gauge 
of Its literary standing In Wright’s first collection of Pohtaal Son^i^s for the 
Camden Society in 1839—a collection extending from the reign of John to that of 
Edward II.—notone of the four pieces foi John’s reign is English, only one of 
the fifteen for Heniy III.’s, but nearly half (eight out of seventeen) of those 
for the Edwards. In his later and much larger collection from Edward III. 
to Richard III. for the “Rolls Senes” (2 vols. 1859-1861) any language save 
English becomes more and more the exception. 
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which they show that a fairly sufficient and satisfactory medium, a 
ready-made poetic diction and cadence, was now at last at the dis¬ 
posal of the verse-writer. There is nothing in Minot’s poems, 
though some have spirit, especially the Neville’s Cross piece, and 
that on the naval victory over the Spaniards, with its apostrophe to 
the 

Hoy with the black beard ’ 

that can be said to show any very special or peculiar poetical talents 
in the author. He is given to expletives, he seldom or 4ever 
succeeds in giving us a distinct visual picture; his very variety of 
metre, etc., looks more like the absence of any distinct grasp and 
command of one form than like a sense of general mastery. 
But, as has hardly been the case for three hundred years and more, 
he has a fairly settled tongue and a generally accepted prosody, 
with its peculiarities of lilt and swing all ready to his hands ; and 
he manages to make very tolerably good use of them. Indeed, 
though It may seem rather ungracious, it is not impossible to say 
that his chief use in literature proper is that he explains Chaucer— 
shows how the tools were ready for the workman. 

Last in this chapter falls to be noticed a very remarkable group 
of poems, which, with another reserved for the Romance division, 
have been attributed to a single author by theii editors, wlio have 
also in some cases indulged in much hypothesis as to that author’s 
identity. As in all cases, the reader is heie simply referred to the 
discussions m question on the latter point. As to the former, I should 
be disposed to admit as extremely probable the common authorship 
of Patience^ Cleanness^ and 'Phe Pearl} Gawaui and the 

fr/rcw Kill gilt {iddc chap, V.) seems to me to be much more 
dubiously their brother ; for the fact of their being found 
in the same MS. is really no argument at all, considering the almost 
invariable mediieval habit of transcribing, straight on, the most hetero¬ 
geneous and unconnected work. And it is also very possible to 
allow too much weight to the alleged linguistic resemblances. 
But it is not impossible that the^four poems may have had a 
common writer, and it is certain that all are much above the average 
m merit. 

, In the three that are to be noticed in this place, the alliterative 
reaction, which has been already referred to, shows itself (as it does 
also in the Green Knight) very strongly, though in differing measure 
and degree. Cleanness and Patience^ two poems, the first of 
rather over 1800 lines, the other of rather over 500, each of 

Early English Alliterative Poems, ed Morris {E.E.T.S ), \The\ Pearl 
separately edited by 1 . Gollancz, London, 1891. 
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which begins with the title-word, are written in alliterative blank 
verse, observing for the most part the old rule of two alliterations in 
the first section and one in the second, very closely though not rigidly 
equivalent in syllabic length, precise in the niiddle pause, and though 
not metrical, yet exhibiting a general set of rhythm towards anapa:;stic 
cadence in the first half, and trochaic in the second. This, in fact, 
was the general scheme of the new alliteration at its best time, as 
here and in Langland. Later, especially m Dunbar and Douglas, 
the alliteration is exaggerated, and the lines lengthened accordingly. 
The Uearh on the other hand, though very strongly alliterated, does 
not depend on alliteration for its system of scansion, but is in twelve- 
lined octosyllabic stanzas rhymed abababahbcbL^ these stanzas being 
further grouped in divisions generally of five each, the last line of 
each stanza in the group being a sort of refrain, which is more or 
less repeated througliout. The characteristics of matter and spirit 
are more uniform. All three poems are pervaded by a singular and 
very impressive mixture of dc\otional feeling, with poetical apprecia¬ 
tion of things mundane as well, and by a solemn melody rare in 
earlier verse. In Cle ann ess the medneval worship of purity, enforced 
by vigorous paraphrases and commentaries on the Parable of the 
Marriage Feast, the F'all of the Angels, the Deluge, the Destruction 
of Sodom, the Incarnation, and the story of Nebuchadnezzar and 
Belshazzar, is yet entirely free from the almost insane exaltation of 
virginity in and for itself which is so common. There is no nobler or 
more passionate appreciation of the delights of law ful love in English 
poetry than a passage in Jehovah’s denunciation of Sodom to 
Abraham—Milton’s famous apostrophe is a coarse and diffuse example 
of rhetorical commonplace in comparison—and the whole poem, 
though quaint now' and then, is full of sombre energy, mixed, as in the 
destiuction of Babylon and of the fire from Heaven, w ith description 
of great powder. Pql(er{ce has an apparently less inspiring subject ; 
but the story of Jonah, with w'hich the poet chielly fills it, gi\es him 
good opportunities of w'hich he avails himself well. Tlie storm in 
particular is very good. It must no doubt be admitted that the 
slightly grotesque effect of continuous and legular alliteration, and the 
way in which it compels even poets very fertile in resource to choose 
the wrong word instead of the right for the mere sake of an initial 
letter, receive some illustration here. But the result is by no means 
fatal. 

As a w'hole, however, The Pearl is undoubtedly the pearl of the 
three. As too often happens, the w'ell-intentioned and very amiable 
partiality of its latest editor has set some against it; but ^'ke P^ari 
this is alw'ays indefensible. It need only be read—and 
it is by no means difficult to read —to show its real beauty. There 
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can be no reasonable doubt that it describes the loss of a dauj^^hter, 
probably in early age, who may very likely have borne the actual 
name of Margaret, beloved by the Middle Age because of the charm¬ 
ing and popular legend of the patroness saint, because of its own 
harmonious sound, and because of the endless plays on the meanings 
“pearl” and “daisy” which it suggested.^ This 

Teail pleasant to princes’ pay— 

(the first line)—this 

Privy peail withouten spot - • 

which, with slight changes, is the refrain of the first grouj) - is first 
dealt with as a gem richly set, but dropped by the owner on the 
ground. The father (probably) visits the spot, almost avowedly a 
grave, and, falling asleep of pure sorrow, is carried off to a strange 
region. Following a stream he sees a white-clad maiden, whom he 
at first partly, and then seeing a mighty pearl set on her breast, wholly 
recognises. He asks her whether she is really his Pearl, since the 
loss of whom 

I have been a joyless Jewtllei. 

She says “Yes.” Put she is not lost, though he cannot now come 
to her. He must wait (lod’s will awhile ; she is a cjueen in Heaven, 
which (he proving dull of understanding) she explains, adding the 
Parable of the Vineyard and an acc'ount of the Prides of the Lamb. 
He has a distant vision of the Heavenly City and the worship of the 
Lamb, and rashly endeavouring to cross the water, wakes. 

It is easy to see that this poem is not faultless. The fault docs 
not lie, as some would vainly speak, in the allegory . for allegoiy is 
always a natural and frequently a powerful ally to poetry, while it is 
never dangerous if kept in its own place. The onl)^ faults of T/ic 
Pearl in connection with allegory are that there is, as is the case 
with the vast majority of narrative poems of the kind in the fourteenth 
and fifteenth centuries, far too much of a single ( ommon form —that 
of the Roma7ice of the Rose, the following of which is actually con¬ 
ducted to the point of walking down the river before the adventure, 
such as it is, is met. But beyond this, beyond an occasional 
expression a little beyond reason in carrying out the minor points of 

^ Although Saint Helena and Saint Juliana have, by accident i>robab]y, the 
precedence of her in our earliest A S documents, Saint Marg.iret has probably 
a fuller senes of extant Old ICnglish lives of nearly all jjci lods than any other 
saint. No name was commonei, and of none do the abbreviations so often occur 
in familiar writing 

Lst mea mens mota pro le speciosa Magota ’ 
as the doggerel leonine has it. 
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allegory (it is in this that Spenser and Bunyan so far excel their 
brother allegorists), and beyond an occasional succumbing to the 
temptations of alliteration, there are singularly few weak points in The 
Pearl. The exceeding beauty of its descriptive passages, especially 
that of the strange region where the poet awoke, its 

Crystal cliffs so clear of kind, 

and the mystic woods hanging down them, with their purple trunks 
and sijvcr foliage ; the melancholy clangour of the verse, never de¬ 
scending to a mere whine, but always maintaining dignity and sanity 
in the midst of its sense of the pity and the loss of it,—these can 
escape no fit reader. The poet who could give such expression to 
pathos in The Pcarl.^ to passion in Cleanness^ and who had such a 
mastery of the descriptive faculty as appears in all three pieces, was 
no mean poet. 


c 



CHAPTER IV 

EARLY ROMANCES—METRICAL 

Sir Trisf 7 ‘em—Havelok the Datte—King Horn—King Ahuiundcr—Arthour and 
Merlin — Richard Caur de Lion —The Sei<cn Sages—li eras of Hampton — Guy 
of IVanvuk—Vivain and Gowatn — Jyheaus Dcsconm —■T'he King of Tars — 
Rmard—Sir Orpheo—Florence of Rome—The Earl of Toulowie —The Squire 
of Leno Degree — Sir Cltges and Le Frame — Ipomydon — Avm and A mi loan 
—Sir ^imada\ — Sir I uamoui — King Aihelslone, etc.—The Thornton 
Romances—Charlemagne Romanccb. 

There hab, perhaps, never been such a capital example of the clanger 
of indulgence in literary satire by a man of the first literary genius 
as the comparative disrepute into which the ever (and most justly) 
increasing estimate of Chaucer has thrown the Early English metrical 
romances.^ That Chaucer himself, in the Rhyme of Sir Thopas^ 
intended to pour any real discredit on the class in general, I do not 

^ It may be convenient to give at once in a note the titles and contents of the 
chief collections of these romances—collections which in themselves fill one of the 
most satisfactory of book-shelves — 

{a) Ritson (J ) Ancient Englcish Metrical Romamee^i (sjielhng was one of 
Ritson’s numerous mamas), 3 vols. Ivondon, 1802, containing a long and still, 
for all its errors and crazes, valuable dissert.ition, with Ywain and Gawain, 
Launfaly Lybeaus Desconus, King Horn, The King of Tars, hmart. Sir Orfheo, 
A Chronicle of Englelond, Florence of Rome, 'Jhe F.arl of Toulouse, The Squire 
of Lenv Degiee, The Knight of Courtesy and the Lady of Faguel, with, m the 
Appendix, another form of Horn—Horn Child and Maiden Rimnild 

{b) Weber (II.). Metrical Romances^f the 13M, i^th, and i^tk Centuries 
(3 vols. Edinburgh, i8io), containing a less valuable introduction, with King 
Alisaunder, Sir Lieges, Lc Frayne, Richard Cccur de Lion, Ipomydon, Amis and 
Amiloun, the Seven Sages, Octovian, Sir Amadas, and the Hunting of the 
’ Hare. 

(c) Utter.son (R ). Select Pieces of Popular Poetry (2 vols. London, 1817). 
The first contains Sirs Triamour, Isenbras, Degorl, and Gowgkter. 

(d) Hartshorne (C. II ). Ancient Metrical Tales, containing among other 
things King Athelstone, King Edward and the Shepherd, Eioriie and Blauche- 
flour, and part of the alliterative William of Palerne 

(e) Halliwell (J. O.). The Thornton Romances—Sirs Perceval of Gales, hum- 
bras, Fglamour of Artois, and Degravant (Camden Society, 1844). 

(/) Hazlitt (W. C.). Early Popular Poetiy of England (4 vols. London, 
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myself in the least believe. lie probably had at most two or three 
awful” examples (upon one at least of which it would not be 
difficult to put the finger even now) before him And it is permis¬ 
sible to be equally sceptical in respect of his alleged contempt for 
the matter, especially the Ai'thurian matter, of these romances- -the 
passages usually quoted will not bear the construction put on them. 
Chaucer’s own adoption of ditferemt styles and treatments and sources 
of material is, at best, the most negative of arguments. It is as 
natural for some men of genius to piefer to take new ways, to strike 
into the path worn by the feet of none, as it is for others to produce 
masterpieces m kinds already tried by their contemporaries and 
predecessors. 

However, all that can be said positively is that if Chaucer did 
despise the romances, he merely exhibited that not infrequent 
infirmity even of noble minds which makes men unjust to their 
immediate forerunners—which made Coleridge talk absolute foolish¬ 
ness about Gibbon’s style, and which induced even Dryden, with his 
admirable critical catholicity, to imagine that Restoration verse was 
not merely a good thing" in another way from that of the Elizabethans, 
but a positive improvement upon them. No such mistake can pre¬ 
judice our judgment. 

It is very difficult to place with any exactness the earlier, still 
more the earliest, examples of this fascinating form of composition 
in English. What is certain is that the Anglo-Saxon genius—for 
reasons too hastily pronounced upon by some, but for some reason 
or other—had very little inclination towards it. I'hc admirable 
saga of Bcowulj^ though well enough known to have been modernised 
and copied long before the Conquest, seems to have found no 
imita^iis, or, at least, none that have survived—for the chance of 
an English original of JIavelok is very stiong. 'I’he enormous pre¬ 
ponderance of attention given to sacred subjects, both m Angdo-Saxon 
itself and in early Middle English, must have had something to do 
with this; but the general decadence of Anglo-Saxon poetry after 
the eighth centuiy must have had more. For in no country of 
Europe, except Iceland, was prose ready for the task until far later. 

It has therefore to be admitted fully that the known beginnings 
of romance m English all came from French in point of substance, 
while their forms could not be evolved till the “shaking together” 

1864) contains, among a groat mnny othei things, Rohi'rt Ihe Ihril and Robert oj 
f tsylle [*S’zc//vJ. 

(.C) Halos (J. W.) anti Furnivall (F. J ). Hishop Perry'^ Folio MS. (3 \o]s 
London, 1867) contains many ^.lll.^nts of lom.mtfs named, and some now ones, 
notably Eger and (In me 

Separate editions are noted infia; loi collectioiib ni Alhletative Romance see 
first note to next chapter. 
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of English, Latin, and French itself had provided the new prosody. 
The earliest examples of the result now existing, and perhaps the 
only ones which can be reasonably attributed to a period before the 
year 1300,^ are the three romances of Sir Tristrem^ of Hnvelok 
the Dane^ and of Khig Horn; and it is practically admitted that 
though the first and second at least must almost certainly have 
sprung from liritish soil, they only appeared in the English language 
as translations or adaptations from the French. Each is of interest 
enough for separate consideration at such length as is here possible. 

In sheer intrinsic literary merit Sir Tristrem - is far from being the 
best of the three ; m fact it is certainly the worst. But its adventitious 
attractions are of the most unusual kind. It is, in all probability, the 
first English romance in the great “ matter of Britain ”— 
Sir Tristrem. rival, AfUiour and Merlin.^ is, I think, later. 

It tells a story which, however it may seem to some to yield 
in poignancy, as in nobility of interest, to the companion loves of 
Lancelot and Guinevere, was even more popular in the joint days of 
the two, and which has maintained itself. It is identified—perhaps, 
indeed probably, by mistake, but still it is identified—with the 
interesting, if legendary, personality, and the certainly early vernac¬ 
ular predictions of Thomas the Rhymer.” And last, but by no 
means least, in almost the earliest day of the revival of Romance, it 
had the honour to be ushered onge more to public knowledge by Sir 
Walter Scott. 

With some of these attractions we must deal here in cruel 
brevity. The argument as to the question of authorship must be 
sought by those who are curious about it in the editions cited in the 
notes. It is enough to say that the “ Thomas ” cited by Gottfried 
of Strasburgf, the chief continental handler of the story, can hardly 
have been Thomas of Erceldoune ; that the story of Sir Tristrem was 
certainly current in French long before the date either of the 
“ Rhymer” or of this rhyme ; and that it is, all things taken together, 
a little improbable, to say the least, that, considering the absence of 
any certain Scottish poetry till nearly the end of the fourteenth 
century, anything so elaborate as this should have been composed in 
such “Inglis” by a Scot before the end of the thirteenth—and 
according to the dates usually assigned to Thomas the Rhymer 

^ By fifty years after tliat date many, probably most, of our verse romances 
must have come into existence. The famous Auchinleck MS., which contains a 
good score, is of this time , and in the Cursor Mtindt, which is perhaps as early 
as 1320, we find reference not only to these but to others, such as Sir Isumbras^ 
of which our existing copies are later. 

^ Scott’s memorable edition of this can never, in a sense, be obsolete ; but more 
modern apparatus and knowledge are added in those of Kolbing (Heilbronn, 1882) 
and M'Neill (Scottish Text Society, 1886). 
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{c, 1280) considerably before it. At any rate, the poem in its 
present form can hardly have come from any one who wrote north 
of the Tweed. That it is, as its latest Scottish editor holds, a 
soiithernised version of a work of Erceldoiine does not seem to me 
entirely impossible. But it rests on no evidence. 

The form would lead us to believe it not much, if at all, anterior 
to the fourteenth century, the stanza used being one of those compli¬ 
cated and bizarre ones which, as has been explained in the last 
chapter, came from the attempt to adjust Provengal-French metres to 
English rhythm. It resembles one previously mentioned in the 
arrangement of the rhymes alternately in an eleven-lined stanza broken 
by a short fresh - rhymed bob at the ninth line. The best 
argument for its being older than 1300 is that the staple line is 
of six not of eight syllables—for, as we have seen, the six-syllabled line 
or half-line somewhat anticipated its longer and more convenient 
amplification into eights. After the plump statement that the author 
was at Erceldoune and spake with Thomas, hearing a gesfe of 
Tristrem (which, by the way, is an odd fashion of signature, but very 
likely a shift to father work on a well-known name indirectly), it 
passes to a stanza of gnomic reflexion, very common, as we shall 
see, in the earliest days of English romance, and then plunges into 
its story, the Tristram-saga proper—the famous and fatal loves of 
Tristrem and Yseult being preceded in true saga fashion by a history 
of the unhappy contest of Rouland Rhys, Tristrem's father, with 
Douk Morgan. 

The rather unsuitable nature of the stanza for narrative is occa¬ 
sionally relieved by a middle rhyme— 

They ne raught [recked] how dear it bought, 

and on the whole does fairly well; but the earliness of the piece 
finds a ceitain support in its crudity. The repulsive story of the 
fashion in which Yseult would have paid her maiden Brengwain’s 
self-devotion is not in the least softened, and the poet does not show 
himself able, as his German predecessor had been able, to bring out 
the unmatched attractiveness of the sylvan life of Tristrem and the 
Irish princess. But there are good touches, at least not lost if not 
actually invented by the minstrel, such as that w^hen the luckless, if 
unamiable, Mark discovers his queen and Tristrem with the sword 
between them— 

A sunbeam full bright 
Shone upon the queen, 

At a bore [hole] 

On her face so sheen— 

And Mark rewed therejore 
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It is not always that later poetry has succeeded in achieving or 
retaining a phrase so simple, sensuous, and passionate as that last 
line, which is almost the equal of Sappho’s 

fxdva Kareuduj. 

^ and“ are in less elaborate metrical form. I'hc 
metre of both conies under the general designation of the octo- 
syllabic couplet--in Jla'i'clok lengthened and “swung” by the ad¬ 
mission of trisyllabic feet, in Jloni shortened so as to show that the 
poet was still hoxenng, as many did for a time, between sixes (or 
sevens) and cigdits. There is also some similarity between the 
general subject of both, which is that favourite romance donndc of the 
heir kept out of his ov\n, 'I'lie palm, both for individuality of story 
and for spirit of narration, decidedly belongs to Hai’elok, 
thT'minc. '''i^ich has all the notes of a genuine local saga, and not 
merelyof a literary composition on accepted romance lines. 
There is in it a double wrong done—the innocent Ilavelok, the heir of 
Denmark, being excluded by his guardian Godard, while Goldborough, 
heiress of England, is similarly treated by her tutor (iodric. Hut 
Ilavelok, being as a male heir more dangerous, is exposed to g-reater 
personal danger than his destined bride, for Godard, determining to 
make away with him altogether, hands him over to the fisherman Grim 
to drown. Grim tieats him roughly enough, but a night fortunately 
intervenes, and before the actual immersion the fisher’s wife sees the 
sacred flame-aureole, sign of kinghood, on Havelok’s brow, and her 
husband, having also prudently ascertained by a trick that he was like 
to have traitor’s wages for his crime, gives it up and escapes oversea to 
England, where he lands at the future Grimsby. Havclok, brought up 
as a mere fisher-boy, seeks service at Lincoln Castle, and distinguish¬ 
ing himself by strength and athletic proficiency as one of the “ kitchen 
knaves ” dear to romance, is chosen as Goldborough’s husband by the 
usurper Godric, who, milder-minded or more economical in crime 
than his Danish counterpart, only plots to degrade not to slay his 
charge. Goldborough is naturally •enough displeased at having to 
marry a scullion, but at night the mystic flame reconciles her to her 
lot. Right thus meets right, a party is formed for the young pair, 
and the two traitors receive their proper doom. In this, of course, 
there is a certain amount of romantic stock-matter, the humours 
and promotion of the scullion Havclok being a very favourite and 
early device found even in the ancient and brilliant French chanson 

^ Two versions, as noted above, in Ritson ; there are also three or four more 
modem editions, and the whole is given in Morris and Skeat’s Specimens, vol. i. 

Kd. Skeat, E.K.'F.S. 
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de geste oi Aliscans. But the general tenor is, as has been said, 
unusually vigorous and fresh. The poet strides along like a man 
who has a real story of his own to tell, and is not merely compounding 
one out of dried or bottled materials. In fact, there is no doubt that 
the tradition as to the origin of Grimsby was an old one in Lincoln¬ 
shire ; and we find Robert Manning,^ a Lincolnshire man, in a 
rather quaint state of dubiety between his early familiarity with the 
story and the silence of his gravei historical authorities on the 
matter. For, as lias been, and will be again hinted more than once, 
the m'edimv^aJ mind—naturally enough, considering the v'ast surround¬ 
ing and invading seas of nescience which bounded its islands of 
knowledge—rarely seems to have had any distinctively critical power 
of distinguishing fact from fiction, and could at most attain to surprise 
at not finding the former in places where no trained historical critic 
would dream of looking for it. 

Hornby though a good poem, and preserved in various forms 
which have made it one of the best knoun of its kind, is less racy 
either of any particular soil, or of any special poetical faculty. A 
certain King Murray—the loc.ility of whose kingdom is 
described with sufficient vagueness as ‘‘biweste^’—and 
his wife Queen Godhild had a son Horn, who was a very beautiful child. 

Fairer was none than he was, 
lie was blight as the glass, 

He was white as the flour, 

Rose-red was his colour— 

lines which, not unfairly, give the key-note of the real, but rather 
conventional, prettiness which marks the poem. As Murray was 
riding by the seashore he met with fifteen shiploads of .Saracens 
keen, who frankly avowed their intention— 

The land-folk we shall slay, 

and began with the king, florn's extreme beauty saves him from 
slaughter, but he is put in a boat, with his two companions Athulf 
and Fikenild, and set adrift. By luck and pluck they come safe to 
the coast of Westernesse, where the king gives him protection ; the 
king’s steward, Athelbrus, instructs him in knightly ways, and the 
king’s daughter Rimcnhild falls deeply in love with him. Indeed 
Horn Child and Maiden Rhnnild is the title of one of the actual 

* In a long passage (ed. Hearne above cited, i pp. 25. 26); given also in 
Prof. Skeat’s Introduction, ix , x. Manning, after duly translating Langtoft, 
who barely refers to Havelok, bitterly complains that neither Gildas, nor Bede, 
nor Henry of Huntingdon, nor William of Malmesbury, nor Pierce of Bridlington 
Langtoft himself) says anything about the incidents of the romance. 
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versions of the story. Athulf is a good friend, even withstanding the 
awkward temptation of a moment when Rimenhild, mistaking him 
for Horn, makes the most undisguised advances; Fikenild is a 
traitor, but his machinations, though nearly successful, are defeated, 
and Horn, of course, comes to his own in love and kingdom. 

The fifteen hundred short lines of the poem do not allow time for 
it to be tedious—the great danger of these somewhat identically con> 
structed stories—and there are passages of directness and vigour 
which deserve all the more recognition in that the piece, though 
probably translated from the French, is still very early, and can have 
had very few English originals to furnish the writer with stock 
phrases and passages. One of the straightest and best is when Horn, 
with his beloved’s ring on his finger, meets the slayer of his father— 

Before him saw he stand 
That driven him had ironi land 
And that his father slew. 

To him his sword he drew. 

He looked upon his ring, 

And thought on Rimenhild, 
lie smote him through the heart 
That sore him gan to smart, 

which, though the last line is a little superfluous, cannot be called 
contemptible in so early an attempt. It is worth while to notice the 
assonance in and hild. Assonance does not suit the English 
ear, and is rarely attempted in English ; but it was so prevalent 
in the French models of the writers of the thirteenth century, and 
it is such a help to a novice in rhyming, that it would be strange 
if it did not sometimes occur. 

We may conveniently take next a group of romances, in all 
probability not much junior to these, that is to say, dating at latest 
but a little within the beginning of the fourteenth century, and 
attributed by a German scholar, who was honourably distinguished for 
the union of philological and literary competence. Dr. Eugen 
'Kolbing, to the same hand. I cannot |ay that I myself see any strong 
probability of this, but at the same time I cannot see any very 
serious argument against it; and its admission would add to the list 
of English poets a figure anonymous indeed, but more considerable 
in quantity of work than any other before Chaucer, and certainly not 
inferior to any except the equally shadowy personage, to whom, as has 
been said in the last chapter, the other quartette of The Green Knight^ 
The Pearly Cleanness^ and Patience has been similarly gifted. At 
any rate the four romances themselves, King AIisaufider^ Arthourand 


^ Ed. Weber, as above. 
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AferliHy^ Richard Cccur de Lion^‘ and the Seven Sages, are each 
and all among the most interesting of their kind, among the oldest, 
among the most considerable in scale and subject; and whether they 
had a common author or not, they are equally worthy of con¬ 
sideration. 

The history of the formation and transformation of the 
mediaeval legend-history of Alexander belongs to another story than 
that of English literature. It is sufficient to say here that the 
English romance in (question follows generally the lines 
of the great French Roman d'AHxandre, but assigns Aitsaundir 
greater proportionate space and credence to the initial 
fables about Nectanebus (Neptanabus in the English), the Egyptian 
enchanter-king who revenged himself upon Philip by seducing 
Olympias in the guise of the god Ammon. I'he wonders and episodes 
of the later part, the Fountain of Youth, and the rest are, on the 
other hand, curtailed, but as it is the poem extends to more than 
8000 lines in octosyllabic couplets of a good stamp. These coup¬ 
lets, which form the measure of all the romances now m question, and 
supply one of the arguments for their common authorship, show a 
considerable advance in ease and grip over the respective kinds of 
Horn and HaveloL The writer in all rejects, or, if the phrase be 
thought more appropriate, has not arrived at, the hard and fast 
Flench octosyllable, and allows himself Christabel equivalence in a 
very satisfactory manner. Another very noticeable peculiarity shared 
by some, though not all, of the group is the interposition—in such a 
manner as justified Weber, the poem’s editor, in taking the 
phenomenon as implying chapter or “ fyttc ” division—of short gnomic 
01 descriptive prefatory remarks, which have nothing whatever to do 
with the narrative, as thus— 

Merry time is the wood to sere, 

The corn ripeth in the ear, 

Ihe lady is luddy in the cheer, 

And maid bright in the lore, 

The knights hunteth after deer, 

On foot and on dcstrere, 


^ Ed. Kulbmg, Leipzig, 1890 It had already been jirmted for the Abbots¬ 
ford Club (1838) by Turnbull, .md like many of the romances in this chapter, 
abstracted still earlier by Ellis iii his famous Specimens of Early English Metrical 
Romances^ which (despite a tone of persiflage sometimes though seldom inappropri¬ 
ate) is still the best introduction to the subject, and easily procurable in Bohn’s 
Library. 

Ed. Weber. 

^ In two forms, one given by Weber, and the other by W’right for the Percy 
Society (1845) Willi a valuable introduction. 
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which comes, apropos of nothing whatever, between the story of 
Alexander's coronation, as Prince Expectant and King-coadjutor, and 
his knighting. The whole poem is one of the most spirited of the 
romances, and Weber’s claim for it, that it is less burdened with 
expletives than others, is just, and even within the mark. These 
nuisances, which appear with the very rise of the style, which are not 
absent even in Chaucer, and which in fifteenth-century work like that 
of Lonelirh become a mere abomination, are quite rare m it, and the 
author’s faculty of description is extremely vivid and good. Where 
he fails, as all English and most mediaeval poets before Chaucei do 
fail, IS in charactci. 

Arf/wi/r imd Alc 7 'Un is still longer than AIisau 7 ider^ extending to 
not much few'cr than 10,000 lines, not dissimilar in character 
from those just noticed, but less regularly and abundantly provided 
w'lth gnomic introductions or “fytte” headings. It is 
a verse rendering of what is called the “Vulgate” 
Merit 71 ^ an early history of the court of Arthur, pre¬ 
ceded by an account of Merlin’s own birth, and of the adventure of 
Uther with Igraine, which seems to have been thrown into French 
prose before the end of the twelft h century, or not much later, and of 
which, besides other verse renderings, including one by the above 
Lonelich, only published in part (see Book iv.j, there is a good prose 
English version published by the Early English Text Society. The 
most interesting parts of the Arthurian story are not here, and, as in 
all the Merlins^ a vast amount of space is taken up by battles with 
the Saxons and with Arthur’s rival kings, which Malory’s extraordinary 
literary instinct led him to omit or cut short. But, on the other hand, 
there are things in these Merlitis wdiich we miss in Malory, especially 
the earlier and comelier version of the enchanter’s enchantment by 
his lady-love. Apart from the subject matter, the piece deserves 
commendation, inferior indeed to that allotted to the Alisau 7 uier^ but 
not small. Still, if they had the same author, he had either not yet 
learnt in the Arthour to do without expletives, or had in it succumbed 
to a bad habit which he had earlier resisted ; and the catalogues of 
names are rather tedious. The great interest of the piece is that it 
is the first setting of the romance of Arthur (for Layamon supposed 
himself to be telling history) that we possess in English—the king 
of all stories of the land having at last come to his own after 
linguistic exile for a century and a half in French. Indeed there are 
touches about the piece which might justify a conclusion that it is 
decidedly older than the AHsaunder^ and may even belong to the 
thirteenth, not to the fourteenth century. 

Richard Camr de Lion, the third of the group, is pretty certainly 
the best. It has not merely the general interest of being “ matter of 
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Britain,” but the more direct appeal of being the <;es/e of a great 
English prince, told at a time near enough to his own to have the 
relish and savour of popular fancy and fondness. 

It is rather more than 7000 lines long ; and the 
metre is managed with a spirit of \vhich we find few 
examples in Arihour ami Merlin^ and though more, )'et fewer than 
here in AHsaundcr itself. Even the finale, “common form ” as it is, 
will show this— 


Thus ended Rychard our King, 

God give us all good ending, 

And his soul rest and 100, 

And 014 y souls when we come thereto ’ 

Here is the real diahle au corps of the ballad-romance style—the 
combined faculty of speaking simply and straight, and vietrwg with 
vigour and variety. Nor is the matter of the poem inferior to the 
manner. Sir Walter Scott has made it better known than most of 
our romances through his quotations in the Talisman notes, referring 
to the grimly humorous episodes of the cooking of the Saracen’s 
head instead of a pig’s jowl, and of the king’s ferocious banquet, on the 
same material, to the Paynim ambassadors. A recent French 
historian who cried affrightedly over a certain letter of Troubridge to 
Nelson, “This is the laughter of cannibals,” might be better justified 
here ; yet the humour of the thing and the spirit of it quite carry off 
the savagery. 

Here too, almost for the first time (^ave in that very likely con¬ 
temporary proem of Robert of Gloucester which has been quoted), 
appears really patriotism, the triumph m the Lion-heart’s exploit 

as a king of England, which (call him Ange\ in or anything else) he 
was. The refrain “Richard our King” ob\iously comes from the 
heart; the malison on his traitor brother— 

his brother John 

That was accursed, flesh and hone— 

is equally hearty. Never before in English do we find the real dare¬ 
devil tone, rightly associated with Romance, as here — 

He [Richard] gan cry. As arnn ' (iare ! 

Cccur de Lyon —how they fare ’ 

Anon lept King Richard 
Upon his good steed Lyard, 

And his Engli.sh and his Templeres 
Lightly lept on their destreres. 

And flings into the heathen host 
In the name of the Holy Ghost, 
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On few things would it be pleasanter to dwell than on this poem of 
real flesh and blood, which is good in its overture as to the fair fiend 
“ Cassodorien ” (who takes the place of Eleanor as Henry’s wife and 
Richard’s mother, with, no doubt, a remembrance of the Angevin house- 
fairy Melusine), better in the “ lion’s heart ” episode, but best in its 
fighting scenes. Indeed it is the first and best fighting poem in 
Middle English. But we must pass on, only observing that here 
also the heroic couplet, and that curious English fancy for winding 
up with it at a marking or turning point which is so noticeable in 
Shakespeare, make their appearance—■ 

And swore | by Je | su that | made moon ( and star j 
Ayenst | the Sa j racens he | should learn j to war j 

(unless indeed this is an embellishment of the editor’s). The gnomic 

insertion occurs now and then in this poem. 

The Sevc?i Sages is the shortest of the four, not much exceeding 
4000 lines, and like all the versions, prose and verse, of the 
famous Eastern collection or collections from which it is derived, it is 
in fact a mere series of short tales bound together by 
one of the usual straps—in this case the stories arc told 
by a wicked queen to support her false accusation of her 
stepson, and by his Seven Wise Masters on his behalf. The general 
literary interest of these things and their far travel from the East is 
great; but though in the piece, and still more in the later Gesta 
Ro 9 naHoru?n, they produced noteworthy books in English,^ their 
special attraction for us is less, inasmuch as they were but transla¬ 
tions of translations of translations, having been beyond all doubt 
decanted through Latin and French, and perhaps Greek before either 
on their way from their Eastern homes to their English receptacles. 
They are, however, interesting as the earliest, or among the earliest, 
instances in our language of the short verse-story itself—the fabliau 
which, in a couple of generations or so, Chaucer was in the Canterbury 
Tales to make the vehicle of one «f the capital efforts of European 
poetry. Although there is no doubt some general resemblance, of 
the kind almost unavoidable, to the other three, the Seven Sages 
seems to me even less likely than Arthour and Merlin to be the work 
of the same author as Alisaunder or as Cceur de Lion^ for there is 
much less spirit in the verse, and there is present that indefinite, but 
to careful observers very noticeable, inability to distinguish between 
prosaic and poetical incidents which marks off the born prose-writer 

^ The actual English Gesia may not be very early, but authority seems to 
favour the English origin of the Latin original. 
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(in the bad sense) from the born poet. That some of the stories in 
the Seven Sages are disgusting does not so much matter; the 
Saracen’s head episodes of Richard are not precisely delicious. But 
the poet of Richard knew how to carry these off, the poet of the 
Seven Sages did not know how to carry off the others ; and the differ¬ 
ence, though not very easy to prove by example, is at once felt in 
the reading 

All the metrical romances hitherto noticed are beyond doubt 
either actually of the thirteenth century, or only a very little younger. 
But it is a matter of difficulty and guesswork to decide which of the 
much larger number that remain should accompany them, and which 
should be postponed till we come to the fifteenth or the late fourteenth 
century, from which probably the larger number of the actual manu¬ 
scripts date. Thus, as noted above, we have a notice of Sir 
Tsumbras in the Cursor J/i/ndi, or about 1340 at latest; but our 
text of it—that in the Thornton MS —is a full century later. On the 
whole, the best plan will probably be to notice here all the metrical 
romances, which may possibly be older in their original forms, if not 
in their present texts, than the death of Chaucer, and to keep for 
the company of Malory those which, like Sir Launfal in Chester’s 
version, and the work of Henry Lonelich, distinctly belong to the 
later time by authorship if not in substance. 

It is probable, but not certain, that all the English romances— 
even those which, like Havclok and Horn among those already men¬ 
tioned, like Bevis of Hamptofi and Guy of Wanvuk among those to 
come, rest upon English traditions and deal with English scenes— 
were directly translated from French originals. Sometimes, as in the 
just-mentioned case of Sir Tsumbras^ we have no knowledge of such 
oiiginals, and sometimes, as in the case o{ Sir A?nadas^ there is oppor¬ 
tunity for confusion. 1 There may have been exceptions to the general 
rule of translation from French; but there is no reason to think that the 
rule was not general. And it was probably the exigencies of the transla¬ 
tion—the termination of the original sense, leaving part of a line still 
to be filled up, and the like—wliich encouraged, and to some faint 
degree excused, the practice of stuffing and padding wnth expletives 
and stock phrases that brought the whole class into really undeserved 
disrepute. 

Only brief observations can be made on each of these romances, 
but except by oversight none shall be passed over ; and in face of 
the difficulty, not to say impossibility, of dating them with any 
certainty, they shall be mentioned for the most part in the company 

^ The Cursor Mundi mentions this too, but with the addition of the heroine’s 
name, Idoine. This identifies it for us with an existing French romance of the 
double title, quite different from our English Sir Amadas. 
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and order in which they appeared in the printed collections of Ritson, 
Weber, and others. 

Guy of Wanuick and Bevis of Hamfio 7 t^ which were the first 
except Sir Trisfrcfti to enjoy the honours of separate publication, 
owed those honours in all probability rather to their traditional fame, 
to their great size, and to the fact that both are found in the precious 
Auchinleck MS.—which Boswell’s father gave to the f'aculty of 
Advocates, and which is not merely the largest but one of the oldest 
of existing Romance MSS.—than to their intrinsic merit either as 
poetry or, except for the mere adventures, as story. In these last 
respects—to speak with all the tenderness due to such famous names 
—they are rather poor things, inferior to the majority of their com¬ 
panions, and owing almost all their charm to the mere common form, 
the ready-bottled herbs and essences, of the average romance of 
chivalry. Neither has anything specially English about it except the 
names, and the adventures of both arc carried on mostly 
Hawpton. countries other than England. Bevis of Hamffoji, 
the better of the two, owing to the lively characters of 
Josiane the heroine and Ascapart the giant,- rests upon the well-worn 
theme of a faithless v\ ife, a murdered husband and father, a disin¬ 
herited son, and an intruding tyrant. Theie is some interest in 
Bevis’s vengeance on his father’s murderer and his own wrongdoer, 
appropriately named Sir Murdour; and his horse Arundel and sword 
Morglay rank well among those favourite properties of Romance. 
But the kindness (somewhat “ coming ” and forward, but legitimately 
imitated from the conduct of all Baynim princesses in the ciiatiso 7 ts dc 
ipeste) of Josiane, her courage, her fidelity, are really the salvation 
of the piece. Giy of Warwick (another and still longer tale of 
adventures all over the Romance world, with a huge loda telling 
those of Rembrun or Raynburn, the hero’s son) lacks this attraction. 

Felice, the heroine here, is a cold and capricious mistress 
Wa^vfcK. pattern doubtless of the Pohsardas and Miraguardas 

of Spanish fiction), who is indeed useful to the story by 
constantly requiring new exploits from her suitor. It is true that he for¬ 
gets all about her by the way once, and only the sight of the wedding- 
ring that he is about to put on another’s finger reminds him at the 

' They were both edited for the Abbotsford Club b\ Turnbull, Bevis in 1838, 
and Guy {'fi mighty quarto of black letter) in 1840. The eecentiic K. Sharpe 
furnished both with frontispieces in the Retzsch style, one ofvvhu'h, that to />V77r, 
is very comic. has been re-edited, in both fourteenth and fifteenth (entury 

forms, with immense care by Dr Zupitz.ifor the 1C. Is T S , and by Dr Kol- 

bing for the same society 

Ascapart now quietly guards the gates of Southampton willi his victor and 
benefactor , but he was not a good giant to the end, and was killed after turning 
traitor. 



CHAP. IV 


EARLY ROMANCES-METRICAL 


95 


fifty-ninth minute and second of the eleventh hour. And she is 
justly, though by no means interestingly, punished when Guy after 
marriage is seized by a craze of chastity, and determines to desert 
his wafe and unborn child, spending the rest of his days as a palmer 
and hermit. There is plenty of fighting (for he has not abjured that 
pleasure) in the sequel, including the famous combat with Colbrand ; 
and (Aiy, at last coming home, is not recognised by Felice till at the 
point of death he sends her ring to her, and she receives his last 
breath and dies after him. The story appeals to ha\c been almost 
without exception the most popular of all the romances in England 
from a very early time, and its immense length and varied incidents 
give, of course, abundant scope for successful treatment. But in 
none of the versions which have come down to us (Ellis would make 
an exception for the Colbrand part) does it seem to have fallen into 
the hands of a poet of any power. The crowning moment of the 
meeting of Guy and Felice, the latter unknowing, the former con¬ 
scious, is blundered w'ith a completeness which makes us think 
vividly of the admirable success of the Scottish poet Henrysem at the 
somewhat similar meeting of Troilus and the lazar Crcssid. I'hc 
sheer silliness »v’hich dogs the footsteps of Romance shows itself in 
Guy’s forgetfulness, which is as absurd as his conscious succumb¬ 
ing to new charms could have been made natural. Almost e\ery 
chance throughout the long record is consistently missed, and the 
undoubted popularity of the thing in verse and prose, in MS. and 
print, in recitation and reading can have been due to the adventures 
alone.^ 

Of Ritson’s collection ,2 the Chronicle does not here concern 
us, Sir Lau 7 ifal we postpone, and the interesting Lady of Fagucl 
(Fayel) is rather a ballad than a romance. Ywain and Gawain 
IS a fice adaptation of Chrestien de Troyes’s Chc 7 ’alicr 
au Lyofi^ one of the earliest poems of the Ai thurian cycle, ^ 
which, having been also paraphrased by Hartmann von 
Aue, has the advantage of appearing m English, French, and 
Cierman. The English poet, though unknown (that prolific eidolon, 

^ The point where the poet fails le.ist is perhaps the short passage dosci ibing 
the revulsion of feeling which causes Guy to quit his wife, and winch comes from 
the sudden thought, as he gazes on his f.iir heiitagc from the loweis of Warwick, 
of the carnage and devastation he has wrought— 

All for the sake of woman’s love, 

AjicI nc)t for the s.ike of God above. 

But even this is not veiy wx’ll done Cruy, it should ho said, is partly in couplet, 
partly in twelve-lme romance stanza. Bevis lias the same partition, but the 
stanzas take the shorter six-linc form. 

® Sec note, p. 82. 
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the supposed author of Arthour ami has been ciedited witli 

this also), does not compare ill with his famous fellows. The poem, 
which is about 4000 lines long, in couplets, has spiiit 
and merit throughout. Lybeaus Desco 7 ius (which strange 
appellation is only Le Bean Deconnu with its Old French 
form misspelt) is also a Gawain poem, dealing with a son of that 
courteous knight. It is about half the length of the last, in 
stanzas of twelve six-syllabled lines. This is not a very good romance 
medium, but the poem is above the average. Its story is a variant of 
the “ Daughter of Hippocrates” ; but Sir Lybeaus is not exposed to 
the danger of refusing to kiss the worm’s mouth, for she takes the 
initiative, and the transformation scene is very gracious. The King 
of Ta 7 ‘s (same stanza, but in faiily regular eights for 
I 2 4 5 7 8 10 1 1, and sixes for lines 369 12) gives a 
Chiistian and Paynim fighting story of average interest 
in not quite 1200 lines. But E 77 iare (trisyllabic, E 77 iarc)^ in the 
same stanza, but 200 lines shorter, is one of the best. The verse 
^ . is good ; the description of the cloth embroidered in 

the four corners with the stones of A 7 nadas a 7 id 
JdoyTie^ T 7 dstrc 7 n a 7 id heulty Elo 7 dcc a 7 ui Bhmeheflonr, and the 
Sowdoftc of Babylo 7 i is one of the best stock - passages of 
niediawal upholstery, and the character of Emar6 is touched 
with a distinctness and a tenderness which arc none too common in 
these poems. It is one of the class of stories in which fathers fall in 
love with their daughters and are resisted. That Emare should be 
set afloat in a boat by her father, blown to a friendly shore, married 
to the king, plotted against by her mother-in-law, again floated forth 
with her little child, once more succoured by good Samaritans, and 
finally restored to her proper place and to the chastened affection of 
her repentant father, is all common form, if not commonplace. Wliat 
is not commonplace is the graceful fashion in which the talc is told, 
and the writer’s abstinence from the long-windedness which is so 
S' O Jeo ^ fault. 5 /V Orpheo is Orpheus and Eu7ydiLe 

. ir r leo. ^ happy ending, for which the Middle Agms had a 

possibly childish, but certainly healthy liking. It has some 500 
lines in couplets.' Florence of Roj 7 ie (over 2000 lines in the twelve- 
lined stanza) is the daughter of the Emperor. She is 
unseasonably courted by Sir Garcy, Emperor of Con¬ 
stantinople, who was a hundred years old, and whose 
disqualifications are spiritedly told in this stanza - 

^ The Auchinleck version of this, which Lamg printed (see fust note of next 
chapter), is called Orfeo and Heurbdn. Both contain charming descriptions of 
Fairyland, which, with the parting of husband and wife and other passages, make 
the piece one of the most delightful of the whole class. 



CHAP. IV 


EARLY ROMANCES—METRICAL 


97 


llis flesh trembled with great eld, 

Ilis blood cold, his body unweld, 

His lippes blue forthy ; 

He had more mister of a good fire, 

Of right brands burning shire, 

To beik his bones by^ 

A soft bath, a waim bed, 

Than any maiden for to wed. 

And good encheason why— 
b’or he was bruised and all to-broken, 

Far travelled in harness and of war wroken, 

He told them readily. 

Florence and her father naturally object. Sir Garcy, who is not too 
old to fight, attacks Rome and brings it to great straits. Florence, 
to spare bloodshed and misery, ofifers to sacrifice herself, but her 
father will not hear of it, and dies in a sally. Two brothers. Sir 
Miles and Sir Emere, get the better of (iarcy, and Florence marries 
Emcre ; but his brother plays the traitor during Emere’s absence, 
carries off the faithful Florence after a false report of Emere’s death 
has proved useless, hangs her to a tree and beats her, like the Counts 
of Carrion in the Cid story. Nor is this the last of her trials, though, 
of course, all comes right. This piece is rather unequal, and the 
Earl of Toulouse (1200 lines, in the same stanza) is 
rather slight. But the Squire of Loiv Degree (a happy 
title, and one which made its fortune) comes, in about 
the same length of couplets, up to its promise. The famous distich 
with which It opens— 

It was a squiie of low degree 

That loved the king’s daughter of HungarJ^— 

obeys, unconsciously no doubt, the maxims of authority as to the ad¬ 
vantage of plunging the reader straight into the subject, 
and he is never let go. The introduction of the valiant 
squire (who, for all his “low degree,” was marshal of 
the king’s hall) is cunningly managed, not too soon after the opening 
nor too late for the refrain to ring 111 the ear— 

And all was for that ladye— 

The king’s daughter of Hungarjr 

The garden, wath the favourite mediaeval catalogues of trees and 
flowers, and the references to other romances, follows, and still 

The king’s daughter of Hungar^ ’ 

rings agreeably now and then. The squire tells his love, and the 
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lady accepts it in all honour, with stated conditions, and a warning 
against the steward—stewards are generally wicked. But cautious 
as she is, she ends with “kisses three”—one less than the pale 
knight gave La Belle Dame Sans Merci, but not made more lucky by 
their sacred number. The steward sees them, and vows mischief. 
The king will not believe his calumny, but the steward undertakes to 
show the lovers together, and unluckily the squire, after taking leave 
of the king to seek adventures, returns under cover of night - 

To take leave of that lady free. 

The king’s daughter of Jlungji j ! 

The interview lakes place, but the enemy is upon them. The squire 
cuts the steward’s throat, but is overcome h\ numbers and im¬ 
prisoned, his lady thinking him dead, because her father’s men have 
cunningly changed his clothes with the dead stewaid’s at her door. 
Her father offers her a curious catalogue of delights ^ if she will leave 
off mourning ; but she will not, and after seven years the relenting 
king sends the squire to make him a name m Lombard) and gives 
him his daughter at his return A fairy tale without fairies, but a 
pleasant one and well told. 

The chief constituents of the next collection (Weber’s, in i8io), 
Alisaunder^ Cceur de Lion^ and the Sevejt Sages^ have been alrcad)' 
noticed ; but it contains others which must not be passed over, and 
one at least which is of great merit. The makeweights of the great 
A/exandcr pociw in the first volume arc Sir C/eges^ a short piece in 
not quite fifty twelve-lined stanzas—respectable, but of no 
great note—on thefavourite meducval motiv e of the knighl 
who spends his all, not in riotous living, but in generous 
housekeeping, and recovers it. This in the present case is partly by 
divine mercy (which gives him cherries at Christmas), and partly by 
his own shrewd wit and stout Jieart, avenging him on the court 
officials, who strive to hinder or blackmail his present of these 
cherries to the king^. The other is a translation of the Lai Ic Fraific 
of Marie de France, rather a fabliau than a romance. 'The second 
volume, which contains Richard Ca'ur dr Lion^ contains also two 
romances of great excellence, Ipomydon and Amis and Amiloun. 

The former is one of the best stories, and not the w^orst 
pomy on whole class. It is in some 2400 lines of 

couplers, and bears a remarkable analogy to the at present untraced 
“ Sir Beaumains ” episode of Malory. The hero is the heir of Apulia 

^ This list of all the things the Middle Ages loved l)pst—finery and music, 
wines and foods, sports and pastimes, castles and yachts, with crews singing 
heyho and lumbelow^ " gentyle pottes with ginger green,” and “blankets of 
fustyane’’--fills over iqo lines. 
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(“Pouille” or “ Poile,” as it meets us in French and English 
romance), the pupil of Sir Tholomew, one of the good old knights so 
common, and the suitor of the heiress of Calabria. He deter¬ 
mines to rest only on his own merits, visits her court incognito, 
makes himself conspicuous and attractive by the usual mediaeval 
virtue of kivish giving and skill in the hunting art, and then retires to 
let his charms work. After a time he goes to the (then) adjacent 
court of Saxony, obtains the post of honorary and honourable lover 
to the queen, and from this point of vantage enters for tlie tourna¬ 
ment which is to decide the spousals of the Calabrian princess. 
He puts on daily fresh disguises of white, red, and black armour, with 
all things to suit; overcomes, of course, but, m true romance fashion, 
IS not satisfied with so easy a victory. Difficulties with foes or un¬ 
known friends, Sir Camys and Sir Campan)s, have to follow before 
all is as it should be. 

As for Am/s and Amdoun^ no Middle Age story is the superior 
of this for pathos and beauty; but it is only an adaptation of a much 
older French chanson de gcsti\ and so interests us less here than 
those romances which are either English by origin, or 
have no knewn French original, or aie adapted with 
some special difference. The third volume, w’hich con¬ 
tains the Seven Sages^ contains also Octovian Iniperaior (a story of 
some liveliness, but a very bad poem, m 317 six-lined stan/as, syllabled 
888484 and rhymed aaabab)y Sir AmadaSy and 7 'he Hunting of 
the Hare. This last, like the 'rouniament of Tottenham and some 
others, is a burlesque of some, but no extraordinary, merit. Sir 
AmadaSy w'hich has nothing to do wath Amadas and IdoynOy but is 
found, as w’e shall see, in another version, has rather less than 800 
linei in the twelve-lined stanza. It is a sort of vaiiant of Sir Cleges^ 
but the knight recovers his fortunes not by shrewxlness ^ 
but by his charity to a dead corpse which he finds in " * 

ghastly conditions, it ha\ing been kept from burial by a brutal 
creditor. The g^cneral poetical merit oi Sir Amadas is not great, 
but the situation is good, and there is one couplet which only waintecl 
a little trimming to make it a sublime one. d'he knight, having seen 
tin festering debtor, is at a feast of much splendoui 

[But] 

Sir Amadas made little cheer, 

For the dead corse that lay on biei 

Full mickle his thought was than [then]. 

The first three of the Utterson Romances —Sir Triamoury Sir 
Isenbrasy Sir Degore —are taken from early printed copies and aie 
in very lamentable state—the twelve-lined stanzas of Sir Triamouiy 
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for instance, appearing hy the grace of the copyist or the printer in 
irregular batches of threes, varying from six lines to eighteen. And 
^ ^ the curse of prose, which, with such rare exceptions, 

. tr riamout fifteenth century, is heavy on it. But 

the story, which is one of the class of queens wronged by stewards, 
is touching.^ .Still better in this respect, though even worse off in 
others, is the beautiful legend of Sir Iscnbras or Isumbras^ who in 
his domestic happiness and worldly pride forgot God, and was 
punished by the successive loss of possessions, children, and wife, 
to have them restored after he was purified by much suffering and 
gallant daring in deed. Sir Degorb (suj)posed to be = L’egare, but 
unfortunately responsible for ^^Diggory”) is a short romance in 
about looo lines of couplets celebrating the prowess of a “love- 
child.^’ Sir Gmughtur^ which Utterson w^as the first to print, is a very 
interesting and spirited variant of the story of “ Robert the Devil,” 
in between fifty and sixty twelve-lined stanzas. 

Hartshorne’s book, containing much interesting matter, and 
possessed of all the attractions of the Pickering Press, has always 
been a trial to students from its confused arrangement, its present¬ 
ment of shreds and patches, and its careless editing. But it gave 
from different Cambridge MSS. King Ai/ie/s/one, a spirited story of 
the ordeal by fiie, dating from the fourteenth century, 
twelve-lined stanza ; I\ing Edwarii and the 
S/icJ)/ierdy one of the innumerable variants of the 
favourite domice of a king* guesting incognito with his subjects; an 
extract from F/omc and Blanchejlour^ nearly the most popular of all 
medueval stones ; one from William and the Werewolf^ which being 
alliterative is reserved for the next chapter; and a great number of 
small burlesques ox fabliaux^ the I 'ournament of Tottenham^ the Boy 
and the Basin, the Cokivolds^ Dance, etc. 

The Thornton Romances 2 give the English version, not a very 
valuable or extensive one, of thcrgrcat story of Sir Berceva/e (i 4^ 
stanzas as below); another version, m twelve-lined stanzas, of Sir 
lsu7nbras j Sir Eghimour Vy/eVves), V\\e nearest to Sir Thopas 

of all the romances \n faults, and chiefly salvandum because It con¬ 
tains the name “ Christabel ”; and Sir Degravani, in the same stanza 

^ Mr Hallivvdl piinted a MS. version for tin* Percy Society, and there is another 
in the Percy Folio. The editors of this last seem to think lK.*tter than I do of the 
execution of this tale of King Aiadas and Queen Margaret and the wicked steward 
Marrock , but I quite agi ee with their praise of its spirit and substance. 

2 So called from their transcriber, a Yorkshireman, who a little before the 
middle of the fifteenth century included them (with much of the most noteworthy 
work of or attributed to Ham pole, and other things) in one of the omnium 
gatherum MS. books so fortunately fashionable in the Middle Ages. It belongs 
to Lincoln Cathedral. 
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as Sir Percevale^ a rougher but less mawkish composition. The 
companion Camden Society volume by Mr. Robson, which is chiefly 
noteworthy for the alliterative Auntyrs of Arthur (see 
next chap.), also contains a different version of Sir ^ 

AmadaSy and a non-alliterated Arthurian romance in 
sixty stanzas like Percevale and Degravanty sixteen-lined, each quat¬ 
rain consisting of a monorhymed octosyllabic triplet and a six. 

Lastly, we may mention a group of Romance which in subject has 
least interest of all, while of its most attractive members the alliter¬ 
ative story of Rauf Coily car belongs to the next chapter, and Lord 
Berners^s Huon of Bordeaux (prose) to the next Book but one. These 
are the English Charlemagne Romances, of which some at least, if 
not most, in their earlier form must date from our jiresent 
period. These are Sir Ferumbrasy a long version of the SiomancS!*^ 
French Fierabras in some 9000 lines of the six-lmed 
stanza ; the So7vdonc of Baby loney another version of the same in an 
early kind of the ballad quatrain of eights and sixes—early and long 
(3000 and odd verses) for this form ; the Siege of Milan and Roland 
and Otuely each in the twelve-lined stanza and each about 1600 lines 
long ; a fragment of an English Song of Roland. All these, with 
Caxton’s prose Charles the Great and Four Sons of Aynion, which 
will fall like Huon to be noticed hereafter, have been printed for the 
Early English Text Society. None of the romances just named is 
of the first merit or interest. Indeed, the Carlovingian epic, when 
stripped of the intense idiosyncrasy of the chanson form, hardly 
tolerates any other save prose. 



CHAPTER V 

LARLY ROMANCES—ALl-ITERATIVE 

Gawatn and the Green Kms^ht- Awntyrs oj Arthur— Willuun of Paletne 
—Joseph of luniathea —J'hc 'Thornton Morte d' Irthure —J'he Destruction 
of r?vy —The Pistyl of Sman 

The interesiing plienotneiion of the revival of taJJiteration, tlie facts 
and causes of which in the early fourteenth century have been more 
than once referred to, naturally had Us chief exercising ground in the 
field of Romance. The most remarkable of all English alliterative 
poems later than Anglo-Saxon times, the Vision amcerning Piers 
the Plo7Uinan^ falls for treatment in the next Book, and a good many 
others date only from the fifteenth century. But not a little interest¬ 
ing work belongs to the time of this cliapter 

The most intrinsically interesting examples of Alliterative Romance^ 

^ The gre.^ter pail of the work mentioned in this chapter will be found in the 
lollowmg collections, some of which include much else One or tw'o pieces w'hich 
occur by themselves will, as before, be noted later — 

{a) Pinkerton {].). S(ottish Poems, Edinburgh, 1792, which gives n version, 
with altered title, of the Awnfyrs of Arthur. 

{!)) Laing (I).). Ancient and Popular Poetiy of Scotland, ICdinburgh, 1822, 
and thrice reprinted since, including the Pistyl oj Susan and the Azvntyrs 

{c) Madden (Sir Frederick). Sir Gazvayne (Bannatyne C'lub, 1839), giving 
Gawayne and the Green Knii^ht, the Azvntyrs, etc 

{d) Robson (J ) Jhree'Metrical Romances (Camden Society, 1842), con¬ 

taining a third text of the Awniyrs. 

(e) Amours (F. J ) Scottish Alliterujive Poems (Scottish Text Society, 1897), 
containing the Pidyl of Susan and the Awntyrs. 

Much of the introductoiy matter of these books is occupied with a discussion 
of the authoiship of these jioems, into which it is impossible heie to cntei fulb, 
but of which so much has been made that a slight notice of it, with the present 
writer’s ow n conclusions, may justly be expected Wyntoun, the verse chronicler 
[vide Book iv.), dealing with a disputed point m Aitiiunan matters, cites a certain 
" Huchowme,” describing him as “of the Awle Ryale,” and saying that 

He made the great geste of Arthure, 

And the Awntyrs of (iawanc, 

'The Pjslyl also of sweet Susane. 

This has set the sfieculativc commeiitalors off at almost interminable score. 
Huchowne (Ilutcheon, Huchon, the u-.ual French accusativc-diininutive ol Hugh 
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are beyond doubt Gawain and the Green Knight^ and William of 
Palerne or William and the Werewolf The former may, like 
the latter, have had a French original, but none such is QaTvamanc/ 
known, and it stands at the head of an interesting group ^/le Green 
of Gawain Romances, which it is not fantastic to asso- 
ciate with Cumbrian rather than Welsh or Armorican traditions, but 
which are certainly Celtic in character.^ Of Gaivatn 1 have already 
observed that the identity of its author with him of the interesting 
Pearl group is not, according to my notions of literary evidence, 
proven ; but it is not impossible. The poem consists of rather more 
than 2500 lines, in a curious irregular sort of stanza, consisting of 
an uncertain number (from sixteen to twenty), mostly unrhymed, 
unmetred, but somewhat dactylically rhythmed “ four-accent ” lines 
regularly alliterated, terminating with what (juest has made it usual 
to term a “ bob and wheel,” that is to say, a single-foot iambic and 
and an eight- or six-syllabled quatrain—the five-rhymed ababa. This 
scheme, which, with variations, is not uncommon, seems to show 
that some revivers of alliteration themselves felt that it could not be 
depended upon entirely alone—that it must be backed by the charms 
of metre and rhyme. 

Even in this poem, the best of its kind, the fatal danger of allitera¬ 
tion—that the selection, or at worst invention, of the “ rhyme-words ” 
is too often solely determined by their sound, not their sense—makes 
itself painfully felt. But the author’s power is very much greater 
than that of most of his competitors in metre or in alliteration, and 
the story is one of singular interest and force. It opens with a few 
touches suggesting the very old and popular piece (also a Gawain 

or H igut’s) has been erected into a gicat |x>et of the thirteenth century, the earliest 
(or tne eailiest next to Thomas the Rhymei) of kno\Nn Scottish poets, and has 
been endowed with all, or more, or few'er of such eaily alliterative poems as are 
known to be or may possibly be of his time, the amplest appanage including 
Gaioaync and the Green Knight, the three alliterative religious pieces noticed at 
the end of chap. 111., the Pistyl, the Awntyrs, an alliterative Morte d’Arthure, 
also contained in the Thornton MS , and what not. In argument for and against 
tins the stores of dialect, allusion, diction, and the like have been literally ransacked, 
w'lth the most contradictory results lliose interested in the matter may be 
referred to the introductions in (juestion We may here safely say three things— 
(1) Nothing is known of *' Huchowne” save from Wyntoun, and Wyntoun does 
not say whiTher he was Frenchman, Englishman, or Scot, nor in what language 
he wrote , (2) It is not impossible that he may have written some of the poems 
m question, especially the extant Fidyl of Susan, which {vide infra) is at least as 
old as 1380 ; (3) There is no evidence that he waote this or any other 

^ Re-edited after Madden by Dr. Morns for the E E T.S. 

“ Gawain, unlike Lancelot, appears in the earliest handling of the story , and 
Welsh authorities always strive to put him above his rival. This is most 
curiously illustrated m the late Welsh version of the Graal story, Y Setnt Great 
(London, 1876). 
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one) of the Chevalier au Lyon or Ywain^ but soon all resemblance 
ceases. Gawain (who in all this group, as in the earlier romances 
generally, is not represented as the light o’ love that the French 
and Germans made him) undertJikes, when others quail, the adventure 
of a penlous “ Green Knight ” who enters Arthur’s hall unbidden 
and challenges any one to give him a buffet and bide one in turn. 
The king’s nephew fetches a swashing blow with his battle-axe and 
beheads the knight clean, but the trunk picks the head up, mounts 
the green steed with it in hand, and departs, after the lips of the 
severed head have given Gawain his venue at the Green Chapel on 
New Year’s Day twelvemonth. When the appointment draws near 
Gawain arms himself splendidly and rides alone through England to 
North Wales in quest of his doom. He is royally guested at a castle 
where the knight welcomes him warmly, and the lady even more so, 
and where he is told that the Green Chapel is close at hand. His 
host proposes a bargain—that they shall exchange whatever they 
gam in hunting or otherwise—and Gawain grants it. The host hunts 
with great success, but Gawain stays at home. He is tempted by 
the chatelaine, but resists so far as only to take a kiss. He keeps his 
word on receiving the host’s game by giving him a kiss, though he 
will not (as indeed he need not) tell him where he got it. A second 
day witnesses the same events ; but on the third the lady, who now 
very nearly overcomes the knight’s steadfastness, forces on him her 
girdle, which has the virtue of making the wearer invulnerable. This 
temptation is too much for him when he thinks of his perilous 
adventure, and he takes it (with “ kisses three ”) under promise of 
secrecy. Accordingly when swappmg-time ^ comes he gives his host 
the kisses, but says nothing about the girdle. The reader anticipates 
the result. The host is the Green Knight, though not even at the 
last, when in his fantastic garb he meets Gawain and deals the 
deadly blow, does he reveal this. Gawain flinches (“ shunts”) at the 
first stroke, but manfully bides another, which only gives him a flesh 
wound. He draws his sword, prepared to fight it out as the wager 
is accomplished, but the knight leans calmly on his axe and reveals 
the truth. He and his wife agreed to tempt Gawain, who came out 
scatheless except in his acceptance, through caution, if not exactly 
cowardice, of the girdle-lace, and his failure to give it up according to 
compact. Therefore he saved his life, but lost his blood. The 
knight, Bernlac de Hautdesert (who is one of Morgane la Faye’s), 
forgives him, gives him the lace, and all ends happily. The high 
and yet not mawkish morality of the piece is well matched by the 
telling, and the romance is certainly one of our very best. 


J 'I'his ib no slang —the word “ swap ” is in the text. 
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The still more cAirious, though as literature inferior, Aniurs or 
Awntyrs (adventures) of Arthur at the Tame Watheling (Tarn 
Wadling in Cumberland), but for its strong and regular 
alliteration, might have been put in the last chapter. 

For here the unrhymed tirades of the Green Knight 
become regular nine-lined stanzas, rhymed (rather imperfectly, it 
is true) ababababc. There is no “ bob,^’ but the “ wheel ” consists 
of a triplet and singleton rhymed ddde. The story opens in a strange 
Jind promising manner with the apparition to Gawain and the 
Queen of a specially loathly spirit, the ghost of Guinevere’s mother, to 
give her good advice, and this is told with some power; but the 
romance then declines into an ordinary fight between Gawain and 
Sir Galleron of Galway. We have three texts of it in the Douce, 
Thornton, and Ireland-Blackburne MSS. respectively ; and all three 
have been printed in the collections referred to in the note at the 
beginning of this chapter. The language is in no case ‘‘ Scots ”— 
indeed, as we shall see later, it could not be ; but it is in all Northern, 
like that of almost the whole of the poems of this group, and in at 
least one form, that of the Ireland-Blackburne version, it is distinctly 
uncomely, not to say barbarous, though this rather suits the grisli¬ 
ness of the ghost. 

William and the Werewolf or JVilliam of Palernei^ less 
original, so far as we know, than the Green Knight^ but pretty freely 
adapted from its extant French model, is in plain and unadulterated 
‘‘four-accent” verses, directly comparable with Piers 
Plowman^ of the oldest version of which it may be ten ^^pale^ef 
or fifteen years the elder. The story of a missing heir 
fostered by a werewolf, who is himself the victim of machinations, 
is interesting, and the execution sometimes capital. Indeed, it is 
superior to the Green Knight itself in one point, the rejection of 
uncouth or manufactured words for the mere sake of alliteration. 

Two important Arthurian poems, one certainly and the other 
very probably dating from this period, belong to the plain unrhymed 
and unstanza-ed variety of alliterative verse. One of these is on 
foseph of Arimathea^ and the other is the long 
alliterative Morte d^Arthure of the Thornton MS., which J^fnatfua. 
has had its claims put in as the “great geste” of 
Huchowne. The date of this MS. is, as has been said, much later 
than our present period; but in view of its other contents this is no 
argument. foseph is contained in the Vernon MS., and there¬ 

fore certainly ours here. 

It is of no great length—about 700 lines—and does not seem, 


^ Ed. Skeat, E.E.T.S. 
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though it is incomplete, to have been ever much longer ; it is only a 
paraphrase of the constantly reworked legend of its subject, and it 
has no special literary characteristics. Yet it has interest for us, like 
so much else, because it shows the set of the tide—not in this case 
the main set but an important “ overfall—m the alliterative direction, 
and the way in which the great “matters” of mediajval inteiest were 
being at the moment handled in England. 

The alliterative Morte (VArthure^ is a much bigger thing, ex¬ 
tending to over 4000 lines, and possessed of distincter literary 
character. It belongs in point of matter to what may be generally 

The Thornton “ ^**'^**^ ” romance type of the 

Moite AiThiirian story, and busies itself, like the older versions 
d Art hint story generally, with the king’s wars against 

the Romans chiefly, ignoring the more romantic, and even the more 
mystical, parts of the legend almost or altogether. But it is a 
vigorous piece, employing its somewhat rugged and clumsy implement 
of verse with a sort of sword- or rather axe-play which is refreshing 
and effective, and calling to its aid a vocabulary well suited to the 
subject and style, and sufficiently individual. Few will wash for a 
complete literature of such poems; but w^e could endure several 
more as good as this Morie (VArthure. 

Among its actual companions it seems to have had pieces dealing 
w'ith both the great classical subjects of mediaeval romance, Alexander 
and Tioy ; but the alliterative poems on the first subject wffiich can 
I’hc probably referred to this period are but fragmentary.- 

De&ttuction It is otlierw'isc with the great Dcstriidton of Troy wffiich 
of'iroy possess 111 plainly alliterated verse, and wfliich is not 

impossibly older than 1400, This is a huge poem of over 14,000 
lines, translated wMth a certain amount of freedom from the popular 
compilation on the subject by Guido Colonna, written in a Northern 
or North Midland dialect, and containing no sort of identification of 
author or time of composition, though attempts have been made to 
father it on the usual Huchowne. It is less rugged than the Morte 
d^Arthure^ and a good deal less picturesque, though appearances are 
unfairly against the poet when he says in his penultimate line “ Now 
the f roses is put plainly to end,^^ for he only means “process.” On 
the whole, it is by no means unreadable, long as it is, and every now 
and then, in some of the interminable fighting, in some storm passages, 
in the account of the death of Ulysses at the hands of Telegonus, 
and in the Troilus and Briseida** episodes, the writer contrives to 


* Ed Perry, E. E. T. S. ~ See note at end of chaptei. 

^ E. E T S., ed. Pantoii and Donaldson 

^ The retention of this loriii of the name is peihaps an argument for an 
early date. Foi by 1400 the authonl) of Chaucei would most probably have 
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acquit himself very fairly. But it does not compare well with 
Its chief rival in the same “matter” on the metrical side, King 
Alisaiinder, 

And so we come to the Pisiyl of Susan^ one of the smallest in 
bulk, but, for reasons already given and others, one of the most remark¬ 
able. It IS a versification of the pleasant piece of poetical justice 
which, as “not found in the Hebrew” of the Book of 
Daniel, was turned out from the Canon into the Apo- ^^s^usan! 
crypha of the English Bible, but is still to be found 
there, and was, until recent tamperings with the Lectionary, regularly 
read as First Lesson at Even-song in the Church of England on 
22nd November. The earliest version (there are four others dating 
from the fifteenth centur>) is found m the great Vernon MS. of 
the Bodleian Library, one of the hugest of its kind, containing some 
800 very large pages filled with religious compositions, and put by 
experts at not later than 1 380. 

Susan contains exactly 366 verses (a number perhaps not fortu¬ 
itous) arranged in one of the varieties (the eight-line with bob and 
wheel) of the peculiar alliterated and rhymed stanzas already described. 
The alliteration is heavy—four alliterated w^ords being often, and I 
think five sometimes, crowded into a not very long line. But it is 
very well managed, and the poem is distinctly above the average not 
merely of its class, but of mediawal verse generally. The author 
follows the Vulgate narratue closely as a framework, but amplifies 
and embroiders in the usual fashion, and occasionally breaks in with 
a completely original addition. The two chief of these (of unequal 
value') are one of the stock mediaeval gardens, with apples and 
pomegranates, parrots and goldfinches as serenely mingled as in 
the Su'iss Family Robinson^ and a most beautiful stanza describing 
the parting of Susanna and her husband Joachim — 

She fell dow'ii flat on the flooi, hei fere when she found, 

C'arped [spokej to him kindly, as she full w'ell couthe (could) ; 

“Iw'is 1 thee wrathed newer at my witand (watting), 

Neither in w'oid nui in work, in eld nor in youth.” 

She cowered up on hei knees and kissed his hand— 

“ Foi 1 am damned, 1 not daie disparage thy mouth.” 

Was nevei more soriowful segge (man) by sea nor by sand, 

Ne nevei a soiiier sight by north ne by south. 

Then there 

They took the fetters off her feet, 

And evei he kissed that sweet. 

“ In other w orlds shall we meet,” 

Said he no mair. 


whelmed “ Briseis ” and " Bnseida ” once foi all in " Ciessid ’’ Yet some think 
that Chaucci's froilus is releried to 
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Huchowne or no Huchowne, the man who wrote that was a poet 
in form and in fact. Nor does his dealing “disparage’’ the mouth of 
Daniel when that youthful prophet comes to judgment and addresses 
the elders (indeed they richly deserved it) in language of extreme 
directness. 1 

^ to Second Edition —The upcertajn^^af t-darte- 'tlie Alexander 

nlliterativii romances the first edition of this book, first, irresolution 

whether to notice them here or later, and then (by an aci'ident, to which most 
writers in this kind ha\e 1 suppose at sonic time or other fallen victims) the 
unintentional omission of any furthei notice of them. As at present accessible 
(the Scottish Text Society pi onuses further publication) m the Roxburghc Club 
issues (ed. Stevenson), and in those of the IC E. T. S (ed Skeat), they consist of 
two short fragments and one long one. This latter (C of Skeat, Is. E. T. S. 
1886) in the longest vcision extends to nearly 6000 lini-s of the usual character, 
giving the fabulous history of the heio from the usual starting-point of Nectanebus 
(see p 89) to the Conquest of Babylon, and including the correspondence of 
Alexander and Dindimus (seep 28 noU) 'Ihis also appears in one of the 
shorter fragments (B of Skeat, E E T S 1878) while the other (A of Skeat 
j)i lilted in Ills Wil/iam of Palernc, E. E. T S 1867) deals with earlier parts of 
the story None of the three exhibits remarkable poetical merit, and their 
authorship (plural or singular) though it has been discussed as usual, is quite 
unknown. The long poem is, howcvei, interesting for comparison with the 
rhymed version noticed above, and, if inferior in some points, shows the 
superior vigour, as well as capacity, of the long alliteiativc line. 

Note to Third Edition —I observe that the short piece of Chevalcre A^signe 
("The Knight of the .Swan,” E 1868) has also been overlooked It is 

not wanting either m vigour or in pathos , but the alliterative verse is even less 
rhythmical than usual. 
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INTERCHAPTER II 

TflE incorrectness, or at least the insufficiency, of that view of literature 
and literary criticism which despises the historic estimate, and bids 
us look only to “ the best and principal things,” is perhaps nowhere 
illustrated in a more complete and damaging fashion than by the 
period of which I have endeavoured to give some account in the 
foregoing Book. With exceptions, rare in number and almost 
infinitesimal in proportional bulk, it contains nothing that can, by the 
widest inclusion and the kindliest judgment that retains critical 
competence, be described as “best” or “principal” in relation to 
literature at large. Whether even these exceptions—a lyric or two of 
the calibre of AHsojj, a passage here and there in Layamon and the 
Romances, the flashes of intensity in the author of Cleanness^ the 
melancholy music of The Pearl and some of the Hampolian poems, the 
simple and pathetic parting of Susanna and Joachim quoted just now— 
whether even they reach the fringe of the best things may be questioned 
without excessive severity. Under a still lower and more accommo¬ 
dating standard this Early Middle English literature demands, in 
ordei to enjoy much of it as literature, a kind of pre-established 
harmony of taste in the reader, not a little acquaintance with other 
letters, and a certain though not a very great amount of patience 
and preparation in the mere rudiments. Every now and then, 
especially in the alliterative poems, the strange combination of 
elaborate pains and insufficient accomplishment or taste will posi¬ 
tively disgust; in almost every case an impatient temper must know 
how to avoid, or a patient one how to endure, vast overdoses of ill- 
baked bread to a modicum of sack, vast stretches of literary desert 
to a few not always quite paradisaical oases. 

And yet there is no portion of English literature the study of 
which can be wholly pretermitted with greater danger, none the study 
of which is repaid by greater increase of understanding, and even of 
enjoyment, in regard to the rest. It is desirable, no doubt, that the 
student — even that the reader, who, though he may not call 
himself a student, wishes to read intelligently—should read Anglo- 
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Saxon literature ; but it can hardly be said to be necessary. In 
certain points, and those of the most importance, some acquaintance 
with Middle English literature before Chaucer may be said to be an 
absolute necessity. Fortunately we now only preach to the converted 
when we insist on, the necessity of understanding Chaucer in order 
to understand what follows him ; before long, let us hope, it will be 
equally unnecessary to dwell mut!^h On the hopelessness of understand 
ing Chaucer unless w have some understanding of what he followed 

Let us see, then, what the three hundred years which passed since 
the date of our last summary, in the first of these interchapters, had done 
for English literature, what they had put ready as accomplished facts 
for acceptance or rejection m tlie way of materials and m the way of 
tools for any one who felt the vocation of writing about, or a little after, 
the middle of the fourteenth century 

In the first place, though this concerns ns least, and is moreover 
a now generally accepted fact, they had provided a language which, 
disguised a little by the occasional retention of obsolete forms of 
letters, by unsettled and capricious spelling, and by dialectic 
variations, possessing still a considerable number of obsolete words, 
and lacking as yet some of the terms of art and thought which the 
translators, and especially the prose writers, of the fifteenth century 
were to add, was to all intents and purposes English — not Old 
English, not Middle English, but English, uith still a chip or fleck 
of shell m the shape of an inflection only half discarded upon it, but 
about to cast even these off. 'I'lic notion of Chaucer as having 
flooded the language with French words in ('ontradistinction to the 
sound Saxon vocabulary of his contemporary Laiigland died hard, 
and perhaps simulates life even yet ; but its obstinacy in surviving is 
merely Partridgean. 

If less general adhesion be given to the proposition that English 
metre was also, m the rough at least, fully created, that, I believe, is 
chiefly due to the much inferior attention which has been given to 
the subject. It is true that the formative period of piosody had not 
yet ceased, and that the genius o{ the four masters, Chaucer himself, 
Spenser, Shakespeare, and Milton (to whom it is perhaps but just to 
add Surrey and Marlowe), had to be applied before all the resources 
of English m this respect were at the command of whosoever chose— 
and chooses—to use them. It is true that at the actual time a revolt, 
and a rather formidable one, was being made by alliterative rhythm 
against metre. This went some way, and if Langland had had 
variety, flexibility, range, equal to his intensity—especially if he had 
had anything like Chaucer’s command of phrase—it might have gone 
farther. But the truth is that alliteration, with its tyrannous restriction 
to the word which must be, not the word which ought to be, chosen, 
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is the deadly foe of phrase itself, and consequently of style, and could 
not have triumphed. On the other hand, English metrical writers 
themselves had to unlearn something and to learn much. They had 
to get rid of the final a live thing once, but now somewhat like a half¬ 
dead but not severed branch on a tree. They had to get rid of the 
superstition of the central pause, and of strict syllabic number, 
which they derived, though thw fought agai;ist both, from their 
Ercnch models, and in the fir't case from the grasp of the “dead 
hand” of Anglo-Saxon itself lUit 150 years at least of stead) 
practice, of constant pressure of metrical form, on the yielding but 
by no means merely passive body of older rln thm, had got the 
poetical capacities of the language into real shape, had made not a 
merely mechanical junction, but a true graft. I'he octosyllabic and 
decasyllabic, with the trisyllabic variance in each, were already 
established, a crowd of ballad and romance combinations of eights 
and sixes was in existence, the rhymed, loose-pi\ oted line of the Moral 
Ode and Robert of Gloucester, with the unrhymed double stave 
of the alliterators, were ready between them to produce a family of 
metres of greater compass than the decasyllabic—the Alexandrine, 
the iambic or trochaic fourteener, the tetrameter anapa'stic. It is true 
that the actual production of these in any satisfactory form was 
postponed for a century and more ; but that is merely one of the 
constant accidents of literary history, and we shall perhaps be able to 
give some explanation of it when ue come to sum up the fifteenth 
century itself. 

Of advance in the direction of kinds and subjects we have to 
speak with more reserves and allowances. In some cases there is 
even a filling back ; thus Early Middle English is entirely destitute 
of the sound and valuable, 4 f not extremely accomplished, original 
historic prose that wc find in Anglo-Sa.xon. Indeed, in the whole 
domain of prose there is at best a stationary state, at most and more 
commonly a distinct decline. Nor is this in the least surprising. 
Prose is, far more than verse, a matter of practice and copying; and 
by the tenth century—the best age of Anglo-Saxon prose — that 
language had had experience plentiful in bulk and extensive m time, 
if a little restricted in kind. The disorganisation which necessarily 
attended the remaking- of the language made this practice to at 
least some extent useless and obsolete, while there were no models 
for the new tongue except Latin, inasmuch as none of the modern 
vernaculars (except Icelandic) had any prose worth speaking of to 
give it. We shall indeed see that no really good English prose 
appeared till a long apprenticeship in translating Latin and French 
had supplied this want. Meanwhile, such prose as there was, was 
more than ever exclusively religious. 
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This meant in its turn that all new kinds and subjects, whether 
suitable or not, had to be treated in verse, and they were so treated. 
It has been often enough pointed out that, to compensate for its 
drawbacks, verse had at least one merit, that in a non-reading age it 
was better suited for reading or reciting aloud to others. At any 
rate, its predominance is an undisputed fact, and one on which it is 
not necessary to dwell. Homilies and paraphrases of the Bible, 
narrative historical and narrativ'e fictitious, rudimentary science, 
political satire, anything and everything found a vehicle in verse of 
kinds nearly as various as the subjects, but with the skipping 
octosyllable or the suingung, if not yet \cr\' smoothl) swingung", 
foilrtccner for preference. Mach of this \crsc (and that not merely 
in the Romance section) is pleasant and profitable to read even now. 
But comparatively little of it can be said to be fully accomplished as 
literature, and almost the whole of it is pervaded by a characteristic 
not new (for it confronts us almost equally in Anglo-Saxon) ; not in 
the least surprising, for it w^as practically inevitable ; but necessarily 
affecting the interest and merit of the whole in an unfavourable 
way. 

This characteristic comes from the fact that the great majority of 
the literature of the period is certainly, and that all but an infinitesimal 
part of it is probably, not original literature at all but translation. It 
is true that translation was not then so entirely unoriginal a thing as 
it is—as it prides and boasts itself upon being—now. Unkind 
critics have suggested that at least one reason why the mecliiEval 
translator allowed himself such liberties was that he had not the 
scholarship to be faithful; kind ones may prefer to sec in it at least some¬ 
thing of native literary aspiration, and the desire not merely to tread 
in the exact footsteps of another. But wbat is certain is that in 
English and at this time really original writing—writing ‘‘ out of a 
man’s own head ”—is so rare as to be, in important instances, almost 
unknown. When a man did not, as the enormous majority of the 
romance-writers and not a few others certainly did, merely translate more 
or less loosely a single precedent work, he either compiled from several 
or (as must have been the case with even the more original religious 
writers from him of the Ancren Riwle downwards) wrote on subjects 
which had been so frequently handled, and which had such a large 
stock of prescribed and expected commonplaces and common forms 
appertaining to them, that his work has almost the character of a 
translation, or at least compilation. Nothing is more singular, more 
characteristic, or more puzzling in mediaeval literature than 
the immense mass of its additions to the literary stock of the 
world, not merely in mere bulk of wanting, but in new themes, new 
touches, new handling of all sorts—contrasted with the almost impos- 
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sibility of attributing any large original increments of the kind to 
single persons. It is not made, it grows. The great Arthurian 
legend itself is only the crowning example of the kind. In a few 
years this passes from the barest and most unpromising scantlings 
first, and then from an ingenious but not specially poetical sham 
history like a hundred others, to the stateliest and most elaborate 
structure of romance that exists. And how, from whom, exactly 
when, exactly where all this C9mes nobody knows, though in the 
desperation of craving for knowledge men have consrantly thought 
and asserted that they knew. Nor is this the only point of the kind 
m which the Middle Ages resemble the enchanted forests of which 
they were so fond. Nothing happens as it might be expected to 
happen, the land which pretty certainly fuinished the materials of 
the legend does not furnish the language m which it is first told ; 
the language decoys the investigator away from the real fatherland of 
the story. “ Everything is somebody else’s,^’ as the pathetic-humorous 
complaint of later fiction has it. 

Yet to those who . an be content to acquiesce in ignorance of an 
authorship which is, after all, a matter of very little consequence, and 
in whom the artificial thirst for Qitellen^ for origins, does not master 
the natural one for the water or wine of literature, whether fresh- 
drawn from spring, fresh-pressed from grape, or transfused through a 
do 7 en vessels, provided only it be clear and well-tasted—there is 
little disappointment and much satisfaction in the literature, even the 
English literature, of this period. If the writers seldom absolutely 
created for themselves, they are as a rule careful never to leave any 
capital that may come into their hands entirely unimproved, if it be 
only by fresh borrowings and combinations. And it is perhaps not 
lesb leasonable and more fair to suspect that their additions were, in 
many cases at any rate, not borrowings -at all but original gifts— 
that the creative fancy, too shy and distrustful of itself to go alto¬ 
gether alone, took its opportunity of exercise under cover and with 
the assistance of what existed already. At any rate, till we know to 
the contrary, there is no harm, for instance, in giving Layamon the 
ciedit of Argante and the elves ; and if it should unluckily turn out 
.after all that he does not deserve it, why, we can at worst transfer that 
credit to somebody else. The thing is important in literature, not the 
man. 

Moreovei, for those at least who are fortunate enough to take 
interest not merely in the thing, but in the way in which it 
is treated, the manner in which it is done, this Middle English 
period has plenty of attraction besides that chief one of prosody, 
which has been sufficiently brought out. Not only is the mere word- 
hoard regularly, if at first slowly, increasing, but the uses of it are 

I 
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varying, multiplying, acquiring cleftnest* and artistic value with every 
author and in every book. Here we have the rough draft of a word¬ 
play or a conceit familiar in Elizabethan writers. There we see (in a 
pamphlet published by Wynkyn de Worde, and translated from the 
French, it is true, but no doubt much older in both languages) an early 
form of the trap by which Goldsmith for once avenged himself on 
Johnson, and actually obtained an acknowledgment of his victory. 
Here again a familiar cadence in verse, there (it is true very rarely 
as yet) a memorable rhythm in prose, connects itself, for those who 
have the fortune to recognise the connection, with better things, or at 
least other things, to come. We are still in the workshop, and hardly 
any master workman has yet appeared, Inu opus fervet and the 
master himself is at hand. 
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chaitckr’s life and poems 

r^ifo—Probal)ly «ipunous Tales—Other cjiiestioned work—The arguments for and 
against it—Admittedly genuine work—The thiec pciiodb—'I'hc Romaunt oj 
the Rose —'Fhe Minor Poems— Troihi^ and C/cs<;id —The House of Fame — 
The Legend of Good Women —The Canterbuiy Talt\. 

It was somewliat past the middle of the fourteenth century when the 
long process of incubation and experiment which we have followed 
froni the cessation of the Af 7 g/o-Saxo?i Ch^'onicle to Hampole, Minot, 
and the revival of alliterative verse, culminated in a generation of 
positively accomplished, and in some cases positively known, 
poets and prose-writers. Chaucer is not the earliest of these ; 
he is not, as is sometimes still openly said, and perhaps 
much more frequently thought, the only one w^orthy of attention. 
But he is by so much the greatest figure, that he deserves to give, as 
he has always given, name to the period, and to have precedence of 
those who, like Gower possibly, Langland, if Langland it was, and 
Wyclif pretty certainly, had the start of him in literary performance. 

The life of Chaucer has for the greater part of a century had its 
full share of that touching, if not always intelligent, devotion which 
justifies the theory that the human race is not after all indifferent to 
its heroes. We know indeed_very little about him that ^ 
jjas evea the slightest eopnection JW'ith literature ; and 
we are bidden to give up the idea that he once beat a Franciscan 
friar in Fleet Street — which is picturesque and not impossible. 
We know that Cecilia de Chaumpaigne pardoned him or released 
him de rapiii meoj but we have no portrait of Cecilia, we know 
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nothing about her, and there is no more interesting probability about 
the matter itself than that 7 \iptus incus was one of those abductions 
of heiresses for purely mercenary reasons which were extremely 
common in mcduxval times and later, perhaps as late as the days and 
experiences of Henry Fielding. We know the pots of wine cassigncd 
as Chaucer’s allowances, the details of his court suits as a page, and 
a great many other even less interesting details ; but for the real 
Chaucer, the man, the poet, we arc left to the poems ^ and our own 
imagination, being perhaps not the moie unhappy tlierefor. 

/ * There is no positive c\ idence of the date of Chaucer’s birth ; for 
that of his death, 1400, we have not only tradition but the strong 
circumstantial proof that his pensions ceased to be paid at that time. 
The birth-date used to be fixed at 1328, and is now shifted to 1340, 
for leasons which must be sought in the biographTcs. The older 
date suits better with the acknowledged fact that Chaucer was an old 
man when he died ; the new with most known circumstances of his 
life. ^ lie was pretty certainly the son of John and Agnes Chaucer, 
the former a citizen and vintner of London, who had a house in 
Thames Street. The separation between Court and City w'as not in 
mediieval days by any means sharp or total, and John Chaucer was 
not only a citizen and ^ intner, but held a post in the Royal House¬ 
hold which necessitated his accompanying King Edward and Queen 
Philippa to the Continent in 1338. Nor is there any doubt that 
Geoffrey Chaucer himself was in close and constant connection with 
the Royal Family. ^ 

* Ihe first link of this connection has been presumably found in 
some arroLints for the household of Lionel, Edward’s son, which record 
the provision of cloth, etc, and money allowances to a Geoffrey 
Chaucer in 1357. 'I'wo years later, he served in the army which 
invaded France, was taken prisoner, and ransomed in March 1360. 
In 1367 he had a pension of 20 marks as valet of the King’s 
chamber. In 1370, 1372, 1377, and 1378 he was employed on 
diplomatic missions abroad, the second and fourth extending as far 
as Italy, with practically certain r^^sults on his literary work. We 
cannot find space here for the successive grants, from pitchers of 
wine to pensions, which he received for those and other serv ices, with 
^their cessations, restorations, diminutions, and augmentations, all 
which the biographers record to the uttermost farthing. The most 
important and interesting of these details are that in 1374 he received 
from the Corporation of London a lease for life of the gate-house at 
Aldgate, which he actually held for many years ; and that a little 

^ J'^ditiorib are extremely numerous , the standard library form is that of Pro¬ 
fessor Skeal’s work (Clarendon Press), in six volumes, with a seventh containing 
what modern philological scholarship rcgauls as the ( luiucerian Apocrypha. 
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later he was appointed Comptroller of Customs in the port of London. 
His prosperity ebbed and flowed with that of the sections of the royal 
house to which he was more particularly attached, and was at its 
worst during the predominance of the Duke of (iloucester under 
Richard II. But though Chaucer was faithful to the latter, the 
accession of Henry of Bolingbroke did him no harm, as he had been 
attached of old to John of Ciaunt. It seems that he probably died at 
Westminster, where he had taken a house not long before. He was 
certainly married ; his wife pretty certainly died in 1387 ; and he had 
a son named L ewis , to whom in 1391 he \ cry agreeably dedicated his 
Treatise on the Astrolabe. ) But his wife, whose name w'as apparently 
Philippa, is rather a shadow'y personage, her identification as sister 
to Katherine Roet or Swinford, last wife of John of Gaunt, being 
rather probable than proved. Nor is there much positive evidence 
of Chaucer’s formerly alleged connection with W'oodstock or of his 
fatherhood of the Thomas Chaucer who became a ])erson of w ealth 
and importance later ^ Nor is it superfluous to add a word of 
caution on the attempts made to take the personal descriptions in 
the Prologue to Sir Thopas as authentic. Nothing apparently will 
cure commentators of this rashness, not even the diminutive figure 
which Thackeray has subjoined to his own pretty faithful delinea¬ 
tion of the face of Michael Angelo Titmarsh. What manner of 
man Chaucer was mentally w'e can see with infallible certainty 
from his w'ork ; what he was physically is quite unimportant and 
utterly uncertain, though there is a fair chance that the so-called 
Occleve portrait, occurring in a MS. of that writer’s work, may be 
genuine. 

On the work itself (and in this case much more reasonably) 
infinite pains have also been spent; but heic also w’e meet with 
difficulties. There was, of course, m Chaucer’s time no regular 
“ publication ” of literature ; and not only m that time, but for long 
afterwards, precise dating of w'ork was an exception and an accident, 
w’hilc precise attribution of it wsas rarer still. In the fifteenth and 
sixteenth centuries, both in M.SS. and early printed copies, a very 
heterogeneous mass of material came to pass under Chaucer’s name. 
This mass, which it has been the business of the last century to sift, 
may be conveniently found m Chalmers’s Toeis, and it may, stopping 
short for the moment of all controversial matter whatever, be divided 
into four classes :— 

^ At the same time, it is not to be too lightly rejected, for the authority is 
Thomas Gascoigne (the author of the Liter Verttahnn, partly edited by the late 
Mr. Thorold Rogers), who was born but a year 01 two at most after Chaucer’s 
death, was later C^hancellor of Oxford, in which University he lesided almost all 
his life, and was a man interested in letters, inquisitive, and usually wcll-iniormed. 
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I. What IS certainly, or so probably as to amount to ceitainty, 
Chaucer’s. 

II. What is certainly not Chaucer’s. 

III. What, on grounds which can be admitted by strictly 
literary and comparative criticism, is probably not Chaucer’s. 

IV. What, on grounds doubtful to such criticism, has been 
rejected by some. 

With the matter contained m the second class, such as Lydgate’s 
Tah of Thebes and Henryson’s Testament of C 7 'cssid^ we need not 
trouble ourselves. It never had any business where it was, and such 
of It as deserxes notice wall have that notice elsewhere. I'he third 

Probably divisioii, though Containing some interesting work also, 

spurious may be briefly dismissed. 'Phe Tale of Gamelyn^ a 
capital ballad-romance in rough but spirited eights and 
sixes, containing a version of the story on w^hich Shakespeare founded 
As You Like It^ is the best of the division and an excellent thing. '' 
But neither metre, language, dialect, style, nor anything else about it 
is in the very slightest degree Chaucerian. It belongs distinctly to 
the class of poetry which, whether he contemned it or not, he 
certainly eschewed ; and it could only be his as a literary tour de forte 
entirely out of character wuth the age. So too the less excellent 
Plowman\s Tale, in eight-lined stanzas of eights rhymed ababbebe, 
though less good than the Gamelyn, is equally or even more 
un-Chaucerian. It is a half-mystical satire, evidently written by some 
one who had both Chaucer and Langland before him, and who chose 
to throw the matter (as far as he could catch it) of the one into the 
form (as far as he could conceive it) of the other. Here again 
Chaucer could only have written the thing as a tour dc force, 
as a kind of parody, in the spirit of the nineteenth, or at farthest 
back of the eighteenth, century, not of his own time. The Tale of 
Beryn, or Second Merdianfs Talc, with its Prologue The Pardoner 
ami The Tapster, is un-Chaucerian in metre rather than in char¬ 
acter, but the external attiibution to Chaucer is late and weak. 

The case is very different with another class of work, which, 
unlike this last, passed the vigolant and eminently literary scrutiny of 
Tyrw'hitt, but has during the past thirty years been black-marked 

Other ownng to the operation of a class of argument which 
questioned was, I believe, started by the late Mr. Henry Brad- 
shaw, and which has been perfected by L'r. Skeat. The 
powder of literary, or at least bibliographical, divination which Mr. 
Bradshaw possessed does not seem to have been exaggerated, any 
more than the “magnetic” force of his personal character. And 
it is impossible for any one who has the slightest knowledge of 
the immense erudition and the imw^earied kindness of the present 
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Professor of Anglo-Saxon at Cambridge to speak of him with dis¬ 
respect. Further, there is the difficulty that the class of argument 
in question, itself resting on extremely minute points of linguistics, 
phonetics, and other “ sciences of the border,” as wc may perhaps call 
them, seems to demand an equal specialism from those who would 
attempt to meet it. Yet the criticism which would exclude from the 
Chaucerian canon such things not merely as the Court of Love and 
The Flower and the Leaf but in whole or in part the existing English 
version of the Romance of the Rosc^ which we know' that Chaucer did 
translate, cannot be allow-ed to pass f[uile unchallenged by those 
whom it docs not satisfy.^ 

This criticism rests, as I understand it, upon tw'o points—alleged 
differences of language, which, in the Court of I.ove especially, is said 
to be much later than Chaucer’s lime ; and still more, alleged differ¬ 
ences of rhyme. Few can lay much real stress on such aiguinents 
as that The Flower and the Leaf must have been written b)* a 
woman because the supposed narrator is addressed as “ daughter ” 
—an argument which w'ould prove, among ten thousand other 
agreeable absurdities, that Fatima was not written by the author 
of L.ocksley Hall^ and that Sir David Lyndsay was a four-legged 
creature. 

It is said more seriously that Chaucer in his certain w'orks never 
rhymes such a word z.%grenc^ in which the final e still existed, to such 
a word as been^ where it was not; that he never rhymes^ and/^, and 
so forth. And upon pleas of the kind an injunction against ticket¬ 
ing the incriminated poems as even possibly Chaucer's has been 
sought, and commonly taken as granted. 

This question, of course, cannot here be argued at length, but it 
is far too important to be passed over altogether. And as similar 
arguments, mutatis mutandis^ are applied to much in¬ 
teresting work of otheis before the Restoration, I may arguments 
be allow^ed briefly to state three demurrers, 111 ascending 
order of what seems to me cogency, which justify, 
again as it seems to me, suspension of judgment in all the cases 
where these arguments are brought. 

A. 7 'he first and weakest (being merely ad homines, but still stronger 
than others) is that the black-maikers should agree a little better 
among themselves. The English A’c.vc, for instance, has been split 
up, and the very parts which are granted to Chaucer by one critic 

^ It does not seem necessmv to dwell on all the Apocrypha, many of the 
pieces having very small inteicsl The Cuckoo aiid the Nightingale a little, 
chiefly tiom its possible connection with The Oivl and the Nightingale, and its 
possible influence on Milton’s first sonnet later. It is now attributed by the 
Separatists to one Sir Thomas Clanvowe. 
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on these principles are denied to him by another. A calculus which 
brings out contradictory results is not quite a calculus to accept with¬ 
out reservation. 

B. The second and much stronger is that the malcontents 
practically beg the question. They exclude certain work from con¬ 
sideration to get at Chaucer’s rhymes ; they draw an infeience from 
the remainder; and then they argue back to the exc luded parts and 
declare them not genuine, when they have not themselves been 
allowed to give evidence. We might as well exclude the “classical” 
experiments m the appendix to Efioch Ardcft^ because theie is no 
trace of such scansion in the mass of Tennyson’s voluminous 
work. 

But the third ai'gument, and by far the strongest of all, is 
this :— 

C. If a poem be m metre, rhyme, or language distinctly oltfcr 
than Its alleged author’s time, then it may fairly be pronounced not 
his, unless the habits of the age permit the supposition of deliberate 
archaism. But if it be yomt^er^ no argument can be founded upon 
that fact alone, because copyists may always have been responsible 
for the model nisation. And as a mattei of fact we have but one 
MS. for th-e Court of Lo 7 >e and none for 'J'he Fioiucr and the Leaf — 
facts of which the importance cannot be exaggerated. 

These arguments do not appeal to me to have received sufficient 
answer, and they are therefore put on record here, with the 
caution that I do not by any means asseit that Chaucer wrote the 
English Rose^ or The Flower and the Leaf or the Court of Love. 
There is not evidence enough for that.^ Moreover, Chaucer can do 
more than well without the poems, and the poems are quite pretty 
enough to stand by themselves.^' If The Flower and the Leaf is 
middle fifteenth century, the Court of Love early sixteenth, as the 
prevailing opinion holds, supported by at least a general consensus 
of the chief authorities in the philological treatment of English, then 
there are two unknown English poets of those two dates who have 
each left nothing else, and who weiKj not every-day poets. 

The works which, by the severest modern criticism, are left as 
indisputably Chaucer’s arc as follows ;~ 

^ There is even evidence, of a much stronger kind than that on which the 
Separatists rely, against it. V'or instance, it may fairly be ouestioned whether 
Chaucer would have compared grass to “ giccn wool," as the author of The 
Flower and the Leaf is made to do. He was the less Chaucei for the time if he 
did. 

- The Flower and the Leaf is put by the Separatists about 1440, in the dead 
waste and middle of the night of English poetry , the Court of Love at about 1500, 
when that night saw only the broken dreams of llawes and the cockcrow of 
Skelton, or about 1530, still before dawn. 
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(_A translation (whether it be in whole, in part, or in no part, 
that still existing) of the Roman de la Rose. 

A considerable body of Min or P oems, original and translated— 
The Book of the Duchess., The Complaints of Mars and ^Ydnuttediy 
Venusj The Parliament of Fowls, An(n)elida and Arate, genuine 
with about a score of short pieces, ballads, and what not. , 

The House of Fame. 

The Legend of Good Women. 

Troilus and Cress id. 

The Canterbury Tales. 

Besides the prose translation of Boeihius and the Treatise on the 
Astrolabe, which will be dealt with in the next chapter but one. ) 
(further, an in^cnioub, and by no means ifhprobable, though not 
absolutely certain, theory has divided all this work into three Periods 
— in the first of which, represented by the Romauni of the Rose and 
most of the minor poems, French influence predominates ;)i\n the 
second of which this is exchanged for Italian, as shown in Troilus 
(adapted from Boccaccio), the House of Fame (at least possibly 
suggested by Dante), and the first draft of the Kmght's 
'Pale (again from Boccaccio) -Awhile m the third, of which 
the Canterbury 'Tales arc the great outcome, the poet, 
except for themes and motives merely, discaids all foreign influence 
and becomes substantially English, though retaining his literary 
scholarship, both in the modern literary tongues, French and Italian, 
and the ancient, his proficiency m the latter as far as Latin is con¬ 
cerned being very considerable, and extending not merely to the com¬ 
pilations of the Dark and Middle Ages, but to a very fair share of 
the Classics proper. This arrangement corresponds very well with 
the knowai procession of the facts of Chaucer’s life and with the 
piobabilities of the case, but it is, to use the w^ord which Mr. Matthew 
Arnold godfathered m English, “ facultative,” it can be taken or left ; 
the examination of the work itself is necessary. 

(The translation of the Roman de la Rose, though it is incomplete 
and stops far short of the enormous length of the French original, 
yet extends to the very respectable number of 7700 lines, in octo¬ 
syllabic couplets. One g^reat literary reason for accepting it as 
Chaucer’s lies in the nature and conduct of these octosyllables. We 
have seen that, as \vas unavoidable, they were early imitated from 
French, and were for some time the favourite romance-metre, though 
they gradually gave place to moie complicated arrangements, especi¬ 
ally the six- or twelve-lined stanza, with sixes at regular intervals 
between the eights. Before Chaucer, howe\cr, the octosyllabic 
couplet, m its stricter form, had not been well mastered by English 
writers, who either availed themselves more or less of the license of 
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equivalence (which at its full stretch gives us the Christahcl rhythm) 
or else fell, as indeed most French mediaeval writers themselves fell, 
into a staccato stiffness on the one hand or an over-fluent and in¬ 
significant sing-song on the other. We shall find that Chaucer’s 
exceedingly ingenious and scholarly contemporary (iower did not 
avoid this latter danger. Rut in the English Romaunf of the Rose a 
distinct command of the measure is observable, not 
indeed quite to the same extent as in the probably later 
Hou'ie of Fame (one of the capital examples of the 
metre in English), but sufficiently like that and sufficiently unlike 
others to justify the attribution of the two to the same hand. Fortu¬ 
nately the English includes the whole of the first part of the original 
—that written by WHliam of Lorris—and it renders very well the 
exquisite touch of that original, uniting as it does the languid charm 
of moonlight and dream with the fresh vividness of morning and 
movement. Nor need we very bitterly regret the loss of a version of 
the far more prosaic pedantries and pleasantries of Jean de Meung. 

(^Of the Minor Poems, all display in various ways the learning, and 
in different stages and degrees the accomplishment of language and 
metre, which make Chaucer so delightful, while some have interest 
certain or probable of a biographical oi historical kind. 
^ of the Duchess, for example, which is cer¬ 

tainly on the death of Duchess Blanche of Lancaster, 
first wife of John of Gaunt, gives us a date—she died in 1369—and 
has been — on the 1340 theory of the poet’s birth—plausibly 
enough conjectured to be one of his earliest works, the Complaint 
of Pity (which api^ears to enshrine some unlucky love affair) being 
perhaps earlier still. The Book is in octosyllables much less perfect 
than those of the Romauni, and evidently the work of a novice, 
while its substance is rather clumsily made up of classicism and 
allegory in the less happy manner of the Rose itself. \ Chaucer’s 
A B C iy. sort of acrostic in which each stanza opens witli a letter of 
the alphabet in order) is said to have been written for the same 
Blanche. These stanzas are eighWined {ababbebe), religious in tone, 
and of no great poetical merit. Much better in the eyes of literature, 
if not in those of morality, are the Complaints of Mars a?ul Venus. 
In the first, and probably in both, the well-known story is applied to 
personages who are pretty certainly identified with John Holland, 
Earl of Huntingdon and Duke of Exeter, nnd Isabel of Castile, 
daughter of Peter the Cruel, and wife of Edmund Duke of York, son 
of Edward III. Isabel was more famous for beauty than for strict 
propriety of conduct. But there is no open attribution in the poem, 
and the ‘‘ Venus ” part at any rate was translated or adapted from a 
French original by Otes de Granson. The Complaint of Pity, Queen 
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Annelida^ and the Parliament of Fo^vls are all mainly in the 
seven - lined stanza ababbic^ which was Chaucer’s favourite among 
these combinations, and which acquired the name of rhyme-royal 
perhaps from that circumstance, though the usual explanation is that 
it was because of the use of the stanza in the King's Quair ,' 

Of these three poems, the Complaint^ though the least accomplished 
in form, is genuine in tone ; and (fucen Annelida, though ostensibly 
fiction, rings as of a personal sorrow. But the Parliament or 
Assembly of P'owls is by far the best of the three, and indeed of all 
the minor poems. Here in the very opening— 

TJie life so shortj the craft so long to learn, 

The essay so hard, so sharp the conquering, 

The dreadful joys alway that flit so yeriic [eagerly], 

All this mean I by love— 

we feel at 5 nce the grip, the thrill, the sense of mastery and mystery 
which are so rare in earlier poetry. And the rest of the piece, which 
some would have to show already Italian influence, announces 
Chaucer quite unmistakably in the catalogue of trees afterwards 
copied by Spenser— 

The builder oak and eke the hardy ash— 

and that other of the birds themselves. These catalogues he was 
fond of applying afresh in various forms and matters, and they dis¬ 
play his then unexampled, and seldom since approached, still 
seldomer outdone, fliculty of making the epithet fit the noun, and 
transforming the bald enumer.itions which aie one of the curses of 
medii^val poetry into broad and varied examples at once of keen 
observation and masterly expression. 

The smaller poems do not seem to require any very special 
notice. Some of the ballads, such as the newly recovered one To 
Rosamond, are pretty; the late and sad Flee from the Press 
has dignity and truth ; and others are interesting. But Chaucer, 
who was for so great a poet curiously deficient in strictly lyrical gift, 
shows better in long poems than in short, and better in narration 
than in reflection. Indeed, it is scaicely wrong to say that, as 
regards the tone and substance of his work, he is rather a dramatist 
and a novelist than a poet, though he applied to the subjects which, 
there being as yet no novel and no play, he treated in poetic form, 
an unsurpassed and rarely equalled power of poetic expression. 
His expression is the expression of the poet; his thought the thought 
of jthe dramatist or novelist.^ 

Hence it is—a matter fare and certainly not to be grumbled at— 
that, as has been just remarked, his long poems are better than 
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his short. In the long poems of his supposed middle period he was 
indeed still hardly out of leading-strings—or lather he chose to wear 
them, for Trotlus and Cressid is translation in little 
more than name, the House of Fame owes nothing 
more than hints to its original, and the Legend of Good 
Womefi handles the classical stories, which it takes chiefly from On id, 
with nearly as much freedom as that shown in the Canterbury Tales 
themselves. 

Each of the three has a charm of its own, and 'Trotlus has the 
additional one of forming a link in a cluiin of writing on the same 
subject by a succession of writers all eminent in tlie history of litera¬ 
ture, and most of them possessing far more than merely historical 
importance. The figure of Crcssichi (Biiseuhi, (inseida, etc.), which 
the trouvere Jicnuit de Sainte-Morc had extracted from the dustbin of 
Dares and had partially, but only partially, \ivifled, pasged, a very 
little further modernised, into the Historia 7 'rojatia (mostly pillaged 
from Benoit) of (juido Colonna or delle Colonnc at the end of the 
thirteenth century Hence Boccaccio m his Fi/osfrato, applying 
his genius as a novelist and his t.ilent as a poet, took Cressid, but 
made her something far more interesting than the passive love- 
thrall of Benoit. Chaiuer, in turn taking her from Boccaccio, 
softened and complicated hei traits a little, but added to the story 
the wonderfully vivid and individual figure of Pandarus. Chaucer’s 
Scottish follower, Henryson, not meddling w’lth his master’s actual 
matter, completed the story unecjually, but wuth marvellous touches 
in parts, by the Testament of Cressid in the fifteenth century ; Shake¬ 
speare in the sixteenth diamatised, with variations, the Chaucerian 
part; and Dryden in the seventeenth refashioned Shakespeare. 
Perhaps there is no other instance in literary history of so many 
persons of such distinction taking and handing on the same torch so 
long. Nor need we hesitate to give Chaucer’s owm contribution to 
the senes the credit of the most accomplished long poem yet written 
in English. The rhyme-royal stanzas are thoroughly beaten out; 
the passionate side of Cressid’s Character is fully developed, yet 
with a delicacy which is not always associated with the idea of 
Chaucer ; the comic, and yet not farcical presentation of Pandarus is 
-the first of its kind in English ; and the scene where the lovers are 
made happy, though somewhat too much elaborated (as indeed is the 
whole poem) with the “Court of Love” scholasticism of the time, is 
a masterpiece. Nothing but want of technical originality and a certain 
absence of incident could be charged against 'Trotlus, and the first 
of these charges, as we have seen, is more formally than really true. 

/ The House of Fame, a much shorter poem, in rather more 
th^ "2000 lines of o ctos yllabic couplet, adds to the presentation of 
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Chaucer as master by this time of whatsoever metre he chose to 
adopt, and strengthens the suggestion (already given by Pandarus) 
of his peculiar and hitherto unexampled humour. The 
piece is one of the dreams, curiously compounded of ^ 

learning, satire, and other things, which flowed from the 
ne\er-failing fountain of the Ro^e for some three centuries; and it 
affords opportunity for much shrewd criticism of life. But the most 
Chaucerian touches of all, perhaps, are put in the mouth of the eagle 
who carries the poet up to Hea\en to see the House. 'I'his eagle is 
a very humorous as w’cll as powerful fowl, and his remonstrances 
wMth the wu'iggling bard at his being so “noyous” to carry, together 
wa’th his cool, dry comfort and reassurance ag^ainst any danger of his 
burden’s being made ciijibearer to the Cods, or stellihed ” or other¬ 
wise incon\eniently honoured, exhibit the English things called 
Humour in almost as full dev’elopment as the Canterbi 47 y Tales 
themselvesT 

{'^The Legend of Good Wofncfi^ besides the general interest of all 
Chaucer’s verse, besides its own intrinsic attraction (for the “ good 
women ” are the most hapless and blameless of Ovid’s Herotdes\ and 
the remembrance of its suggestion of what is peihaps, 
all things considered, the most perfect example of Tenny- 
son’s verse,^ has the additional charm of presenting to 
us Chaucer’s first experiment m the heroic couplet^ the main pillar, 
with blank verse, of later English poetry, and the medium of his 
owm greatest work. The faint foreshadowings of this in earlier verse, 
the ways in which the uncertain cr)'Stallisation of our piosody now 
takes this form, now loses it again, have been already indicated. 
But, «as is generally the case w^hen a poet of the first genius hits upon 
a metre of the first importance, the thing, after being almost unbodied, 
certainly embryonic, in its first appearance, presents itself practically 
full-grown. The pathetic subjects of the Legend do not indeed give 
the author much opportunity for showing that mar\ ellous suitableness 
of the form for comic portraiture and description w’hich the Canterbury 
Tales display. But it is noticeable that he opens the collection 
with one of those ironic or agnostic, rather than positively sceptical, 
references to things beyond the present life which are found elsewhere 
(e.g, in the Knight’s Tatc)^ and which indeed may be said without 
paradox to form not so much a reaction from the piety of the Middle 
Ages as a complement or even an integral part of it. After this and 

^ 1 read, before my eyelids dropt their shade, 

'• The Legend of Good tVonieuT long ago 
Sung by the morning star of song, who made 
His music heard below. 

A Dream of Fair IJ'omen. 
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some of that passionate praise of the Daisy which, common as it is 
in fourteenth and fifteenth c'entury poetry, always, or almost always, 
hides or discloses affection for some living Margaret, one of the usual 
allegorical overtures (here specially interesting because it refers to 
the poet’s own works) conveys a rebuke to him from the God of Love 
and Alcestis his servant for the sacrilegious lemarks contained in the 
Rose and in 'rroilus. So he undertakes a palinode, and tells in turn 
of Cleopatra and her faithfulness to Antony, of Thisbe and Dido, of 
Hypsipyle and Medea, how true they were to the false Jason, of 
Lucrece, Ariadne, Philomcne (Philomela), I’hillis, and Hypermnestra 
—all examples of truth, deserved or undeserved, in woman. It is 
pleasant, as it always is, to receive the old classical stories set out 
with the new romantic charm, but the thief attraction of the poem is 
the new-born metre—the strength, command, and freshness which 
Chaucer shows in it, his penetration at once of the secrets of en^anibe- 
ment or overlapping, of paragraph arrangement, of the merits of a 
full stop at the end of the first line of a couplet, his mastery of lift 
and swing, the eddying internal swirl, and yet the constant onward 
progress of his whole rhythm. 

The most like in tone to the Les^end of all the minor poems arc 
the chief ‘‘ doubtfuls,” the Court of Love and I'he Flower and the 
Leaf though they are in the Chaucerian stanza or rhyme-royal, not in 
heroics, and though the Court oj Loi>c expresses the libel as well as 
the palinode. It is difficult to say which of the two is the more 
charming—the Court of Love with its statutes half ironical, half 
passionate, and the delightful concert of the birds at the end, with 
their amorous descants founded on psalm-motives ; or the dreamlike 
vision of The Flower and the Leaf with the white and green parties of 
Diana and Flora, and the fantastic allegory of a not extravagant 
virginity. Of the two, the sentiment is the more Chaucerian in the 
Court of Love^ the expression and arrangement in The Flower and 
the Leaf Perhaps the best argument for the non - Chaucerian 
authorship is that if they be later they take away the almost unin¬ 
telligible reproach of England during the ensuing century. 

There is, however, no doubt that common fame has even more 
than that measure of reason which (to do her the justice too seldom 
clone) she often, though not always, has m such cases in considering 
Chaucer as the poet of the Canterbury Tales, In these 
j he Canterbury mosi Considerable work (even if the 

English Rose be wholly his) in bulk ; not only his latest; 
not only work which includes in one part or another of it all the 
merits and beauties which can be discerned elsewhere, but work dis¬ 
playing a variety and a vigour nowhere else to be found, as well as 
evidences of original genius which do not appear even in the best of 
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the other works. Although the Decameron may have furnished the 
bare suggestion of alternate talc-telling, although many, perhaps 
most, of the tales are founded in subject, and even in some details 
of treatment, on previous work, classical, Italian, or French, yet the 
whole as a whole is distinctly “ new and original ” in a very different 
sense from that of the play-bills. The entire framework, and very 
much of the inset tales, is studied directly from the English life of 
the time : the gracious lunar rainbows of the Rose have given place 
to sunlight; the abstractions of scholastic philandering retire in 
favour of beings of flesh and blood. P'or Dangier and Bialacoil, 
even for Cressid, the fair, frail type, and Troilus, the amoureiix transi of 
all time, we have the bpuncing Wife of Bath and the mincing Prioress, 
the stout carle of a Miller, and the Summoner as full of reality as he 
is wanting in delicacy. Even the pieces like the famous Knighfs 
Tale, which, like the earlier poems, are taken from others, and deal 
with literary tradition rather than with English contemporary fact, 
wear a new guise and breathe a new spirit. We pass from con¬ 
vention to direct impression and expression, from pageantry to 
conduct, from allegory to fact. There is not less art ; there is, in 
fact, more art than ever, but there is infinitely more matter, and 
the matter and the art ha\e not the slightest difficulty in joining 
hands. 

We must neglect as usual, or at least notice only by reference, a 
great deal of the matter which a praiseworthy zeal has accumulated 
in reference to the Canterbury Talcs. It is evident on the face of it 
that they Avere not finished, and it is very probable that the successive 
instalments w’ere never arranged even in a provisional order by the 
author. Industrious editors ha\e accoidmgly, by the help of the 
Prologue, the interspersed introductions, and other real or imaginary 
hints, regrouped the talcs, calculated how' many more were to be told, 
and adjusted the stages of the journey. This is good matter for 
whoso likes it; whoso does not, may neglect it without scathe or 
demur. It is, how'ever, not unimportant to bear in mind that, as the 
sure evidences of style and metre show’, the book represents woik of 
very different periods, and probably includes not a little which was 
originally composed without a distinct view' to the whole scheme as 
w'e have it. 

The simplest literaly facts, as distinguibhcd from what classical 
scholars call hariolations,” are that the Canterbury Tales consist 
of about seventeen thousand and odd lines of verse, and two pieces, 
the Tale of Melibee and the Parsotls Tale, of prose, the former hav¬ 
ing, in parts, odd indications or remnants of blank verse in it. 1 he 
poetical part is, with the exception of the burlesque romaunt of Sir 
Thopas, either in rhymed couplets of the kind just described or 
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in stanza. It is divided m point of matter into a prologue, which 
describes the cavalcade of the Pilgrims to the shrine of Becket, and 
depicts each in a series of wonderful vignettes or kit-cat portraits. 
There are, besides S/r Thopa’s and the two prose tales, twenty-one 
tales in verse of very different lengths, ranging from the two thousand 
lines of the K^iighfs Tale to mere fragments like the Cook's. Between 
the Tales there are lesser prologues which keep up the framework, 
and very commonly, if not invariably, display the dramatic power of 
the author, and his intensely vivid observation of contemporary life 
at their highest. In point of subject, the Tales now vary in the 
widest and freest manner. The Knight's Talc is a regular romance 
of chivalry, not on the smallest scale, and belonging to the antique 
matter. So is the Man of Lake's Tah\ which handles m rhyme-royal 
a variant of the story of Emare (p. 96). So is the Clerk's.^ which 
tells the story of Griselda (rhyme-royal) ; the Squire's.^ which ‘‘ leaves 
half told The story of Cambuscan bold.’' The Prioress, the Monk, 
and the Nun tell legends of Saint Cecilia, of Hugh of Lincoln (not 
CO nonnne), or stories of Scriptural or classical lore. All the rest 
arc fabliaux of one kind or another—that is to say, En^lishings, 
in the most original and least second-hand fashion, of the peculiar 
verse-stories, often, but not always, distinctly “ free ” m incident and 
language, and almost always containing a more or less satirical 
criticism of life, which had become popular in France about two 
centuries before. 

The prologues are equally various m length and in immediate 
subject, though the tone is pretty much the same in all. The longest, 
the most famous, and on the whole the happiest, is the celebrated 
discouise of the Wife of Bath, which suggested Dunbar’s only less 
brilliant (though more bitter) The Twa Maryit linemen and the IVcdo^ 
and which, like it, is bitter satire on women put into the mouth of 
a woman, and arranged there with the curiously artful faculty of 
making the speaker unconsciously a self-satirist. All these prologues 
are full of direct and personal touches, and, with their prior, the opening 
piece, contain such a gallery of pictures from the life as no medireval 
writer had ever attempted. The last Shakespearian touch--that which 
at once makes a character personal and individual for all time, and 
conveys to it the abiding characteristics of humanity which belong 
to no time in particular—is indeed not quite Chaucer’s. His characters 
are rather astonishingly brilliant types, individualised by the freshness 
and sharpness of the impression, than absolutely individual persons. 
It was indeed almost impossible, till the clutch of allegory had been 
finally shaken off, that the complete tyranny of the type should be 
shaken off likewise. But no poets’ characters that still partake of 
the type are so free from its drawbacks and blemishes as Chaucer’s ; 
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and many as are the ^rcat English humorists who have followed 
him, hardly one has succeeded in making more out of humour. This 
naturally shows itself in the comic tales and in the prologues, but 
It is not absent anywhere—not in the stately chivalry of the Knighfs 
Tale, not in the pathos of the stories of Constance and Griselda. 

Next to this almost omnipresent humour the great feature of the 
Canlerbtay 7ales is the extiaordinary vividness and precision of the 
presentment of images, whether complicated or simple. Of the 
former, the poem bears in its very forefront—in the figures of the 
prologue and the temple-descriptions of the Knighfs Tale —unsur- 
jiassed instances. And in such phrases as the famous 

Smiler, with the knife under the cloak, 

we meet, and meet almost for the first time, that gift of putting 
mull It ni in pan>o which only the greatest men of letters, perhaps in 
perfection only the greatest poets, possess. Pursuing this faculty 
still closer, we can bring it down, in at least some instances, to that 
unsurpassed power of making the epithet suit the noun which has 
been noticed already. It is evident, and interestingly evident, that 
this magical power of Chaucer’s own words impressed, as it deserved 
to impress, his contemporaries and scholars more than anything 
else. His astonishing command of “ rhetorique ” (w’hich the next age 
unluckily endeavoured to rival by searching for the most ‘‘aureate” 
words instead of the most appropriate), his “ gold dewdrops of speech,” 
were then the things that struck them most. It is true that, even 
in the Canterbury 'Tales, he has not quite escaped the curse of the 
cliche of the expletive. But he has it far less than his predecessors, 
and often for long passages he escapes it altogether. 

J.astly (for even Chaucer must be handled summarily here), we 
peu eive in the Canterbury 'Talcs the completion of his command of 
verse. On the subject of this verse there are many opinions, which 
often depend on preconceived theories. (The old seventeenth- and 
eighteenth-century notion that he could not scan is, of course, now 
held by no instnu led person. But there are some who hold that 
Chaucer allowed himself nine-syllable lines, and others, or the same, 
that he adhered to a strictly decasyllabic basis, as, it is pretty certain, 
his immediate successors tried (in their floundering attempts to follow 
him) to do. My own opinion is that, although Chaucer had not, as 
till after the great dramatic period it was practically impossible for 
any man to do, realised the full powers of equivalence in the English 
decasyllable, and the full advantage derivable from extending the 
license of pause to every place, he had yet made great strides in this 
direction. I believe that wherever only nine syllables, even with the 

K 
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final occur, there is probably ^ a fault in the reading ; that there are 
occasional Alexandiines ; and that, although in many instances “ the ” 
or “ to ” was intended to coalesce with a succeeding initial vowel, 
there are also instances of unquestionable trisyllabic feet. I am quite 
sure that the balance of the verse is managed with an almost (not 
perhaps a complete) freedom from that prejudice about the middle 
pause which, derived from the antediluvian prosody of Anglo-Saxon, 
and accidentally strengthened by the ciesura of French and Latin 
verse, weighed even upon some Elizabethans, and has never been 
entirely shaken off by a few, even among artists and scholars in 
verse, to the present day. And 1 am sure also that this mobile and 
sensitive prosody is the second, just as the inexhaustible freshness 
and propriety of his phrase is the first, great secret of the fact that 
Chaucer is the earliest English poet who can, without reservations and 
allowances, be called great, and, what is more, one of (3ur greatest, 
even to the present day. 

^ 1 insert this " probably" be cause, though 1 think that the nine-syllable line 
IS never, even in Chaucci oi m Milton, a success, 1 think it jubt possible that 
Chaucer, as it is most probable that Milton, may have tried it, deceived by the 
analogy of the octosyllable \_FiJth lulitum I''iulh»‘i piosodic study has con¬ 
verted ni(‘ to something like certamtv as to llicy^/<'/ ol the nmc-syllable Imo m 
Chaucer , iliough it is dangeious to dt>gmatis<* du his ’easons lor the use of it ] 



CHAPTER TI 

LANGLANM) AND GOWKU 

Pier% Plowman —Argument of the H Poen\ Gowim—' 1 he (^mfessio Aniantis — 
Gower’s reputation 

Almost exactly contcmnorary with Chaucer were two other poets, 
both of more than ordinary mark—one of them ('haucer’s own equal, 
if not superior, in intensity, though far his mfciior in range and in 
art, both curious contrasts in more ways than one with him, and with 
each other. The first was the author of the of Piers the 

Plowman; the second was John Gower. 

The now generally accepted identification of the first with William 
Langley or Langland (the latter being the preferred form) rests on 
no very definite evidence, but it has fair probability in its favour. 
And the adoption of it (with a caution) saves us from the incon¬ 
venience of constantly using a clumsy periphrasis for a person who 
will have to be often named. It is well, however, to stop short of 
the fuither adventurousness of identifying all the personal details 
that can be got out of the Vision with Langland himself - of giving 
nun a wife named “ Kitty,” and a daughter named “ Calote ” (Colette ? 
Nicolette ?)j of placing him in London, of conferring on him those 
minor orders which did not necessarily comport celibacy, and so 
forth. Once more the “prosaic heiesy,” as we may conveniently 
call that which takvb poetic and dramatic utterances for statements 
of biographical fact, is to be sedulously eschewed. The allusion to 
Malvern Hills in the opening of all versions of the poem is less 
questionable, though it is even here to be observed that the famous 
and almost proverbial extent of the view thefefrom would make it a 
fitting imagined scene for the sort of survey of England which was 
coming. But fair presumption, though not certainty, may be drawn 
from the facts that the varying legends about Langland’s birth 
locate it either at Cleobury Mortimer in Shropshire, or at Wychwood 
in Oxfordshire, both of which, though at opposite sides, may be said 
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to be in the remoter Malvern precincts, and that the dialect of the 
poem is said to be West Midland. 

Its extreme popularity is shown by the great number of MSS. which 
remain of it,^ and by the earlincss, if not the number, of the printed 
editions.- It went out of favour in the late seventeenth and eighteenth 
centuries, neither more nor less than other books of its 

Plowman. recalled to attention rather 

earlier than most of them by Whitaker’s edition (1813), 
the edifio printeps of the “ C ” or longest te\t. Not, however, till 
the more thorough study of it during the last thirty years, in which 
Professor Skeat has been the mam \\orker, was it discovered that this 
“ C ” text was not the only variant on the accepted or “ E ’ text which 
had up to that time been printed.*^ There are, in fact, three families 
of MSS., comparison of which has established, as fairly as such things 
can be established, the fact that the poem was rehandled by its 
author with remarkable tlioioughness at two separate times after the 
appearance of the first version ; that that first version itself was not the 
receptus or B, but an earlier, shorter A ; and tliat this earliest version, 
from allusions in it, may \ery probably have been wu'itten as early as 
1362. The R or main text is similarly assigned to 1377 or there¬ 
abouts, and the C or longest to 1393, or thirty years after text A. 
Yet further, if Langland was, as seems extremely likely, the author of 
the alliterative poem on the deposition of Richard 11 ., which Dr. 
Skeat calls FUcIuxrd i/ie Reddest., he must have been alive in 1399. 
This would give him a literaly life of not much less than forty years, 
and assuming, as w^e may fairly do (for there are no marks of extreme 
juvenility even in the first version), that he w^as about thirty when he 
wTOte it, this w'ould carry his life from about 1330 to about 1400. 
The latter, it is to be remembered, is the year of Chaucer’s death 
pretty certainly, wfiiile if the first version of Picr^ Plownian dates 

^ The " A ” form {vide infra) appears in the gicat Vernon Colleetion (see p. 107) 
Professor Skeat—whose repeated studies and editions of the poem culminated 
in the issue (2 vols Clarendon Press) which is uniform with his Chaucer, and 
ranks as the standard—enumerates ncarl}^ fifty otheis. 

- 1550, m three different forms, and 1561. Spenser, who refers to the poem 
in the Shepherd's Calendar, must have rend one of these, unless Ins allusion at the 
end of December is, as some have thought, to the Plowman'^ Tale This is to the 
■•last degree unlikely, as, if he knew this at all, he w^ould have known it as Chaucer’s, 
with whose w'orks it W'as then printed, and Chaucer has been already disjunctively 
referred to in the preceding line. 

^ Among others by Wiight 1842, revised 1856, and again reprinted 1887 
This edition (to w'hich Professor Skeat docs that justice by which he is so admir¬ 
ably distinguished m comparison with too many so-called scholars when they deal 
with predecessors) would be the best of all for general reading, if it were not 
printed in half lines. It also contains Piers Plowman's Creed, an ill-tempered but 
vigorous Wychfite lampoon in some 850 lines, which the critics will not allow to 
be Langland's, though they pul it as early as 1394. 
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from the year mentioned above, it is earlier by some years than any¬ 
thing that we can date with probability as among the still existing 
works of Chaucer. 

At first sight nothing can well be more different, not merely from 
the Canterbury Tales^ but from all Chaucer’s work, than the Vision 
concerning Piers the Plowman. It is in alliterative verse, according 
to the revived form of that rhythm so often mentioned in the last 
Book. The lines are tolerably equal in length, and they not un- 
frequently fall—urged by the inevitable pressure of the growth of the 
language and the literature—into Alexandrines, fourteeners, and 
other constructively metrical shapes. But they do not aim at any 
such structure, they rigidly abstain from rhyme, and they derive 
their whole poetical form from the middle pause, the fairly corre¬ 
sponding accents, and the three alliterated words, two in the first half 
and one in the second.^ The appearance of much greater antiquity 
than Chaucer’s which this gives, and which used to mislead the 
unwary, is assisted by a somewhat greater allowance of archaic 
words. But it is entirely false that, as used also to be said, Langland 
IS more “ Saxon ” m his vocabular>^ than Chaucer. It has even been 
calculated by patient industry that his percentage of Latin and 
Romance words is, if anything*, a little larger than Chaucer’s ; it is quite 
certain that if both were printed in modernised spelling, it would be at 
once seen not to be smaller. 

The poem, despite its merit and the pains that have been spent on 
it of late years by interpreters, is by no means a very easy one to 
understand ; and there are few that are more in need of an argument 
or a running marginal commentary. This arises from the fact that 
it is n(-t one vision, nor even two, but a senes of visions dissolving one 
into the other, often without any more attempt at coherence—of 
completion even in the dream-integer, such as it is—than actual 
dreams exhibit. It would seem as if the author, whether owing to 
his mysticism and its accompanying vagueness, or to his satiric 
intent, and the wholesome sense of danger which accompanied that, 
deliberately avoided rounding off his chapters and driving home his 
meanings. But the general scheme of the poem, which is divided 
into passus - or cantos, is as follows in the central or B text. 

A prologue of rather more than two hundred lines tells how the 
Dreamer, in “ a summer season when soft was the sun,” put on a 

^ Ldiigltind boinctimes indulges in foui, but I think never puts himself out of 
the way for them, 01 for the extravagant and overloaded alliteration of five or 
even six words which we find elsewhere. 

^ Of these A has twelve (perhaps originally only eight), B twenty, and C 
twenty-three ; but even where the three, or two of them, coincide there are often 
great variations. Wright’s H text--Prof. Skeat does not number his con¬ 
tinuously—has 14,696 short or half lines. 
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shepherd’s smock like hermit unholy of works,” and wandering 
on Malvern Hills, slept by a brook side, and saw a strange vision—a 
high tower (Heaven) on one side, a deep dungeon (Hell) 
beneath, and a “fair field full of folk” between (Middle 
Earth). And he describes the folk and their occupations 
with much vcrifc^ digressing, in the bewildering kaleidoscopic fashion 
which characterises the whole poem, to a very shrewd and early version 
of the “ Bell-the-Cat ” story. Indeed, no simile is at once so apposite 
or so illuminative for Piet's Plowman as that of the kaleidoscope, 
in respect of the way in which elaborate arrangements of word and 
thought suddenly and without warning fall into something as elaborate, 
but quite different. The first passiis proper opens with a promise, 
not too exactly kept, to expound the meaning of the tower, dungeon, 
and field ; and their obvious interpretations are given by a lovely lady 
in linen clothed, who is Holy Church. Her speech is allegorical and 
digressive in the Rose manner—indeed, different as is his spirit, 
Langland is as full of the Rose inspiration as Chaucer himself. The 
second passus introduces—in sharp contrast to this figure, and in 
answer to the Dreamer’s request to be told of Falsehood as she has 
said so much of Truth—another lady far more gorgeously clothed. 
This is “ Meed the maid ”—reward m the good sense, bribery, etc. 
in the bad—daughter of False (Falsehood), and betrothed to Favel 
(Fauvcl, the hero of an allegorical French romance of the jireceding 
age, and here signifying Flattery). Heie Holy Church vanishes, and 
the current of the story is deflected in the usual odd manner to the 
marriage of Meed, which it is decided ought to take place in London. 
The bridal party set out thither under the escort of Simony and Civil 
Law, but Soothness anticipates them, tells Conscience, who tells the 
King, and a warm reception being prepared for the party, they dis¬ 
perse, leaving Meed the maid, who stands her ground, weeping. 
She is at the beginning of the third passus courteously taken by the 
middle and brought before the King. The natural seductiveness of 
Meed, and the fact that she maj' be honestly gained, are here glanced 
at. She confesses her sins, uses great largesse to the court gene¬ 
rally, and the King piomises that she shall marry Conscience, who, 
however, refuses utterly, giving his offered bride the worst possible 
character, and belabouring her with Latin quotations, against which 
she very naturally and indignantly protests. At the beginning of 
the fourth passus this uncompromising knight declines even to kiss 
her, “but Reason icde me thereto.” The King thereupon bids him 
fetch Reason, who comes, supports Conscience, and brings over the 
King, who at the end of the fytte says, “ As long as our life lasteth 
live we together.” 

At the beginning of the fifth passus the dream is broken and 
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once more joined. A notice of the Rule of Reason leads or falls, 
after the mediaeval fashion, into a long and vigorous passage on the 
Seven Deadly Sins, containing one of the most famous and brightly 
coloured passages of the poem, the description of a London tavern 
and the bibbers there. Only at the end of this passus^ which 
includes some curious anticipations of Puritan nomenclature, does the 
personage who gives name to the poem. Piers the Plowman, make his 
appearance ; and even then he has a double portion of the floating 
phantasmagoric character that marks the whole. At one moment he 
is a simple plowman who digs and delves, and does what Truth 
bight, who has half an acre to ear, and cannot leave his work. But 
he is also a guide to Godliness, and has a wife Dame Work-while-it-is- 
time, a daughter “ Do-nght-or-thy-dame-shall-beat-thee,” and a son 
with a longer title still. After dialogues and doings in the sixth 
with Hunger and others, he emerges in the seventh passus as Christ 
Himself, opposing the venal priests of the day, and teaching a better 
way to salvation. This is a sort of epilogue to the passtis^ and to the 
first part of the poem, which resohes itself m the Dreamer’s own words 
into a counsel to seek the help of “ Do-well.” 

But where is ‘‘ Do-well ” to be found ? That is the question with 
which the eighth passus ^ opens, and the second part of the poem. 
Certain friars, though they are quite sure he dwells among them, give 
no help, and a fresh dream brings to the poet’s side I'hought, who 
informs him that not only Do-well but “ I)o-bet ”(ter) and Do-best 
must be sought. But he cannot tell where to find them, though Wit 
may. Wit in the ninth passus is prodigal of information about the 
three, about their relation to Lady Anima, and about the fact that 
Do-^vell is Obedience, Do-bet Love, and Active Benc\ olence Do-best. 
In the tenth passus Study, the wife of Wit, takes up the tale and con¬ 
fuses the Llreamer, “ sternly staring ” with more theology, sending 
him moreover to Clergy, who talks still more (“ This is a long 
lesson,” says the Dreamer, “and little am 1 wiser. Darkly ye show 
where Do-well is or Do-bet ”), and to Scripture, who similarly occupies 
the eleventh. Kind and Reason follow, and at the end of this 
passus the Dreamer, thoroughly bemused, meets one of the most 
original characters of the whole shadowy procession, Ymaginatif— 
his own mother-w it apparently, or human reason, not antipathetic to 
but stopping short of theology. The thirteenth adds others, especially 
“ Hawkyn - the Active Man,” who cannot keep his clothes iinspotten 
for his daily work—an allegory more open than some. Hawkyn 
discourses with Patience throughout this passus and the next, the 

^ 'Phc' numbers, it must be icmcinbered, aie those of the B text . 111 A thn 
/>ussi/s is the ninth, and in C the eleventh. 

“ I lawkyn = Henrykin = Harry. 



136 CHAUCER AND HIS CONTEMPORARIES book ill 

fourteenth, but the Dreamer, waking yet again at the beginning of the 
fifteenth, renews, and with reason, his wailing how it was wonder long 
ere he could kindly know Do-well. Nor in the long* fifteenth passus^ 
though according to the title “ Do-well ” is finished and “ Do-bet ” 
begun, can the process be said to be at all clear or satisfactory. We 
find, however, that the scholastic allegory of the last five passus is 
passing into simple Scripture-history and Christian teaching, and in the 
sixteenth Piers Plowman reappears, while both this passus and the 
seventeenth shape themselves more and more into a plain life of Christ 
Himself, leading m the eighteenth to the finest poetry of the whole—a 
splendid paraphrase of the Entry into Jerusalem, the Passion, and the 
Harrowing of Hell. This completes Do-bet = Love = Christ, and 
“ Incipit Do-bestp ^\hlch also occupies the last or twentieth.. But 
this is the vaguest and most unfinished part of the whole. Piers 
Plowman after Christ’s death seeming to become the Church, and the 
two cantos leading to no conclusion whatever. 

The so-called A text is much shorter than this. Not only are 
there but twelve passus^ the work stopping at the end of the so-called 
Vita de Do’7uctl^ but the individual treatment of the different points 
is much less developed. Not a few of the more striking episodes of 
the B text, such as the Bell-the-Cat fable, do not appear. On the 
other hand, there are some things in A which were afterwards left 
out or completely icfashioned, including almost the whole of the last 
passus. C is longer even than B, though the extension to twenty- 
three passus IS rather misleading, the old Prologue now ranking as 
Passus /., and some of the earlier divisions of B being split up and 
redistributed. And there are again some omissions. These, how¬ 
ever, are compensated by long insertions, sometimes of the perhaps 
treacherously biographical kind, especially one in Passus VI. on 
which the biography-builders do much rely for Langland’s London 
life ; sometimes on “ Lolling” and Friardom ; sometimes of the more 
abstract philosophical kind. Indeed this later tendency has dis¬ 
tinctly got the upper hand in C, as where, for instance, the quaint 
and vivid personality of “ Hawkyn the Active Man ” is changed into 
a Lorrisian abstraction called ‘‘Acti^'a Vita.” 

On the whole, the presence of this abstraction in Piers Plowuian 
has been too little allowed for by some of its eulogists, who have 
been seduced by the pictorial and dramatic force of the opening of 
the “Meed” scenes and others to put it rather in competition with 
the Pilgriuis Progress ^ than with the Roman de la Rose. 'Phere is 

^ Guillaume de Deguilleville, from whose Ptlerinage de I'Ame Hutnaine Bunyan, 
through whatever channel, certainly did derive not a little, was as a dreamer 
before Langland also, just as, he was bcfoic Chaucer, who adapted from him 
the A IS L\ 
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vivid portraiture in it, and theic ib a good deal of sharp and practical 
satire. But ev'en in the Vision proper to some extent, and in Do-well^ 
Do-bet^ and Do-best to a very much greater, the reflective, theological, 
and allegorical side gets altogether the better of the dramatic and 
pictorial. To use the image suggested by the change between B 
and C just noted, Ilawkyn the Active Man, who is not always 
present even in the early part, is hardly present at all in the second ; 
and in his place we have pale abstractions arguing and jargoning 
about matters of the first importance in themselves—but ill suited for 
such treatment. 

We cannot therefore put Langland by the side of Chaucer either 
for range, or for directness, or for artistic sense. To say, according 
to the common antithesis of the books, that he is a poet of the 
people, Chaucer one of the Court, is very idle. The author of the 
Reevds and MillcRs Talcs is hardly to be charged with ignorance in 
respect of the people ; and the author of passus about Meed the 
Maid would certainly not have thanked his eulogists for presuming 
him to be unfamiliar with the Court But it is true that Chaucer, to 
some extent, represents the Humanist and cosmopolitan distaste for 
politics and for controversial theology, while Langland represents a 
strong turn for both.^ It is true also, though he himself seems to 
have been no Wydifite or Lollard, that much of the tendency after¬ 
wards known as Puritan appears in him, and that, to our sorrow, 
the iconoclastic spirit, which was in the sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries to be the disgrace and curse of England, shows itself in 
angry remarks about church building and the putting up of painted 
windows. Intense, but narrow ; pious, but a little Philistine—so wc 
must pronounce him. 

Nevertheless he had a great literary talent, which peihaps 
‘ amounted to genius. The literary craftsmanship which succeeds in 
impressing on a form so uncouth as the unrhymed and only faintly 
metred alliterative verse the combination of freedom and order, of 
swing and vaiiety, which marks Piers Phnv 7 nan^ is of that kind 
which must have distinguished itself whatsoever the form it happened 
to adopt. And although the architectonic gift, which might have en¬ 
abled the poet to present a real whole instead of a series of dissolving 
views, is not present, yet it is astonishing ^^lth how little repugnance 
the reader who has once “ got his hand in ” accepts this apparent 

^ 'Fhe politics of Piers Plowman itself .'irc pretty distinct, those of Richard 
the Redeless, the attribution of which to Langland is one of the least doubtful 
of such things, are open to all. The poem (which is to be found in Professor 
Skeat’s edition, and as "The Deposition of Richard II ” in Wright’s Political 
Poem ?, ‘ ‘ Rolls Series, ” i 368) is inconiplcte but exti emcly \ igorous, though marred 
by the " Philistine” and ungenerous radicalism which is too fietjucntly English. 
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incoherence, and resigns himself to see the visions rise and blend and 
melt, the bubbles swell and gleam and break. While as for the force 
of individual passages—the Prologue, the Fable, the best Court scenes, 
the London Tavern, the Harrowing of liell—these have never been 
mistaken by any competent critic who has read them.i 

Beside the shadowy and in part apocalyptic figure of Langland, 
the solid, well-autlicnlicated, somewhat jirosaic personality and 
literary work of John Gower- present a contrast which has its 
^ ^ interestT Gower, after being wrongly connected by tra¬ 
dition with more than one family and county, was 
definitely established by Sir Harris Nicolas as John Ciower, Esquire, 
of Aldington, in Kent, and of other places. His birth-year is not 
certain ; he died, old and it is said blind, in 1408, and his tomb is 
one of the numerous literary illustrations of the great and recently 
rebuilt church of St. Saviour’s, or St. Mary Overy’s, Southwark, with 
which Gower seems to have been connected in various ways. Indeed, 
though married, he appears to have been in minor orders. 

Ctlis literary work even as we have it is considerable, but part of 
It is lost. Part also, both of what exists and of what does not, only 
indirectly concerns us here, being written in languages other than 
English. Gower is the last of the probably not small class of 
English men of letters between 1200 and 1400 who ^\ere trilingual 
—writing, and probably speaking, French, Latin, and English with 
equal facility. The principal existing piece of Gower’s French is a 
set of fifty Ballades, the favourite French {not Provencal) form, with 
intertwisted identical rhymes, a recurrent refrain, and (generally) an 
envoy. But he also wrote in French one of the three divisions of 
his capital work, the Speculum A/at/tunt/Sj a moral poem, in twelve 
divisions, on Vices and Virtues, which, after being long lost and 
misidentificd, has been printed, in full length and dulness, at last. 
Another part of this, the lav CVamont/s, also exists, but is in Latin. 
It is a lively political poem in elegiacs wath internal rhyme, dealing 
with the disturbances of Richard the Second’s reign. Gower was a 
favourite of the unlucky but not iiTllettered king, and deserted him 
for the rising sun of Bohngbroke. This poem contains a very striking 
sketch of Wat Tyler’s outbreak. Later, as a Lancastrian, the poet wrote 

^ 'Hie best comiiientaiy on the matter of Langland is, and is long likely to be, 
M. L'Epopee mystique de IT. Langland. IViris, 1893 

- An exevIJent and st.indaid edition of Gowci (4 voE. C'larendon Press, 1899- 
1902), ranking with and in a way eompleting Prof. Skeat’s Langland and Chaiicei, 
has at last been produced by IVof. G. C. Macaulay. 'Phe Confessio is in 
Chalmers, and in separate editions by Dr. Pauli and (cheaply, but not quite coni- 
l)letely) by Prof. Morlcy. The Speculum is m the Oxford ed. only; the minor 
I'lench works were given by the Kox^urghe Club and by Stengel (Marburg, 1886); 
the Latin by M'light [Political Poems, " Rolls Sciies "), and in the Ro.\burghe. 
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another poem of the same kind in leonine hexameters, which is called 
the Tripartite Chronicle^ and is a strongly partisan account of Richard’s 
errors and downfall. This is almost wholly historical : the Vox 
diverges into a good deal of miscellaneous matter (satire on the 
friars, etc.), which reminds us of Piers Plowimm, 

The Confessio Ama^iti^^ the third and English part of (Power’s 
opus magnum^ is much less vigorous and spirited than either of these 
Latin poems ; but while they have no significance for English litera¬ 
ture, it has much. It was undertaken at the hapless 
Richard’s suggestion.^ It is an* immense poem, or 
Collection of poems, in (with infinitesimal exceptions) 
octosyllabic couplets, accomplished to the point of extreme fluency, 
but curiously lacking in backbone and vigour. It fills, in Chalmers’s 
Poets^ some five hundred and fifty columns, each of which at its fullest 
holds nearly seventy lines ; but Latin arguments of the various 
sections take some room. Probably theie are between thirty and 
forty thousand lines in all. The author declaics his purpose of 
writing in “ the middle way,” of composing a book half of pleasure and 
half of learning. After a long historical and miscellaneous prologue, 
he opens his first book with one of the stock complaints of the woes of 
lovers, and proposes to make his owm confession to (lenius—a Row 
personage, of course. 'J'he confessor, after a sermon, appropriately 
or inappropriately illustrated as usual, begins to hear his confession, 
and succeeds in making of it a frame for a huge series of talcs from 
classical and media'val sources alike. Actieon, Perseus, and 
Ulysses are succeeded by the tale of Florent, the subject of Chaucer’s 
IVife of Jtattis Tale; Narcissus jostles a king of Hungary ; Alboin 
and Uosmunda have their place not far from Nebuchadnezzar. The 
beautiful story of Constance {E 7 nan\ sec supra)^ which Chaucer 
probably borrow'cd from Gower, appears ; the original of Pericles; 
the tale of “ Rosiphele,” perhaps the origonal of Tiic Flo 7 ver afid the 
Leaf; and dozens of olliers from all sources and of all sorts. The 
poem ends gracefully enough, though not altogether cheerfully, by 
Venus at once hearing the poet’s prayer, and dismissing him from 
her court as too old for love, with a rosary of black beads hung 
round his neck inscribed Pour Reposer, 

Grace, indeed, Gow'er cannot be said wnth justice at any time to 
lack; his faults are the want of strength, of definiteness, in his con¬ 
ceptions and deliveries, the insignificant fluency of his verse, and 
above all, the merciless and heart-breaking long-w indedness wdiich 
results from it. Even this conclusion, which is full of true and 
touching things (as w here V^enus after her operations asks the forlorn 

^ Its exact date is matter of guesswoiU It probably look a good many years 
to write, but tnay have been begun as eaily as 1383 or thereabout. 
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poet laughingly what love is, and he cannot answer her), is prolonged 
to such an extent that all the shock is expended, all the race and 
spirit watered down. In his own time, by himself and by Chaucer, 
Gower was specially called ‘‘ moral.” Venus, with her kindly scorn, 
acknowledges this gift in him, and dismisses him to its enjoyments 
now that he is unfit for hers. In recent days a slight imputation, not 
exactly of immorality, but of morality of a low kind, has in turn been 
cast on him. The truth seems to be that he was moral enough in 
the special contemporary fashion, which consisted in illustrating 
every point by some approved extract from authority, and by sub¬ 
jecting it as far as possible to the process of allegorical homilising. 
Although Chaucer casts, directly or dramatically, blame on his selec¬ 
tion of such stories as those of Apollonius and Canace, this, if serious, 
would be rather a hypercriticism. But Gower has no passion, the 
“ cold ointment ” which Venus puts on his heart at the end of the 
Confession must, one would think, have been applied to some extent 
even before the beginning of it; and in his most pathetic serious 
stories (the humorous he hardly attempts) the sinewy directness of 
Chaucer, the mystical fire of Langland, are things to which he does 
not even try to attain. 

{ Yet it would be a verj great mistake to minimise or, like many, 
to pass by as negligible the contribution of Gower to English litera¬ 
ture. Even in itself, if it has not the very highest qualities, it is 
far above contempt. Coleridge’s rather pettish wish that 

repuwtio/i Chalmers had given Lydgate instead, must have been 
caused either by very excusable ignorance of Lydgate's 
actual worth ; or by a complete failure to recognise the formal 
superiority of Gower and the importance of his priority in time ; or 
perhaps, and even probably, by that capriciousness which too often 
mars Coleridge’s criticism. The contemporaries of Chaucer and 
Gower, and the immediate successors who entered into their labours, 
made no such mistake, though in the fifteenth century they some¬ 
times, and not quite unjustly, promoted Lydgate himself to the actual 
company of his masters. That, historically and as a master, Gower 
had a real right to be ranked with Chaucer, is as unquestionable as 
that Gower is vastly Chaucer’s inferior as a poet. We need not 
attach great value to the supposed and indeed probable priority of 
Gower to Chaucer himself. It is sufficient that they were certainly 
fellow-pioneers, fellow-schoolmasters, in the task of bringing England 
to literature. Up to their time, as we have established by actual 
survey, the literary production of the country, whether in the suc¬ 
cessive vernaculars of Anglo-Saxon and Early Middle English, or in 
the half-naturalised foreign tongues of French and Latin, had been 
exceedingly rudimentary and limited. All but a very small part of 
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it had been purely religious or ecclesiastical; of the small “profane’^ 
portion the whole of the belles leiires division had been in verse : 
and again all but a very small part of this verse had been directly 
translated romance. It was the function of great writers now to 
establish the form of English as a thoroughly equipped medium of 
literature, and to furnish it further, as far as they could, with matter 
various in kind, and with varieties of style Even Langland, a 
much more interesting and striking figure than Gower to us, could 
have been much better spared by his own generation than Gower 
himself. In literary form Langland had nothing to teach : he was 
in fact merely row'ing off-stream, if not against it, up a backw'ater 
w^hich led nowEither. In substance he w'as poweifiil rather than 
profitable, offering nothing but allegory, of which there was already 
only too much, and pohtical-ccclcsiastical discussion, a growth always 
ncaier to the tares than to the w^heat of literature. In other words, 
and to vary the metaphor, he ga\e the workmen in the new w^orkshop 
of English letters no new' or improved tools, he opened up to them 
no new sources of material. He was a genius, he was a seer, he 
w’as an artist; but he was neither master nor stock-piovider in 
literature. 

Gow'cr W’as both. The want of zest and race in his literary style 
(though he has style), and still more in his poetical medium, must 
not be allowed to blind us to the fact that both show^ an enormous 
improvement on such immediate predecessors as Hampole, as the 
author of The Pearly as the author of Ct/rsor Mu/idt. He know's his 
craft fai better than they did ; he has better tools ; he can teach 
others to turn out work that can be depended on, while they them- 
selveand all those w'ho follow ed them, w'ere constrained cither to 
have touches of genius or to be frankly inadequate if not simply in¬ 
tolerable. (h)wer, unlike Chaucer, was apparently no master of 
prose, and his faculty in verse w’as strictly limited to the octosyllable in 
English—in Latin, as w'e have said, he could write more vigorously, 
if also more barbarously. But so far as he went he w’as distinctly 
an example of literary accomplishment and examples of literary 
accomplishment tvere w^hat England then wanted first of all. 

What she w’anted next Gower also saw^, and this too he also, as 
he could, provided. It was a want w'hich the plain common sense 
of Caxton saw still existing nearly a hundred years later, and w'hich 
was never really supplied till a hundred more had passed ; a want 
which explains the dearth and dulness so often charged against the 
fourteenth century ; a want which no exceptional genius could supply. 
The English Muses simply did not know enough to do much : they 
wanted feeding, training, educating*; they were in their nonage. 
Now the, to us, odd and cumbrous medley, the “marine store” of 
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the Confcssio Amanfis^ was an attempt to supply these wants, to 
give matter and models at once: to write a book, as Gower says in 
the interesting exordium, which only his fatal fluency prevents from 
being quite excellent— 


And 


After the woild that wlnlume took 
Long time in oldc dates past. 

to touch also 

The \\orld that neweth eveiy day. 


'Phat his efforts wcie not vain, the genuine gratitude of his immediate 
successors foi Ins lessons in “ rhethorike inform—testifies; and 
Chaucer and Shake^^pcare are pet haps sureties after whom it is un¬ 
necessary to produce any others as to the \alue of his contributions 
in matter.^ 


^ Chaucer dedicates his Tm'/z/f to Gower and to the philosophual Stiodc- 
idontified fairly well w'lth R.ilph Stiode, who Nourished about 1370, and seems to 
have written a good deal in Latin and English prose and veise. An attempt, 
ingenious but purtly fanciful, has been made to find the ''Paul poet” (pp 79- 
81) in this Strode 



CHAPTER in 

CH\UCKR’S prose—WYCLIK, TREVISA, MANDEVILl.E 

Turning-point in piose—Chaucer's prose tales—His Boethiu<i -The Astrolabe — 
Wyclif—John of Trevisa —Sii John Mandcville --The first prose style 

The prose of the late fourteenth century in England is not to the 
nieie literary taster, with one notable exception, at all comparable in 
interest to the verse of the same time. Ikit it is hardly less import¬ 
ant. For this time was in fact the beginning of English 
prose properly so called. Before 1350 it may be doubted ^‘Yn 
whether there is a single English work in prose, with 
the exception of the Ancren which unites the bulk and the 

literary quality of a book proper; and while the Ancrcfi Rhvle is 
still almost more .Saxon than English in language, it belongs in subject 
to the division of sacred literature, which, though it is one of the 
noblest of all divisions, yet of necessity is less national, less idiosyn¬ 
cratic, than any other. 

At the great turning-point, however, which, though it must have 
come sooner or later anyhow, was undoubtedly determined to no 
small extent by the concentration of English patriotic sentiment, 
owing to the conquests of Edward III., prose did not merely, like 
verse, make a fresh start, it made a start almost loi the first time. 
From the later years of Fldward and the reign of Richard II. date 
four writers of prose, each noteworthy in his own way, and three out 
of the four notable in something more than his own way—Chaucer 
the poet, Wyclif the controversialist, T'revisa the chronicler, and 
the shadowy personage long kno^^n, and perhaps even yet not 
entirely exorcised, as “ Sir John Mandevillc.” All were translators 
in less or greater degree, but all also were originals of English prose 
writing. 

(rhe interest of Chaucer’s prose Avorks, the Treatise on the Astro¬ 
labe^ the translation of Boethius^ the Parsotfs Tale^ and the Tale oj 
Melibee^ is almost entirely an interest of form ; and in the last that 
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interest is minimised and almost confined to tlie fitful and straggling,'- 
emergence of blank verse, or something like it, at the opening. So 
too the P(i 7 'wn\K Talc^ a translation and a theological 
prose”taies. translation, does not advance us ^Try much further than 
the prose treatises by or attributed to Hampole and his 
followers in the first half of the century. It is good straightforwaid 
English, but shows no attempt at style, while the well-worn and 
strictly prescribed common form of its matter expresses further 
limitations. 'flic Boethius and the Astrolabe are superior. The 
version of the first, even if it were intrinsically less attractive, would 
inevitably invite comparison with Alfred’s at the dawn of Saxon as 
this at the dawm of modern English prose, and the often noble, never 
contemptible, matter of the original could not and did not fail to 
stimulate an artist like Chaucer. But the most valualile point of the 
Bocthim as an exercise for the pioneer in a new prose 
IS ^oettiHs “Metres,” whicli, especially when 

rendered by such a poet as Chaucer into a language with such 
illimitable latent possibilities as English, must needs result in far 
more ambitious and far more successful attempts in “ the other 
harmony ” than had yet appeared. Accordingly some of the metre 
passages in Chaucer’s version, though quite legitimate and sound 
prose, attain a rhythmical as well as \erbal digniity, w’hich English 
prose was hardly to know again save in a few passages of Malory, 
Fisher, Berners, and the translators of the Bible, till late in the 
sixteenth century. And the wdiole shows that, if it had suited 
Chaucer to wTite more originally in prose, he might have effected a 
revolution therein at least as great as that which he did effect in verse, 
nay greater, seeing that he had practically no forerunners. 

The attractions of the '/reatlse on the Astrolabe are different, but 
perliaps they are not less. The specially pleasant and easy address 
to “ little Lewis my son,” for whom the treatise w\as compiled, and of 
whom, unluckily, w'e know no more, does not so much 
contrast with as supplement the interest of the piece as 
an early scientific treati*^ by one of the gn*eatest of men 
of letters. The astrolabe w'as a small pocket instrument, somewhat 
of the sextant kind, for taking the altitudes and positions of the 
heavenly bodies ; and though the object of its use w'as astrological 
rather than astronomical, it has, I believe, been admitted by 
“ scientists ” of the severest stamp that the treatise itself shows an 
exactness of scientific acquirement up to a certain point which 
certainly would not be easy to parallel in any but a specialist of 
modern times. ^ And it is not perhaps superfluous or impertinent to 

^ Astronomy Ast, colit astra”) was part of the regular mediieval 
Quadnviu/n. 
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add that astrology, a study which may be defined as rather extra- 
scientific than anti-scientific, and which at least attained a complete 
rigidity of scientific method, has an almost unsurpassed traditional 
interest for literature. To the time of Chaucer’s great moderniser 
Dryden, it held the belief of the best informed and least generally 
credulous of men, and even since it went out of fashion, it has been 
splendidly celebrated in prose and verse by Scott and Coleridge, 
liut in this treatise of Chaucer’s, the great interest is the spectacle of 
an early example of the scientific application of literature and the 
literary handling of science.^ 

(The work of Wyclif,- a prose writer only, and a “sacred” and 
philosophical prose writer only, is less novel, less attractive, but not less 
important. Little, despite his fame and the violent partisanship for 
and against him, is really known of the author. Wc ^ 

^ ^ ^ - W yclif* 

do not know when John Wychf was born or where, 

though the probabilities connect his birth with the place of Wycliffe- 

on-Tees and the time of 1320-1325. He was certainly Master of 

Balliol (a northern college) at Oxford, m 1360 ; and by the confession 

of his opponents, was a recognised expert in theology and scholastic 

philosophy. He had, after giving up Balliol on his appointment to 

a college living, become Warden of Canterbury Hall, now merged in 

Christ Church ; but was deprived of this post by the next Archbishop 

but one of Canterbury. Other preferments came to him, and in 1374 

he received the Crown benefice of Lutterworth, which he held till his 

death, ten years later. The best-known e\ent in his life was his 

^ A thing of more length than merit, the Testament of L(n<c, used to be ineluded 
m Chairer's piose works, and may be found, by those who want it, in Chalmers 
and in IVofessor Skeat's Supplement For once the exorcists are justified of their 
spells. Not only does the composition (an allegorical-religious treatise on the 
uihor’s quest fora “ Margaret,” who is less doubtfully than usual a eidolon oi 
Grace, or spiritual truth, or the Church) contain internal evidence that it is not 
Ciiaucer’s in Us reference to him, but, as any one who, knowing Boethius, reads 
It Will sec at once, it pillages that book and others of his in a way which, 
baiefaced in another, would be unintelligible in himself. It is now put down (a 
kind of signature being discovered) to a certain Thomas Usk, a busy Londoner, 
who was executed with a good deal of barbarity by the triumphant Gloucestci 
faction in 1388. Usk did not quite deseivc “banging for his had/rose” ; but 
It is not good. 

" Wyclifs English work, oiUsidc the Bible, with some not his, is to be found 
in Mr. T. Arnold’s ..SV/fr/ English Works oj vols.), Clarendon Press, and 

Mr. F. D Matthew’s Workx of Wychf hitherto un/rinted {Id. E.T.S.). The 
whole Bible, a composite work of Wyclif and others, was edited in 4 vols. 4to 
by Forshall and Madden, Oxford, 1850 , the Gospels' (very convefiently printed 
in parallel columns, with the early Gothic and A.S. versions and 'Fyndale’s) by 
Bosworth and Waring (3rd ed. London, 1888). Ills very voluminous Latin 
works, philosophical and ecclesiastical, have been tackled by a special Wyclif 
5 iociety. 
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summons to appear in St. Paul’s on a charge of heresy in 1377, on 
which occasion the court was practically broken up by the turbulence 
of Wyclif’s partisan, John of Gaunt. Into the nature and extent of 
his heresies we are here precluded from entering. On “ Dominion,” 
on Transubstantiation, and other points, they reached the extreme of 
scholastic subtlety ; and perhaps the most practical part of his tenets 
was the establishment of an iiregular order of “ poor priests,” who 
look the field at once against the corrupt friars and the extravagantly 
endowed prelates of the time. These pooi priests, more definitely 
than Wychf himself, were responsible for the ‘‘ Lollardy ” which, 
though its first-fruits in the Wat Tyler insurrection came in Wyclif’s 
lifetime, developed later, and did not call for sharp repression till the 
reigns of Henry IV. and Henry \\ Much of Wychf’s tendency in 
politics ecclesiastical is observed in Langland, but the latter shows no 
sign of any doctrinal heresy. 

The Phiglish literary work of \\ ychf and the W^yclifites (for a 
large part of the University of Oxford was saturated with his doctrine, 
and the complete body of Wyclifian literature is rather an earlier 
“Tracts for the Times ” than the work of any one man) consists on 
the one hand of a new and complete translation of the Bible, on the 
other of a considerable mass of tracts and sermons intended for 
popular consumption. In some respects these latter are not very 
delightful or profitable reading. We find already in them the haid, 
narrow intolerance of contrary opinion and the refusal to behev'e in 
its honesty, the sav^ag-e, churlish hatred of all the beauty of holiness— 
music (the “knacking of new songs,” as the Wyclifite catchword 
has it), painted window’s, fair architecture, and all that makes the 
mcdicuval church gracious and precious in our eyes—the almost 
Iscariot-like grudging of all expense on divine worship that is not 
“given to the poor,” the rage, at least as much political and social as 
theological, at wealthy and exalted bishops and abbots, the sectarian 
jealousy between “ poor priests ” and friars,—all the ugly Philistine 
sourness, in short, which disgraces the extreme Protestant party of 
the sixteenth century and the extreme Puritan party of the seventeenth. 
There is little room in this furious cudgel-play of partisan hatred for 
the serene exercise in elaborate prose which Chaucer gives us in the 
Boethius^ for the scientific precision of the Asirolabc^ for the gay and 
varied garrulity of Mandeville. A few lively touches of manners, a 
few of the less merely “ teeth-gnashing ” flouts ot satire, a quaint 
phrase here and there, a racy translation of antiquity—these are the 
principal attractions which the Wyclifite tracts have to offer; while 
as for the Translation of the Bible, as it cannot compete as literature 
with that produced some two centuries later, so it has merely the 
same attraction as matter. It should be observed that there are 



CH VP. Ill CHAUCER’S PROSE—WYCLIF AND OTHERS 


147 


later and earlier versions of it, the former much the more advanced 
in grammar and style. 

Nevertheless both, as much the one as the other, were most 
important as contributions to English prose. Wyclif and his coad¬ 
jutors brought to both their tasks—that of translation and that of 
tract-writing—a combination of education and of “object” which 
has been very rare in literary history. 'Phey were all trained in the 
severest science of scholastic study, the most thorough perhaps that 
has ever been seen. PAen a Bachelorship of Divinity represented 
four years’ training in arts, three more in the quadrivium of mcdi:e\'al 
science, music, arithmetic, geometry, and astronomy ; and seven more 
still m theology. Every man who had gone through tins had been 
in the habit of constant disputes with opponents, on the watch to 
note the slightest vagueness of definition, the slightest illicit process 
of argument. Yet these accomplished scholars w'cre in their new 
venture addressing the common people first of all. Their training 
compelled them to be precise ; their object compelled them to be 
forcible. In the translation of the Bible they had a wide range of 
the most various kinds of literature, history, poetry, oratory, 
philosophy, parable,—matter which still retained, after being passed 
through the Latin sieve, large admixture of its original Oriental 
elements to colour and diversify the English result. In their tracts 
they had above all things to be exact in aim to meet their enemie.s, 
and to be forcible to attract disciples. No better exercising ground 
for an infant prose, in at least some ways, could have been provided, 
than this combined one of translation and polemic. \Vc do not, 
indeed, find m Wyclif, or in any of the immediate Wyclifites, the full 
consequences, which we shall find fifty years later in Pecock’s 
Repressor^ of a vocabulary and arrangement varying between extreme 
""cholasticism and extreme vernacularity, but we find approaches in 
both directions. 

The third prose author of this time owes his position to reasons 
rather different from those which have preferred Chaucer, Wyclif, 
«and Mandeville. He is neither a great poet who was an almost 
equally great all-round man of letters, nor an eager con¬ 
troversialist who has linked his name with one of the 'ivevVa^ 
great versions of the Bible (there seems to have been 
an idea in Caxton’s mind that Trevisa did translate the P>ible, but 
nothing else is knowm of it), nor an interesting if shadowy personality 
whose name is attached to a channing piece of literature. He 
simply produced an English version of the Latin Chronicle or Poly- 
cltro}iicon of Ralph Higden, which had been written not so very 
much before his own day. Higden was a West-countryman, who 
was born about the last decade but one of the thirteenth century ; 
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Ijccanie a monk of the Benedictine Abbey of St. Werburgh at 
Chester; perhaps (it is necessary to lay stress on that ‘‘perhaps”) 
had something to do with English literature directly in the matter 
of the Chester Plays, and certainly wrote this Polyclironicon^ one 
of the usual historical surveys, “beginning* at the beginning*,” narrow¬ 
ing to a rather more particular surv’ey of Jewish and Roman his¬ 
tory with others, and ending with that of England continued to 
the writer’s own time. Higden is said, on the not altogether trust¬ 
worthy authority of Bale, to ha\e died in 1363. Not very long 
after this his book was Englished ^ by John of Trevisa, who, as the 
“Tre” shows, was a Cornishman, but seems to have been chiefly 
connected wath Berkeley in Gloucestershire. He is said to have died 
in 1413, but his History was finished as long before as 1387. 'The 
piece has more interest for its matter, which includes much early 
(indeed the earliest) description of England in English, and for the evi¬ 
dence it gives of the now unrestrainable impulse to write about ICnglish 
matters generally in the English tongue, than for any special literary 
merit or savour. Trevisa, who seems to have been no great scholar 
in Latin, for he confesses that he could not always understand his 
original, \\as no genius in English. But his style is racy from its 
age, and agreeable for its want of jiretension. In his day a man 
deserved almost more credit for undertaking a long work in English 
than most men would deserve now for abstaining from it. 

The last name to be mentioned in this chapter is by far the most 
interesting in the special connection of English prose. But the dis¬ 
cussion of it is complicated, and obstructed by a more than ordinary 
amount of those teasing and extra-literary squabbles about authorship 
and authors which meet us so frequently. Nay, m consequence of 
the doubts which have been raised as to the existence of Sir John 
Mandevillc, and the proofs (not in\alid as such things go) that the 
real author was a French or Flemish physician of Li^ge, proposals 
have even been made to oust the book- altogether from English 
litenary history and give it to French. 

These proposals cannot for one moment be admitted. The 
French version of Mandeville may be—veiy likely is—the oldest. It 

^ Edited, with the Latin, in the “ Rolls Senes ’’ As with nearly all the early 
historians, the interest of the work for literature can be almost sufficiently gauged 
by sample, and a dozen pages of extraet will be found in Morns and Skeat, 
Part IJ. 

^ There is no thoroughly satisfactory edition. Wright’s, in the* Bohn Library 
(among Traveh tn Palestine), is too much modernised ; Mr. Warner's, for 

the Roxburghe Club, is not generally accessible Ilalliwell’s, more than once 
reprinted, is the best ,* and Mr. E B. Nicholson, Bodley's Librarian, is 

the best authority on the disputed pf)ints, which he has ircaterl in the Fncylopeedia 
Driianntcu and elsewhere. 
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may have been—it very likely though by no means necessarily was— 
written by some one who was not an Kng-lishman. But it is a book 
which, in the history of literature, has very little import¬ 
ance. French prose had been written currently on all sub- iManJ^vlue. 
jects for two centuries before it; and there was nothing 
remarkable in its existence. No one has contended that the French 
author can for a moment mc with Villehardouin, or Joinville, or his 
own contemporary Froissart, as a prose-writer. The book has had 
no influence on F'rench literary history—no great French writer has 
been inspired by it, none of its “ notes ” in the least corresponds to 
any mark of French. The contraiy of all these things is the case 
in regard to the English version. Even the infidels do not place 
that \ersion much later than 1400, and it may be permitted to doubt 
whether it is not older ; for though the prose shows an advance in ease 
and resource on Wyclif, a great one on Trevisa, it is not much, if at 
all, in front of Chaurer. It is quite an admirable thing in itself; it 
shows, if it be a translation, that some third person must be added 
to Malory and l^erners to make a trinity of such Eng^hsh translators, 
as the ^^orId has rarely seen, in the fifteenth century. It expresses 
with remarkable fidelity the travelling mania of the English, and in 
the stories of the “Watching of the Falcon,” the “Daughter of 
Hippocrates,” and others, it has supplied romantic inspiration for 
generation after generation. As French it is little or nothing to 
Frenchmen or to France; as English it is a great thing to England 
and to Englishmen. 

The facts as to authorship and contents are as follows. The 
book purports to have been written by Sir John Mandeville of St. 
AlbaiiS, who began to travel on Michaelmas Day 1322, journeyed in 
the East for thirty years and more, and after obtaining leave from the 
Pope, and coming home a sufferer from gout, produced his book in 
Latin and French and English in 1356. Later accounts have it that 
he was buried at Liege. Against this arc the facts that no other notice 
of any such Sir John Mandeville exists ; that the arms quoted as 
on the Liege monument have nothing to do with any family of the 
name ; and that, as we have mentiemed, the French version seems to 
be much anterior to the EInglish, il not also to the Latin. Further, 
before any more serious doubts had been started about Mandeville’s 
personality than those which arose from the marvels narrated in his 
book, and which had almost from the first caused it to be regarded 
as a capital example of a “ traveller’s tale,”—it had been observed that 
its contents were very far from original. A certain Friar Odoric may 
have travelled in “ Cathay ’ (Chinese Tartary), and had his travels 
written down by a brother of his Order, as early as 1330. Now the 
resemblance between Mandeville and Odoric is striking. Further 
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borrowings, certain or extremely probable, have been indicated from 
another Franciscan friar, from an Armenian named Hayton, from a 
(jerman knight named IJoldensele, and from others. Part, it is true, 
is not accounted for, and seems to be direct personal experience ; but 
the whole is very like a blend of such experience with matter from 
earlier books. And the compiler has been identified with a certain 
Liege physician, John of Burgundy or John of the Beard, who is said 
to have revealed his personality on his deathbed to a third Jolin. 
John of Outremeuse. Perhaps we may not impertinently, like Prince 
Henry, take leave of all these withered old Johns and Sir Johns, 
whose identity is shadowy in the extreme and of no importance. 

Once more the book is the thing ; and the importance of the 
book, by whomsoexer written, .at wh.itsoexer time anterior to the 
latest (the beginning of the fifteenth century) at which it can possibly 
have appeared, and whether translation or original, remains for the 
history of English prose immutable and inexpugnable. The title of 
“ P'ather of English I'rose,” which used to be given to Mandexillc, is 
indeed rather silly, as are all such titles, if only in that they provoke 
the chronological and other squabbles from which literary study has 
suffered so much. No one man could be “the Father of English 
Prose ” at any time ; .and .as a matter of fact it had, as w c have seen, 
at this time at least four simultaneous fathers. What the / and 
Travaile really is, is this—it is, so far as we know', and e\en beyond 
our knowledge in all probability and likelihood, the first considerable 
example of prose m English dealing neither w'ith the beaten track of 
theology .and philosophy, nor with the, even in the Middle Ages, 
restricted field of history and home topography, but expatiating freely 
on unguarded plains and on untrodden hills, sometimes dropping into 
actual prose romance, and always tre.ating its subject as the poets 
had treated theirs in Ih'iit and Mort d^Ari/iur^ m Troy-book and 
Alexandreid, as a mere canvas on w’hich to embroider flow^ers of 
fancy. It is the first book of belles lettres in English prose, and this 
is such a priority as the most ambitious of authors, identified or 
unknown, might be content with..:^ And being such, it deserves a 
brief handling of its material and formal characteristics, such as w'e 
have given to its verse predecessors in the same supreme, and indeed 
.only purely literary, department of literature. 

The extreme attractiveness of the matter, and the delightful 
illustnitions of old attached to it, have perhajis a little drawn aw'ay 
attention from the fact that the form of the book is well worthy of 
the substance. A summary of the life of our Lord (for it must be 
lemembered that the book is primarily a road-book for the Holy 
Land) leads to a description of Constantinople and a precis of the 
tenets of the Greek Church. Then wc cross the “ Brace of St. 
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George” (Sea of Marmora) and come to A'>ia Minor, where Cos gives 
us the “Daughter of Hippocrates,” and Rhodes another wild tale, 
and Cyprus an account of hunting leopards. Jerusalem itself follows, 
and “ Babylon ” (which it must be remembered is always Cairo in 
the Middle Ages), and a long account of Egypt and of Arabia, and 
how roses came into the world, and of Jerusalem again, and of whole 
Palestina. Only after this do we get into the true Utopian El Doiado 
of Mandeville, with the “Watching of the Spar-hawk” in an 
Armenian castle (what time the Ark still was visible on the top of 
Ararat), and the Customs of Ind, and the great Cham of Cathay, and 
the royal State of Prester John, and the four floods that come from 
the Paradys Terrestre. There is hardly a page in the book which is 
not full of interesting detail, of romantic suggestion, of fact sublimed 
and opalised by imagination, or by the mere process of continuous 
report from lip to lip and book to book. 

But the great interest for us is that here, and here for the first 
time distinctly, the subject and the idiosyncrasy of the author pro¬ 
duce between them a .\/y/r. There are approaches to a style in 
Chaucer; but he was kept too close to his text in Boethius.^ to his 
subject in the Astrolabe. Wychf might have reached one ; 'Previsa 
probably could not; Mandeville did. His object being to produce 
his effect by the accumulation of interesting marvels, with few models 
before him except the arrangements of the Bible, he mostl) affects 
short sentences, and has a trick of beginning each with “And.” 
This conjunction is dear to the story-teller, because il has a sort of 
arresting and exciting effect upon the hearer, by jironuse of something 
fresh ; while the long periodic sentence, besides requiring 
greater practice, is apt to weary hearers as opposed to proJeftj’ie 
reader. I’he vocabulary is simple and rather modern, 
with few cjbsolete or archaic words, as indeed might be expected, 
whether the book was really the work of a cosmopolitan traveller or 
that of a mere homekeeping forger of letters. Few books of the 
time, when the spelling is completely modernised, have so little 
uncouthness about them. And one thing (rarely to be said of any 
author, rarest of one medimval in time) is that this author knows 
e.xactly when he has said enough. Nothing tempts him to the fatal 
loquacity of nearly all writers between the Dark Ages and the 
Renaissance, and he will even apologise for the Sparrowhawk discus¬ 
sion which tcllb the reason of the woes of Annenia. “ This is not 
the right way to go to the parts that I have named, but for to see the 
marvel.” 1 o see the mar^'el of the rising of literary prose style in 
English there is no better way than to read Mandeville. 



INTERCHAPTER III 

Short as is the period which has been covered in the preceding 
Book, and few as are the names which it contains, we have at last 
reached in it one, the importance of which has, in great part at least, 
not to be pleaded for. At no lime duiing the piesent century—at 
no lime, indeed, during the last five centuries, except, and that not 
universally, for a short interval during the eighteenth—w’ould the 
right of Chaucer to a place, and a gieat one, m English literary 
history have been contested ; w^hile, silly as the title of “ Father 
of English Prose ” may be, the fact of its having been long ago 
awarded sometimes to Mandeville, sometimes to Wyclif, is a piece 
of evidence in itself. Yet theie is no need for this to break the good 
custom of these interposed summaries ; indeed, one at the present 
juncture may have special value. 

P’or it rs impossible to appreciate too clearly the exact position 
of Chaucer in poetry, while that of himself and his contemporaries 
in prose certainly has not always been appreciated with even the 
least clearness—if Professor Earle had any justification for saying, 
not more than a few years ago, that “ there exists a general impres¬ 
sion among educated Englishmen that our prose dales from the 
sixteenth century.” ^ 

Even to appreciate Chaucer with exactness and propriety is by 
no means a matter of course ; yet without such an appreciation it 
is impossible to get the parts of the history into true proportion and 
connection. At no time have competent readers failed to perceive 
his abounding humour, the shaping faculty which enables him to 
make every character at once an individual and a type, the “ gold 
dewdrops of his speech,” the sweetness of his*,music. Perhaps we 
have outgrown (there is at any rate no excuse for us if we have not) 
the idea entertained even by Dryden that this sw^eetness is “ rude,” 
that theie is something untutored and infantine about it. But it may 
be doubted w hether even yet, whether even among persons who may 


^ English Prose, p. 369. 
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boast some acquaintance with him, an accurate estimate of his posi¬ 
tion in regard both to the past and the immediate future prevails. 
It so happens, oddly enough, that the first part of this has been 
expressed with extreme propriety <4 fact, and in words that could 
not be bettered in another language in reference to another person, 
by a writer who probably had never heard of Chaucer, and would 
have regarded him as a savage if he had. Boileau’s famous couplet— 

Villon sut le premier dans ces sieclcs giossicis 

Dcbrouiller I’ait confus de nob vieux romanciers— 

is, as it stands, a sort of Helot among critical utterances. The sihles 
were noX. gi'o^sici's j Villon was not the first to “disembroil” poetical 
art of any kind ; and what he did had nothing whatever to do with 
the vieux 7 ' 07 nancicrs^ but \\as the infusion of a modern spiiit into 
forms already arranged for him as exactly and neatly as any art 
could be arranged. But the second line expresses precisely what 
Chaucer did in English, and what gives him, if not his chief title to 
admiration as a poet, his chief place in literary history. He, in fact 
and in deed— 

Debrouilla Part confus dc nos vieux romancieis. 

It already existed in plentiful quantity, and now and then in no incon¬ 
siderable degrees of accomplishment. But it was all in the shape 
of brouillou —of rough draft. Men had practised the octosyllabic 
couplet for centuries, but they had never succeeded in writing it 
wuth a sure mastery at once of vigour and of variety, oT smoothness 
and of strength. They had got safely through very intricate stanzas, 
but no (me of them had any stanza so under his command as to 
wii e anything at all approaching the best p.issages—indeed prac¬ 
tically the whole—of Trot I us. They had now and then stumbled upon 
the great heroic couplet itself, but they had hardly knowm it when 
they saw^ it, and had invariably let it slip- again, even if they per¬ 
ceived its character. Nay, in his owm day, some men w'ere ev’cn 
relapsing from the point that art had reached on the earlier stage of 
“rim ram ruf”—on the rhythmical prose of alliteration, either simple 
of itself or awkwardly bedizened, like a true savage art, wuth feathers 
and gawds of inappropriate stanz.i and rhyme. 

All this Chaucer debrouilla —set straight, copied out fair, and 
left the copy so transposed as a testimony for ever, and a point to 
which men might return, but which, once gained, they never could 
really lose. He wms no doubt pow'crfully backed on the more artistic 
side by Gower, but Gower had, in English at least, little strength ; 
and he was far more powerfully backed on the other by Langland, 
but Langland had, or chose to have in this respect, an inferior and 
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antiquated art. In the union of the two Chaucer stood alone, and 
fortunately he was quite able to stand alone. 

To such an estimate the demur may be made, “If he did so 
much, how’ was it that outside his owm work so little resulted that 
nearly a century and a half had to pass after his death before any real 
advance w^as made ? ” To this, of com se, no absolutely complete answ^er 
can be given. '1 he most philosophical \iew of the philosophy of history 
never pretends to explain all the facts, especially in regard to “ the 
times and the seasons.The best explanation why there is no poet 
in English—even in Scots—wdio is the equal of Chaucer, betw^een 
Chaucer himself and Surrey, is that, as a mattei of fact, no such poet 
appeared. But we can give some side-explanations, some, as it were, 
marginal notes on this, and we can at any rate see that things w'ere 
much better as they were If Chaucer had not appeared when he 
did, the language might have got into w'ays too slovenly for it to 
acquire a real vD's poctica at all, might have succumbed to the rigid 
syllabic prosody of French (there w^as some danger of this for a long 
time to come), or have gone off “ nm-ram-ruffing ” into the w ilder¬ 
ness. But since he appeared when he did, his work w-as necessarily 
exposed to the drawback that it w'as composed in a language w'hich 
had still not acquired its complete modern form. The final c, a 
troublesome and by this time a useless thing', which meant anything 
and everything and nothing, had to be shed : some other structural 
changes had to be gone through. Above all, the language had to 
pass under certain modifications of sound which have never yet been 
fully explained. In this welter Chaucer could not be equalled ; 
Spenser could not come till it w'as over. Ikit through it all ChauceFs 
w'ork remained, above the welter itself, a pattern and a beacon at 
once. 

The influence of Cmwer, infinitely less as is his value foi us, wxis 
])robably not so very much less than Chaucer’s for his own contem¬ 
poraries. The third gieat poetical figure of the time exactly reverses 
these conditions. Langland is for us a true, nay a great, poet ; his 
reactionary aberrations m form ctio do us no harm, and his apoca¬ 
lyptic obscurity adds something of a zest to our reading of him. 
These w^ould not have been the best of influences on his own age, 
.,which w^as urgently in need of formal correction, and was not at all 
in need of incitements to allegorical meandering. But, as a matter 
of fact, he does not seem to have exercised much, if he exercised any, 
influence, and what he had was in the direction of political and othei 
satire, not that of poetry proper. Even the alliterators did not usually 
follow his straightforward reliance on alliteration and accent, but 
confessed their sense of insufficiency by calling in more and more 
the aid of stanza and of rhyme. 
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The formal importance of the age in prose is hardly less, though 
its productions have far less intrinsic interest. The excursion of 
prose beyond the narrow limits of theological matter which had so 
long confined it was one gieat thing; the use of it to address the 
common people, who had hitherto been onl> accessible by verse, was 
another. That the third limit—translation-which had been im¬ 
posed upon it still remained, w'as no drawback for the time. A'ery 
much more importation of vocabulary; vcr^much more experiment, like 
that of Pecock in the next age, with lerm-for^ing ; very much more 
copying of the more accomplished prose forms of French and Latin, 
were necessary before the resources of style could really be at the 
command of the English prose-writer in miscellaneous subjects. But 
the return to vernacular writing m history, more than two hundred 
years after the ])cn had left the hand of the last annalist of Peter¬ 
borough, meant a very great deal ; the applu ation of the genius for 
letters of such a man as Chaiu er to scientific exposition in the 
A^trohibi\ to philosophical exposition in the Bocthitis^ meant a great 
deal more ; perhaps the example of prose narrative of the easy, 
interesting, not first of all instructive kind m Mandevillc meant 
most of all. This fascinating shadow', whatever else he was, and 
whatever else he did, was the spmtual father of Malory and Berners, 
of Lyly and Sidney, of Defoe and Fielding-, of Miss Austen and 
Scott. They were still long to be “bodiless childfuls,” but they 
were now “bodiless childfuls of life,” and Sir John, if ev'er any other, 
g-ave them that life. 

Lastly, we must not foigct, though considerations of weight have 
necessitated a mere allusion to it as yet, that the third great kind, 
the kind which is not essentially prose nor essentially v'erse, but 
partakes of both—to wit, Drama—was by this time certainly born in 
English. It was as yet in swaddling clothes ; pcrha])s we must not 
be too absolutely certain that any single piece now actually in our 
possession existed in the form in which we have it now.^ But there 
is no reason for doubt that this momentous and import*mt kind- which 
was to absorb the greatest genius of the first rcall>’ complete age of 
English literature, which vv'as to confer inestimable benefits upon 
both prose and verse, and was to be the first literary kind to engage, 
apart from some consideration of profit, the attention of a great 
audience— had for some time left the use of Latin and become 
common in the vcrnaculai. It was still, as has been said, in 
swaddling clothes, it was jierformed and composed in ways unfavour¬ 
able to a rapid, accomplished literaly development, it vvas limited in 
subject, awkward in form ; but it was the drama—the direct ancestor 

^ 'Ihe well-known Jlarrowi?iii of //r// is possibly as early as Alison, but \t is 
faintly diani.ilic, and there is a long interval Ijctw'ccn it .ind other things. 
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of the great Elizabethan drama itself—and its presence in the list of 
literary kinds is a matter of the first importance. 

In short, the literary work of the Middle Ages proper in England 
was now complete, and, with a good fortune rare and almost un¬ 
paralleled, what they had given was caught up, summed, uttered in 
perfect form by a poet of the greatest genius, and a prose writer of 
no small talent, l^crhaps this good fortune had in a manner to be 
paid for by the relapse in poetry which the next century saw. But 
even this was a rest as well as a relapse, and meanwhile prose the 
unresting, if also the unhastmg, was making advances as steady as 
they are unmistakable. 
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THE EN(;L1SH CHAUCERIANS—LYDGATE TO SKELTON 

Contempt for fifteenth-centur> literature — L}dgate — Occleve -Bokenam — 
Audelay and Minors—Hawes—The Pastime of Pleasure —The Examfk oj 
C/r/7/r—Barclay—The Ship oJ Fools —The Ldogueb—Skelton— His life— 
His poems 

Few sections of English Letters ha\c been inoie abused or more 
disdained than, the literature, and especially the purely English 
poetry, of the fifteenth century. The contemptuous ignorance of 
M. Taine extended even to the Scottish poets, w ho have Contempt for 
been more generally excepted fiom condemnation ; and fifteemh-cen- 
less excusable under-valuation of these same has been hier.uurc. 
made by critics, at least to the language born, such as Mr. Lowell and 
Mr. Lounsbury. Even those who do not commit the unpaidonable 
or inexplicable error of belittling or ignoring Dunbar and Henryson 
have usually a short shrift and a long drop for the English winters of 
the time, and especially for the English poets. 

Of these disdains literaly history knows nothing ; and nothing 
is to be passed over by her unless it is at once devoid of intrinsic 
attraction, and of no importance as supplying connections and 
origins. Even from the first point of view, slighting of the Twa 
Maryit Wemcn and ihc IfVda, of the Testament of Cressid^ of the 
Kin^s Quair^ of Malory and Berners, of the NuPbrowtte Maidy and 
the carol “ I sing of a maiden,” must convict the slighter either of 
invincible bad taste, or of ignorance that cannot be too soon 
corrected. From the second, the period which show s us the progress 
in, and the final stoppage of, the blind alley of alliteration, the strange 
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failure to m.ike the improvement that miglu have been expected on 
the magnificent advantages given by Chaucer, the process, slow but 
sure, of elaborating the machinery and amassing the capital of 
English prose, the probable beginning of the ballad, the spread and 
popularising of the drama,^ and the certain and glorious ending of 
romance, need not be ashamed of itself in any company which knows 
and observes the laws of literary history. 

The poets, both Scotch and English, of this century were wont to 
leash with Chaucer and (iower in the triplet of masters whom they 
acknowledged and hailed with reverence John Lydgate, the “ Monk 
of Bury.” \^ery little is known of the life of this \ohitnmous, some¬ 
what undistinguished, but by no means unpleasant or uninteresting 
poet, who has had decidedly hard measure m the way of 
presentation to modern readers, though the Eaily English Text 
Society has begun to devote a portion of its too small resources and 
its too largely drawn upon labour to the task - The latest certain 
date in his life is 1446. As the dates of his orders are—sub-deacon, 
1389 ; deacon, 1393 : andpiiest, 1397, he may have been born about 
1370. lie appears to have enjoyed the advantages of the three 
greatest Europe<in Universities of his day—Oxford, Paris, and 
Padua—and his knowledge both of ancient and modern literature 
must have been pretty complete for the time. He taught rhetoric at 
Bury St. Edmunds, and it must be remembered that Rhetoric, whiclt 
had for many ccntuiies, legitimately or illegitimately, extended itself 
m the sense of the Art of Prose Literature, had l)y this time absorbed 
poetics likewise, and that in the fifteenth century especially 
“ rhetorikc ” and (in French) r/itioriijinu? .11 e wairds almost inter- 
changcpblc with “ poetry ” and “ poet.” L^nluckily, as from the days of 
Martianus Capella^ downwards rhetoric and ornate diction had been 
closely connected, this also became confounded with poetry, and the 
main objection to fiftcenth-ccntury verse next to, 01 indeed connected 

^ For ro.isoiis given />osf it has seemed belter to lesi r\e the diamrilic inattei. 
which might h.ive made some appearance even earliei, and has a fair claim to a 
placti here, for the next Book, .so fai as ,iic mam text is conccined. See also 
Intcrehapters m. {mpm) and iv [injra) 

“ Until this reissue, which has alicady given the Temple of (llnw and other 
things, was begun, ITallivvell’s edition of the Muiof Toems lor the Percy Society, 
and the Slo/y oj 'Thehes, and some smalh i pieces given by Chalmers m his 
Chauceriana, formed the accessible Lydgate, illustrated by four-and-twenty 
pages of bibliography, which Ritson devotes in his Biblttaphtu Poetka 
(London, 1802) to “ tins voluminous, prosaick, and drivelling monk,’’ as the critic, 
with his usual sweetness, descrilies his subject 

3 This crabbed, but to fit tastes not iinpleasing, winer paints the breast of 
Rhetoric as e.xqui.sitisumis ifewmarum co/onbu\ bnlleatum, gives her arms 
which clash velid fuli^on.ie nubi\ friiirote (olhso hombi^ dissuUtintibu^, and 
assigns to her .1 zv.x aura/a — all tiaiisparent allegory. 
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with, its prolixity and dulness, is its addiction to “ aureate ” terms— 
that is to say, bombastic classical or pseudo-classical phraseology. 

In this Lydgate is not quite such a sinner as some of his con¬ 
temporaries and still more his successors. He could now and then 
catch something at least of the propriety of language which is one of 
his master Chaucer’s glories, and he was also less to seek than any 
other of that master’s purely English followers in versification, though 
he too shows some signs of that curious confusion of poetic tongue 
which came upon his time. 

'I'he early printers, Caxton, Pynson, and Wynkyn de Worde, in 
whose time Lydgate sliU ranked as one of the di majores of English 
literature, were not unkind to him ; but the mania for early printed 
books as such has made these editions entirely inac- ^ ^ 
cessible, sa\e in public libraries, to the lover of htera- 
turo who IS not a millionaire. At last the E.E.T.S. reprints 

have reproduced «i fair body of his woik, much of the current 
abuse of which is only an echo of the violence of Ritson, a critic 
seldom to be under\alued when he praises, but too often merely to 
be neglected when he blames. The Thebes poem, which w'as 

obviously intended as a pendant to the Knighfs Tah\ gives the 
more canonical history of the w’ars which are taken for granted as pre¬ 
cedent in Chaucers ])ocm, consists of between four and five thousand 
verses in couplets (^vidc infra\ and begins a's a Canierhtery Tale with 
a prologue, references to Ospringe and other localities, and an invitation 
by the host to ‘‘Dan John” to tell it. In this piece the characters 
of Statius and those of Boccaccio are both drawn upon, and the 
story is sufficiently well told, though with too many speeches and 
involutions, and w'ith little share of Chaucer’s ordeily and artful 
action. The most noteworthy thing about it, liowexcr, as about most 
of the poetry of Lydgate, of Occleve, and even of Haw’es, not to 
mention smaller men, is that strange loss of “ grip ” in versification 
which has been more than once referred to. How' fai this is due to 
careless or ignorant copying or printing cannot be said wath con¬ 
fidence until a much larger amount of Lydgate’s enormous w^ork has 
been competently edited from the MSS. ; but attempts to make him 
out an elaborate and harmonious metrist are little less than prepos¬ 
terous. ^ The truth w'ould rather seem to be that Chaucer w-as too 

^ If Lj'clgate IS really lesponsible for the following Iino<^ in an account of 
Henry VI.'s entiy into London ( Minor h'oenis, p 3), no bathos and no bad verse 
can have been inaccessible to him— 

'Then clothing t>f colour full rnnvenahic ' 

7 he nol'lc May*n tinti in leti vch'ivet ('» 

'rhe .sheriffs, the Aldermen, full notable, 

In furled clokys the colour ^cailctt. 

Observe that “ In fnruVl clok\s, scaih’t in coloin," is nn obvious change, and 
makes a very fair hnc. 
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far in advance of^ his time both in car and in perception of the 
capabilities of the lanj^uage ; that his followers completely failed to 
adjust inonuncicition and versification, and to understand versification 
itself, while their failure was made worse by rapid and uncertain 
changes in the language, as the dialects blended, as the final e 
fell off, and as the very vowel-sounds altered. Certain it is that 
in Lydgate, still more m Occleve, and more or less in all the 
others of this chapter, while the line sometimes loses all rhythmical 
sufficiency, though it does yield ten syllables to the finger, it 
at m.iny other times fails to respond even to this mechanical 
test, and simply sprawls—a frank and confessed nondescript or 
failure.* 

These fimlts appear, but somewhat less, in the Comj)Jaitit of the 
Black K 7 iight and the other smaller poems caught in the great 
“ Chauceriana net. The rhyme royal of the OmiplaiJit seems to 
have acted as a sort of support and stay to the backboneless writers 
of this lime. In the other shorter poems, and in the pleasant piece 
of London Liekpc 72 ?ty —which is one of J.ydgate's best and best-known 
things, and which describes the woes of a penniless (or onc-pennied) 
man in Westminster Hall and in London sliops and streets—there is 
naturally much more variety and liveliness than in the longer and 
more conventional efforts. Not that there is a lack of convention 
even here. It is exceedingly rash to take the confessions of youthful 
follies and peccadilloes which Lydgate makes in his Testatum/^ just 
as Occleve does in his Male and many other poets of this and 

other ages elsewdierc, for solid biographical documents. The chief 
of Lydgate’s other works arc the Tetnplc of Glass^ the very title of 
which is redolent of fifteenth-century allegory; the Falls of Princes^ 
perhaps his most popular book m his own day, adapted from 
Boccaccio, and itself serving as model to the famous miscellany of 
the Mirror for Magistrates in the sixteenth century ; a Troy Book\ 
one of the numerous versions of Guido Colonna’s plagiarism from 
Benoit de Sainte-More; an extraordinarily quaint Englishing of 
Deguileville’s J^ilgrimage of the Life^of Man^ interesting both for 
itself and for its foreshadowing of Bunyan ; a most dismal Assembly 
of Gods^ even more religious than moral, and making both its themes 
disgusting ; part of a translation of the Secrefa Secretonim ; Proverbs; 
the Com‘t of Sapience; a Life of Our Lady j a Chronicle of EtJglish 
Kings; Lives of his patron at Bury St. Edmunds; and so forth. 
These are but a few of the enormous number of works attributed 
to him. But the general value of Lydgate is not hard to fix. He 
is a scholar not a master, a versifier rather than a poet; an interest¬ 
ing figure in a time of groping and transition, and perhaps not so 
very unlike other figures in other times. 
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Thomas Occleve ^ (there seems to be as good* authority for this 
as for the somewhat uglier form “ Hoccleve ”) is, and probably will 
continue to be, inseparably connected in literary history ^ 
with Lydgate, of whom he is a much less voluminous 
and rather less accomplished double. He was often given to auto¬ 
biographic details of the preciser kind, and from two of these we 
gather that he must have been born about 1368 {where is guessw'ork, 
the nearest locality in spelling being Hockcliffe in Bedfordshire). 
He entered the Privy Seal Office when he was about twenty, 
and we have abundant records of payments to him for parchment, 
ink, and wax used, as well as of sal.iries and pensions. He^ was 
ahvays expecting a benefice or “corrody” (annuity charged on 
ecclesiastical revenues); but nothing came till 1424, when he was 
quartered, to an extent not exactly defined, on the Priory of Southwick 
in Hampshire. We may have something of his as late as 1448, and 
he may have died a little later, say 1450. 

Occleve’s principal work is an English version or adaptation in 
rhyme-royal of one or more Latin originals, under the title of De 
Regiminc Rrincip nup- preceded by a long introduction, partly auto¬ 
biographic and wholly moralising. The enthusiastic address to his 
“master dear” Chaucer, of whom, be it remembered, one of his 
MSS. preserves the most probably authentic portrait, is the most 
interesting thing in this lugubrious and desultory work, of which the 
versification frequently sprawls and staggers in a fashion beside 
w'hich even Lydgate’s is well girt and neatly moving. 

Among the smaller pieces attention has cniefly been given to the 
;ibove-rcfcrred-to piece, entitled La Male Rlglc de T. Occleve^ wffiich 
seems to have been written when the poet was coming to forty years, 
after whuh age of wisdom, however, he married—for love, he says, 
'^'his poem has the invariable characteristics of such regrets for lost 
yoLith, together with the less usual peculiarity that the poet represents 
himself as not merely a ne’er-do-wdl, but a very poor creature—a 
valetudinarian, “ letting I dare not w'ait upon w^ould ” in his very 
escapades, a coward, a glutton, vain, weak, la/y, but w'lth none of the 
nobler vices. If the thing had been better done w^e might have 
taken it for his humour; but the poorness of the verse,^ wfith a 
Chaucerian flash or two such as— 

P' .cess-at-board h.us laid his knife with me, 


^ The first two volumes of an edition have been issued by the E. E T.S. 
under Dr. FurnivaH’s editorship. 

Edited for the Roxburghe Club by Wright in i860, and E.E.T S. 1897. 

* Occleve, says Dr. P'urnivall, ‘' is content so long as he can count the syllables 
on his fingers.” This is generous rather than severe. 
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IS rather a warrant for truth. A singularly weak Complaint of Our 
Lady before the Cross^ where the subject strikes no spark out of 
Occleve’s flabby nature ; a feebly violent onslaught on Sir John Old- 
castle and the Lollards ; certain ballades^ pious or political, w^hich are 
no ballades at all, Occlcvc being apparently too weak to keep up to the 
rhyrne-and-refrain scheme, may be noticed. The Letter of Cupid to 
Lovers is a little better. Not so much can be said of Orcleve^s Com¬ 
plaint and Occleve's Dialoy^ue^ though the latter may have an attrac¬ 
tion for some in its querulous garrulity. Hut the tale which it 
introduces—a versification from the Gesta Jvomanorum about the 
FLmperor Jereslaus’s wife—and a later Sto?y of fonathas^ are not bad 
of their kind, while the poem which comes between them, and which 
is connected with all that have been mentioned since the Complaint^ 
Ars Utilissima sciendi mart, is, in a different vein, their equal. It 
is, like most of the w'ork of this time and of this poet, merely a 
translation, though of w hat original is not (juite certain. Hut there is 
a much healthier and manlier tone m it than in the puling regrets 
of the Male Regie for w'asted health and feeble follies gone. The 
fifteenth century thought much of Death, and the thought w'as here, 
as elsew'here, tonic. The whining poltroon of the retrospect of 
life faces the prospect of death with no sham philosophy, and if not 
without fear, 3'et in humility and faith. 

For those, and perhaps only for those, who desire to appreciate 
at first hand the strange paralysis of humour and harmony, of 
grace and strength, which came upon the successors of Chaucer and 
Langland, it may be worth while to turn over the w^ork of 0 .sbern 
Hokenam ( — probably Buckenham),^ whose Legends of the Saints^ in 
some 10,000 lines of decasyllabics variously arranged m Chaucerian 
fashions, have had the very undeserved honour of two reprints,- 
chiefly, it w'ould seem, because they represent the not very common 
dialect of Suffolk. Hokenam, who, as we learn from a 

Bokenam. MS., was a Suffolk man, a Doctor of 

Divinity, and an Austin Friar of Stoke Clare, tells the lives of Saints 
Margaret, Anne, Christina, thq^ F 21 even Thousand, Faith, Agnes, 
Dorotliy, Mary Magdalene, Katharine, Cecily, Agatha,'* Lucy, and 
Elizabeth of Hungary, in verse of rather more smoothness than 
some of his contemporaries could manage, but of a saltlessnessy an 
absence of flavour, sparkle, piquancy, bite, wdiich is desperate and 
almost inconceivable. Not St. Margaret and the Dragon, not St. 
Katharine and the Wheel, not even that lovely legend of St. Dorothea, 
which might draw poetry from an expert in phonetics, can inspire 

^ “ Dr. Bokenham of Bury" occurs, however, in Roger North. 

2 By Stevenson for the Roxburghe Club, and by Horstmann (Heilbronn, 1883) 

^ " Agas " m the English, a form identical with the original of “haggis." 
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Bokenam with anything beyond the mildest prettiness of expression, 
and this he very seldom reaches. The most interesting thing in the 
whole book is the statement in the same end-note that 'rhomas Burgh 
had the poem copied in Cambridge m the year of Our Lord 1447, 
at the cost of thirty shillings—which sum can seldom have been 
either worse spent or more hardly earned either by town or gown in 
that locality. 

Indeed, after making every allowance for the attempts, estimable 
if not delectable, of Lydgate and Occleve to keep English poetry 
alive during the first half of the fifteenth century, it is impossible not 
to be struck, not merely with the extremely moderate success of their 
own efforts, l^iit with the paucity of any attempt to support them among 
their contemporaries. What we may call the Apocrypha of Pier's 
Plowmat2^ the C 7 rcd^ and the Tale {vtde ^a/)ra) may belong to the 
beginning of this century as well as to the end of the 
last. So may the verses of the Shropshire poet, Aude- 
lay,^ who, like Langland himself, was a reformer without 
being a Wyclifite. To the first quarter of the liftcenth century belong 
William of Nrssington, a Yorkshire writer of sacred verse, who 
perhaps belongs to the tradition of Hampole ; and Hugh Campden, 
another translator, the author of the moral romance of Bocius and 
Sidrac. The hapless Prince Edward, son of Henry \T. and Margaret 
of Anjou, before Clarence stabbed him in the field by Tewkesbury, 
underwent the minor pain of having a moral poem on the Active 
Policy of a Piince written for him by a certain George Ashby, Clerk 
of the Signet to his mother, and an aged Chaucerian. One of Caxton’s 
books is a verse translation of Cato’s Morals^ by Benedict Burgh, done 
about 1470 ; and the last quarter saw some curious alchemical verses 
by (icorge Ripley and Thomas Norton. But this, and perhaps a 
little more of the same kind, purely curious and appealing only to 
che robustei kind of curiosity, is all that bridges in England the 
space between Lydgate and Occleve in the early part of the fifteenth 
century, and Hawes and Skelton in the beginning of the sixteenth. 
There is, it is true, some anonymous matter of far greater interest 
which may represent this interval, and which will Idc dealt with in a 
later chapter. But even this is but st anty in amount.- 

(\T*ry little is known of Stephen Hawes, and that little does not 
include the dale either of his birth 01 of Ins death. He is said to 

^ Ed. Halliwell, Percy Society, 1844. A selection only. The MS is dated 
1426, and Audelay lived and wrote as late as the reign of Henry VI. He has 
“hob and wheel” stanzas, sometimes alliterated and sometimes not, Romance 
sixains, a system composed of triplet octosyllables separated by single lines, 
monorhyined throughout the ooeni, etc 

I know the writers mentioned in this paragraph, after Audelay and Nassing- 
ton, mainly at second hand, \bifth Edition, 'Hus knowledge is now first hand 
throughout,] 
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have been a gentleman of birth, an Oxford man, a pretty considerable 
traveller, a master of modern languages, a man of great memory 
(seeing he could repeat by heart the works of Lydgate), 

’ and the possessor of a critical faculty somewhat smaller, 
inasmuch as he made that voluminous person equal in some respects 
with Geoffrey Chaucer. It is said with probability that he was 
Groom of the Chamber to Henry VII. ; he was Jiblc to write verses to 
congratulate Henry VIII. on his accession; and it seems likely that 
he died in Suffolk in early middle age, certainly before i 530, and 
probably about 1523. 

Wynkyn de Woide printed collections of the poems of Hawes— 
the Pastiwc of Plcastirc^ by which he is now almost solely known, in 
1509, with some more pieces and the Example of Virtue in 1512. 
The Pastime was reprinted by Wright for the Percy Society,^ un¬ 
luckily with some omissions. Mr. Arber long ago promised a reprint 
of the Example of I lrtin\ the contents of which were abstracted in 
Mr. Henry Moiley's Eni^lish Writei's.- The te.\t has at last ap¬ 
peared in tlie Dunbar Ajifholoi^yV It is not nearly so long as the 
Pastime. Hawes has been said to belong to “ the Pro- 
^o/'pualulr v^tigal schooV^ a statement, of course, entirely erroneous, 
and due to the confusion between Provengal and French, 
which was at one time excusable, but has long ceased to be so. He 
is, in fact, a Chaucerian who has deepened one particular colour 
of Chaucerism by recurrence to the Romance of the Rose itself, and 
still more to the heavier following of its allegory in the fourteenth 
and fifteenth centuries by French and English writers. The Pastime 
of P%as 7 ire^ or the history of Graund-Amour and La Bel Pucell, is, 
like Gavin IDouglas’s contemporary King Hart^ simply an allegory 
of the life of man. The hero passes the meadow of Youth ; chooses 
the path of Active Life, neglecting the Contem])lative or Monastic ; is 
introduced to the Seven Daughters of Doctrine (the Trivium and 
(fiiadriiaum) ; meets La Bel Pucell, determines to obtain her, but is 
exposed to some danger by the misguidance of a comic slanderer of 
women, Godfrey Gobihve ; desti^pys a three-headed giant and seven¬ 
headed ditto, so forcing his way to La Bel Pucell ; is received by 
the Virtues, and married to his beloved by Law. He lives happily 
with her till Age strikes him with infirmities and the vice of Avarice. 
Contrition comes in time, however, before Death, and he is buried 
by Mercy and Charity and epitaphed by Fame.^ 

Thus presented in its bare scheme or skeleton, the poem may 
well seem (to use a Drydenian phrase) but a cool and insignificant 
thing. Nothing is more dead to us, hardly anything perhaps seems 

1845 'rhe Abbotsford Club added the short Conversion of Swearers in 1865. 

- vii. 75 81. •* London, 1901, pp 217-295. 
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more certain of no resurrection, than this bald yet childish form of 
allegory, which lacks alike the vivid passages, the attractive, dreamlike 
transformations, and the fiery intensity of Langland, the gorgeous 
romance of Spenser and his perfect poetic skill, the amiable humanity 
and vivid novel-interest of Bunyan. In the two last of these cases-- 
perhaps even in the first—the allegory, though ever present, is piesent 
m the background ; it will come when called, but does not obtrude 
Itself; in Hawes it is pitilessly obtrusive at every step. Further, 
the poet is singularly ill provided with the means of his art. He is far 
from being such a “ dull dog ” as Or c leve ; he has perhaps more flashes 
of poetry than Lydgate. But either the venerable Wynkyn was false 
to the central principle of all good printing, “Follow copy e\en if it 
flies out of the window,” or else Hawes was less able to keep up any 
standard of correct and musical versification than even these his pre¬ 
decessors. Both his rhymes-ro>al and his couplets (both are used 
in the Pastime) are subject to the strangest lapses, to fits of a kind of 
verse-giddiness or epilepsy. 

'i'he Example of which is wholly in rhyme-royal, is a 

very miu h duller poem, perhaps because it is even more nakedly 
allegoric than the Pastime of Pleasure, The usual invocation of the 
unequal three—Chaucer, Gower, and L)'dgate—is fol¬ 
lowed by the usual dream. Youth is escorted by Dis- ^ 
crelion, voyages over the sea of Vam (ilory to an island 
where are the castles of Justice, Nature, Fortune, Courage, and 
Wisdom ; is engaged to Cleanness ; is tempted by Lust, Avarice, and 
Pride ; fights with a three-headed dragon (Hawes cannot spare the 
three-headed dragon); is new-dubbed Virtue; marries Cleanness, 
and ’s finally translated wnth her to Heaven. The three are once more 
invoked, and the poem ends. Of course, in both these poems there 
is a certain faint adumbration of the Faerie Oucen—\\.’> outline with¬ 
out its glorious fillin'g-in, its theme without its art, its intellectual 
reason for existence without any of its lesthetic justification thereof 
It is not improbable that Spenser did know Hawes ; but if so he 
owed him a very small royalty. The merit of this poet is that he 
manages occasion,dly to lighten his darkness w'lth flashes, to refresh 
his desert with flowers, of by no means mediocre poetry. We owe 
to him one of the oldest forms, if not the oldest form, of the beautiful 
saying— 

Be the day w'eary, or be the d.ay long, 

At length it drawelh to evensong. 

For which and other things he may be forgiven such intolerable 
matter as the following, w'hich deserves its place as a general example 
of the worst side of fifteenth-century poetry • 
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And if the matter be joyful and glad, 

Like countenance outwardly they make ; 
r>ut moderation in their minds is had, 

So that outrage may them not overtake. 

I cannot wnte too much for their sake 
Tlicni to laud, for my time is .short 
And the matter long wdiich 1 must repoit 

ruistimc of PUasiire^ ca]>. xn. last stanza. 

It IS between Hawes and Skelton that we may perhaps most con¬ 
veniently mention a third wnter, who is even more of a mere curi¬ 
osity than Hawes himself, but as characteristic of his time as either, 
j I'liis IS Alexander li.irday,^ the Pbighsher of the famous 
' NiU'rcn^cJnff of Sebastian Brandt. As far back as 
Bale’s time (that is to say, in the age just after his own, and 
partly overlapping it) there was a doubt whether Barclay was a Scot 
or an Englishman. The spelling of his name would incline to the 
former hypothesis, which also has early authority of the positive 
kind ; but no connection of any sort is knowai between Ikirclay and 
Scotland, all his assoc lations arc with the .South and .South-w'cst of 
England, and the spelling (ahvays a very untrustw'orthy guide) is after 
all merely the ]n-onounced form of “ Berkcdey.” His literary qualities 
are scarcely such that the two divisions of the island need fight very 
keenly for him. He must have been born somewhere about the 
beginning of the last quarter of the fifteenth century, and pretty 
certainly had a University education. 'I'he only allusion traced in 
his work is to Cambridge,- but Scots more often w^ent to Oxford, and 
Oxford had more connec tion wath the West Country. Ile was certainly 
for some time chaplain of the C'ollegc of St Mary (Jttery, in Devonshire 
(the future biithjdac e of Caileridge), and seems theie to have translated 
the Ship of Foolsf which Pynson published m 1508, dedic ated to 
Bishop Coinish ol ELxetcr. He may have had poetical employment 
at the Field of the Cloth of Cold, was a monk at Ely, and after the 
dissolution of the monasteries obtained livings in Essex and Somerset 
under Edward VL, as well as later, just before his death in 1552, 
that of Allhallows, Lombard Stieet. 

Barclay’s work was extensive, but chiefly translated. lie “did” 
Gringore’s Castle of Labour before the Ship^ and after it some more, 
though not wholly, original Eclogues, of which the Citine?i and 
’ Warton has given a rather full account of Barclay (111 180-203, cd. 1871), 
and Ritson is as usual to the point m four jiages of the Hitlioi^raphiu J^oetica. 
But the long introductions to the modern editions mentioned below aie the 
things to consult. 

Trunipmglon, also mentioned, would prove nothing, because ('haucer had 
m.ide It a jilace of literaluie 

^ Veiy h,tndsona*ly repnnt<"d, with the woodcuts, by ' 1 '. H. Jamieson 
(Edinburgh. 2 vols 4to, 1874). 
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Uplafidishmaii'^ is the one most easily accessible in full. Divers 
other works, some of them extant, are assigned to him, and he seems 
in one, Co 7 itra Skclio 7 iiim^ to have made a formal onslaught on a poet 
at whom his existing poems contain more than one fling. 

liaiclay seems really to deserve the place of first E( logue-wa iter 
in English, if anyone cares for this fortuitous and rather futile variety 
of eminciK e. His Eclogues, moreovei, are not merely lather inoie 
original, but deserve at least to be called less jejune 
than the Ship. This latter owes its fame partly to its 
rarity before the reprint referred to in Note above, 
partly to the famous and really admirable woodcuts which it contains. 
The first “foie”—the possessor of unprofitable books—has a ceitain 
savour of promise w'hich is unluckily but seldom fulfilled afterw'ards. 
Still, mainly thanks to the illustrations anti to the general sympathy 
with Puck in seeing and saying, “ Lord, what fools these mortals be ' ” 
It IS possible to make one’s w’ay through the long catalogue which fills 
from two thousand to two thousand five hundred stanzas of rhyme- 
royal. The individual line is rather an interesting one, showing a 
sort of intermediate stage between the wmuld-be rigid decasyllable of 
Lydgate and Oedeve and the long rambling twelves or fourteeners of 
the mid-sixteenth-century poets. Sometimes Larclay })ennits him¬ 
self a full Alexandrine ; oftener (in fact, in the majority of cases) he 
lengthens out his line wMth trisyllabic feet, so arranged as sometimes 
to lake very little keep of the iambic basis. This same line is found 
in the Eclogues, arranged mainly in couplets, but with , 

• , , ,1 • , 1 , the Kclogucs. 

insertions in stanza, such as the allegorical o. laves describ¬ 
ing the Tower of Virtue \xi the Fourth Prologue. In the fiist three 
(paraphrased from Aeneas Silvius) the speakers arc Condon and 
Confix, in the fourth Codrus and Menalcas, m the fifth (the Citize 7 i 
aTui Upla 7 idish 77 um [countryman]) Augustus and Faustus. They have 
for almost pervading subject that rather monotonous grumbling at 
the vices, follies, and ingratitude of courts which was the natural 
result of the Tudor concentration of the fountains not merely of 
honour but of profit in the sovereign, and of which we find more 
than an echo in Spimser. 

No more curious instance of literary contrast could possibly be 
provided than that which is supplied bythewTiter who is always coupled 
with Hawes, and sometimes with Barclay, his enemy. 

The birthplace of John Skelton- is given with the 

very sufficient variants of Cumberland and Norfolk ; his birth-year 

^ Ed. Fait holt, JVMry Society, 1847, with extracts from the others The 
Spenser Society repiiiited all, and The Mirronr of Good Moriners, m black letter 
folio, 1885 

Re-edited London, 1736; in Chalmers ; and ed. Dyce, 1843. 
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must have been somewhere about 1460, and so In a not uninteresting^ 
way he takes up in the cradle the torch which Lydgate and Occleve 
dropped in the tomb. He was pretty certainly a Cambridge man, 
and was M.A. in 1484. His earliest poem is thought to be one on 
the death of Edward IV., which is noteworthy, like Dunbar’s Lament 
for the Makers^ for a Latin refrain, melancholy in tone. Caxton in 
1490, and in the preface to his Aeticid^ speaks of Skelton’s scholar¬ 
ship with reverence, and tells us that he was Poet Lauieate in the 
University of Oxford. Tins title, which Skelton also enjoyed from 
Louvain and Cambridge, has caused mistakes wdiich seem even yet 
not to be universally cleared up. Perhaps it is too much to speak of 
it as a “ degree ” ; it was rather, in old Oxford language, a “position ” 
in rhetoric and poetics (then practically confounded) w'hich necessi¬ 
tated a verse-thesis. It had nothing to do, except accidentally, 
with the modern sense of “Poet Laureate,” which practically comes 
into existence wnth Ben Jonson and the seventeenth century. 

Skelton seems to have been one of the numerous literary prote'gh 
of Lady Mai>;aret and her son Henry VII. ; he took orders in 1498, 
when he must have been no longer a young man, and w'as tutor to 
His life Henry AT 11 . At this time Erasmus follow's Caxton 
as his encomiast. He became rector ol Diss, in his 
(probably) native county, Norfolk, before 1504. Up to this time, 
when he w'as for advanced in middle life, he seems to have been 
continuously pros})erous and well-reputed. He lived twenty-five 
years longer, during which he became a complete Ishmaelite. 'I'he 
beginning of his trouble seems to have been that he married. At 
any rate he was suspended for this offence (or ]>erhaps not for 
marriage at all) at some time not clearly known, and seems to have 
gone to London. The King favoured Ins old tutor, but either 
from jealousy or sheer quarrelsomeness, or, as his partisans maintain, 
reforming zeal, he fell foul of AVolsey, whose friend he had previously 
been. A series of satires on the minister made it necessary for 
Skelton to take refuge in the sanctuary of Westminster, where he 
died in 1529, probably near his full term of days, and only a year 
before the former friend, now foe, l!)n whom his pupil, and Wolsey’s 
master, somewliat ungratefully revenged him. 

One point which distinguishes nearly, not quite, all Skelton’s verse 
from that of Hawes is that it is thoroughly alive. The Crown of 
jMurel^ a stately, sterile, eminently fifteenth-centuiy piece, mainly in 
rhyme-royal and aureate language, does indeed meet us in the fore¬ 
front of his work and inspire doubt and dread — 

Auhus Gellius, that noble historian, 

Grace also with his iiew'e poetiy, 

Master Terence, the famous comical, 
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are lines likely to ‘^strike a chill/' But if Skelton was not equal 
to “new poetry” himself, he could at any rate rebel ag^ainst the old ; 
if he could not write musically, he could at any rate take 
refuge in the doggerel of talent and almost of genius. 

Even this very poem, with its addresses to various young ladies of 
high birth, contains, m the short staccato metres that Skelton loved— 
to Margaret Hussey (“Merry Maigaret As Midsummer flower”), to 
Isabel Pennell (“ My maiden Isabel, Whose mammy and whose daddy 
Brought forth a goodly baby”), to (lertrude Statham (“Mistress 
Gertrude, With Womanhood Endued”),—very pleasant examples of 
better things. 'Fhe Jiouge of Court letams the dim and dreary 
personages—Dread, Suspicion, Disdain, Favell, etc.- of allegory. 

The real Skelton, taking the order of his works as usually printed, 
emerges first in a very long, very boisterous, very rude, and in part 
rather childish and ignoble, but curiously spirited and fresh, ballad 
of triumph over the Duke of Albany, who ran away shamefully with 
a hundred thousand “ tralland Scots and faint-hearted Frenchmen” 
beside the water of Tweed. Here—in almost the shortest possible 
lines, anapanstic in general character and for the most part of two 
feet only, rhymed in couplet, and ^\lth language sometimes almost 
inarticulate m its bubbling volubility, strongly alliterated, using the 
lepeated beginning of the line free!)—Skelton crows and whoops at 
the defeated enemy with a heartiness that may not be chivalrous, but 
IS certainly unfeigned. Speak Parrot^ in rhyme-royal, is an odd 
mixture of the author’s favourite half-gibberish doggerel with 
“ aureate ” language and “ rhethorike ”—indeed, it is impossible not 
to see a deliberate satire on the second in both constituents. The 
above-mentioned Dn'ge on Edward JV, is, of course, quite serious, 
couched in twelve-line stanzas of decasyllabics decidedly Occlevian in 
their character, with the refrain Quia ecce nunc in pulvere dorniio. 
Again\'t the Scots, a song of tiiumph for Flodden, is a duplication 
of the other ciow, but rather more ignoble because the triumph and 
the tragedy were both greater. This is partly in “ Skeltonics,” 
partly in octosyllables. U^are the I/awke! is pure doggerel satire; 
and then a few serious pieces introduce us to what is perhaps 
Skelton’s most vigorous, though certainly not his most elegant, work, 
the Tunning of Eleanor Rumining. This is a more than Hogarth ian 
sketch, in language which might make Swift or Smollett squeamish, 
of the brewing and drinking of a certain brow'St of ale by a country 
ale-wife and her customers. It is wholly in the Skeltonian dimeter 
or monometer, which, it should be observed, has a tendency now and 
then to fall into six-syllabled iambics or seven-syllabled trochaics foi 
longer or shorter breaks, the centre of the verse shifting precisely in 
the same fashion as in the Genesis and Exodus or Chrisiabel metre, 
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of which, in fact, this is undoubtedly a shortened and doggerelised 
variant for satiric purposes. In this form it pervades Skelton’s two 
chief political satires against Wolsey, H come ye 7iot to Court and 
the Book of Cohn C/ouf, as well as the Book of hi lip Sparrow^ 
his most whimsical and graceful thing, a long desiiltoiy mourning for 
the pet bird of Mistress Joan Scrope. 

In these, and m Skelton’s minor poems, the chief of which aie a 
lAiment on the Jh'uth of the luui of Northumberland a morality 
called Magnijiccnit\ v\e see a fertile, restless, and ingenious spirit 
entirely unprovided with the proper means of expression, and just 
falling short c:)f the intelligence and originality necessary to elaborate 
such means for itself It is impossible not to recognise in the 
“ Skeltonics ” an attempt, crude and clumsy it is true, to get away from 
the intolerable dulness and dryness of the stanza-decasyllabic, as 
It appears m Hawes and the earlier fifteenth-century poets. To this 
day It IS difficult to see why this fit of stuttering should have come 
upon English. At the beginning and at the end of the 150 
years of it (to pass over Skelton’s younger contemporaries Wyatt and 
Surrey for reasons) ^^c find Chaucer before and Sackville afterwards 
making the seven or eight-lined stanza decasyllables the instrument 
of music, sweet or stately, merry or sorrowful, at their pleasure and 
with no sort of difficulty. Between them (to borrow a phrase from 
Mr. Swinburne of another mattei) it seems almost impossible for an 
English poet to “ clc^ar his mouth of pebbles and his brow of fog.” 

J^robably at no time would Skelton have been a great poet m llie 
serious and passionate way—probably, at all, his genius w’ould have 
inclined to comedy and to satire. As it is, he holds a position with 
Butler as the chief English verse-writer wdio has deliberately preferred 
to be burlcscpie to the verge, and in his case considerably over the 
verge, of grotesejue and doggerel. In comparing the two men, whose 
powders, natural and acquired, do not seem to have been very different, 
while their tempers were also not dissimilar (Skelton inclining rather 
to the jovial, Butler to the saturnine), it is impossible not to re¬ 
member that Butler came just after as Skelton came just before, the 
enormous, the incah ulable advances made by the Elizabethan period, 
not merely m language and metre, but in everything, small and gieat, 
that pertains to the business of poetry. And we ought to give the 
author of Philip SparroTV and Eleanor Rumming and / f Viy come ye 
not to Court a substantial allowance for the fact. 



CHAPTER II 


THE SCOTTISH POETS—HISIORICAI., POM'llCAL, AND MINOR 

Lateness of vSeottish Liteiature—Barbour—Wvntoiin-- lUmd Ilariy—Minors- 
J^yndsay—His life — His works—The Satin of the 1 hrcc Lstatu — Minor 
poems 

Al/rHOUGH the literary eminence of the quartette of poets who will 
be dibcussed in the next chapter is unquestioned, e\cn the eailiest of 
them (taking him to have been James the First) was not the first know’n 
poet of Scotland. That position, assigned by tradition or imagina¬ 
tion, first to 'Lhomas of Erceldoune, and then to the still more 
shadowy “ Huchowne,” belongs historically to John Harbour, Arch¬ 
deacon of Aberdeen, and author of the AVv/.s, which was finished in 
1375. The reasons of this extnioidinary lateness, and , . 

the still more extraordinary lagging of piose (of which, Scottish 
except laws, letters, and a few translations,^ etc , w’e 
have nothing till the Complaint of Scotland liaid on the middle of 
the sixteenth century), are too conjectural to be argued out here 
Attention can only be called to the following facts, which (though 
some of them are even now’ sometimes attacked) are absolutely indis¬ 
putable. 'Fhey are these * that the establishment of a separate kingdom 
in any sense coiresponding to what we call Scotland was very late ; 
that this kingdom when established consisted of, or rested on, the 
debris of four different nationalities and languages — those of the 
Piets, of the Scots of Dalriada, of the Hntons of Strathclyde, 
and of the Anglo-Danes of Northumbria ; that the liteiary chances 
of the last, where only an English literature could have arisen, w^ere 
ruined by the Danish invasion, and not recovered till, after the 
Norman conciucst of England, English was everywhere undergoing 
a process of moulting w’hich made literature impossible ; that even 
in the comparativ’ely halcyon times of the Alexanders, English (all 
the Scottish writers up to Douglas invariably call their language 

^ The Scots New' 'restiiiiient (S T.S ) is not eailiei th.in 1520, nor Bellenclen’s 
A/i'r than 1533, but Sir (iilbeil H.i)'s Nersion I!Aihic dcs Batailks (S.T S ) 
goes back to 145O , and a certain “ jolm of lieland" to 1490. 
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“ Inglis,” and if they use “ Scots ” at all, mean Gaelic by it) was yet 
unformed ; and that from the latter half of the thirteenth to the latter 
half of the fourteenth century the War of Independence, and the 
turbulent state in which Scotland emerged from it, made literature 
improbable, if not actually impossible. 

At any rate, whether it be strange or not, that we have nothing 
earlier than Barbour, the author of the is a fact and indisput¬ 

able. His identification with the Archdeacon rests on the testimony 
of his imuTediate successor, Wyntoun, and of the Arch- 
deacon we have divers documentary notices. These do 
not include the date or place of his birth. The former is guessed 
at as about 1320. Our first notice of him is thirty-seven years later, 
when m 1357 Edward 111 . granted him license to come, with three 
scholars, to 0\ford to study, to stay there and exercise scholastic 
acts, and to return to Scotland, where, it must be remembered, there 
was as yet no University. Seven years later he had a similar safe- 
conduct to the same place, and at other times others to go to France, 
also for the sake of study. The other references, which are numer¬ 
ous, refer chiefly to payments of pensions, etc., and do not concern 
literature. He died m March 1395. 

Besides the Bt’us there have of late years been assigned to 
Barbour, and taken away from him by turns, a fragment of a Troy 
Book and a very larye collection of Livens of the Saints.- In dialect 
and metre these are similar to the Brus itself; but they aie naturally 
less interesting, being simply members of a very large class, and 
treating common matter in common form, while the Brns stands 
quite by itself. Even as a historical document—though it takes 
some remarkable liberties with fact, confusing Bruce with his own 
grandfather, making him refuse an offer of the crown from Edward, 
etc.—it is not despicable. It was written (we have the exact date in 
a passage of its own) less than fifty years after Bruce’s death, and by 
a man who was piobably nearly ten years old at the date of that death, 
so that he had ample opportunity for communication with direct wit¬ 
nesses. That Barbour takes, as every,mcdiaival writer, almost without 
exception, invariably did take, license of embellishing, altering, supply¬ 
ing, omitting, to suit his own notions of the story, is not so much 
probable as certain, but it is not material. As a poet, Barbour, if 
not taking very high rank, is very far indeed from being despicable. 
His famous and often-quoted outburst about freedom does not seem 
to be, by any means, a mere commonplace, and many of his descrip¬ 
tive passages (the pursuit of Bruce by John of Lorn being only one 

' Frequently edited. The Scottish Text Society’s issue by Professor Skeat 
(Edinburgh, 1894) is the one I have used 

2 Also in the Scottish Text Society’s issues. Ed, Metcalfe, Edinburgh, 1896. 
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of them) fully rise to the level required. It would be absurd to 
compare Barbour to Chaucer or to Langland, but, with a little less 
elegance, he has more spirit than Gower. 

Poetry was not the strong point of his younger contemporary 
and immediate successor in the verse-chronicling of Scottish history, 
Andrew Wyntoun, Canon of St. Andrews and Prior of St. Serf in 
Lochleven. His birth- and death-dates are not known, 
but he certainly held his priory from 1395 (Barbour’s 
death-year) to 1413 at least; and he was alive six years later, for 
he notices the death of Robert Duke of Albany in 1419. 1350- 

1420 would therefore (as he speaks of old age having mastered him) 
be a probable life-date. The title of “Original Chronicle” which 
he gave to his work ^ does not, as Dr. Irvingseems rather oddly 
to have thought, claim “originality” in our common modern sense 
— indeed Wyntoun very frankly quotes many authors down to 
Barbour. It signifies that he began at the beginning— origo —after 
the wont of the mediaeval chronicler. His verse is less poetical than 
Barbour’s in spirit but a little more accomplished in form, attaining 
the trisyllabic swing of the Chrtstabel metre sometimes with very 
good effect, as witness the line in his often-quoted account of 
Macbeth and the Weird Sisters— 

Lo ’ yon | der the thane | of (hum | haucht) | [Cromarl)]. 

And another in reference to the Maid of Norway— 

To Nor I way and Scot | land both right | wise hen. 

He has not a few passages interesting for matter—as far as 
manner goes the interview between the DcmI and St. Serf (Boolrv. 
chap, xii.) is a very fair specimen. It is from him that we have the 
well-known and interesting piece “ When Alexander our King was 
dead,’' which, however, can hardly be contemporary with the event it 
»..ommemorates. 

The transition, from Wyntoun’s easy amble of manner (not seldom 
degenerating into a mere pedestrian verse) and his placid chronicling, 
to the next writer on this special list is not a little curious. Barbour 
had been patriotic beyond all dispute, and he had not ^ ^ 

been over-squeamish about dressing up the facts of his- 
tory to better advantage in the garb of romance. Wyntoun, wdth more 
sense of history, had been patriotic too; but neither showed any 
violent animosity against England, and an Englishman must compare 
with some compunction the international courtesy of Laurence Minot 

^ Edited 111 part by D Matpherson (1795) and in whole by Lamg (1872-70) 

A thorough revision has Ixjen begun by Mr Amours for the S 'I'.vS. 

* History oj Scottish Poetry, p n6 
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and theirs. Both were cosmopolitan, and the method of Barbour himself 
was iigidly critical, as compared with Blind Harry,i or, as modern 
punctilio prefers to call him, “Henry the Minstrel,” the poetical 
biographer of the other great hero of the War of Independence. 
The author himself is a \ cry obscure person. The lotw^ ciasstcus 
about him is a passage of the same Latin-writiiig historian, John 
Mair or Major, who is our authority for the authorship of the Kmg^s 
( 2 u(in'. Mair says that Hennrus, blind from his birth, executed 
the poem in his (the historian’s) infancy, which is judged to have 
been cir. 1460. We have only one MS. of it, and that is dated 
1488, 'while we have some records of payments to Henry as late as 
1492, and Dunbar includes him among the Dead Alakers in 1508. 
The last three-quarters of the fifteenth century would therefore seem 
to have been his date ; and the text of his poem, if not directly taken 
doun from his dictation, to have been at least contemporary. 

Sir Wilham WalUnc consists of nearly 12,000 lines in heroic 
couplets, often very spirited, and generally correct enough m con¬ 
struction, but observing^ the sharp French casiira at the fourth 
syllabic. It purports to be b.ised on a Latin book by John Blair, 
Wallace’s own chaplain ; but no such book is known to have existed, 
nor is it referred to by any authority, except such as have obviously 
denved their knowledge from Harry himself Nor does it need 
more than the slightest examination of the poem to see that it is in 
substance, though not in form, a true ihanson de gcsic^ having only 
the remotest found.ition in history, and weaving its story perhaps out 
of some popular traditions, but mainly out of the poet’s own head or 
the heads of his unknown predecessors. It is w'ell knowm that the 
authentic doc iiments for W allace’s history are extremely meagre. 
Barbour never mentions his name. But W^yntoun, long before 
Harry, says that gieat of him existed, and suggests that 

a “great buke” (the opposition is not unnoieworthy) might be 
written. It is by no means improbable that Blind Harry took the 
hint directly from the good prior of St. Serf By his time the 
national animosity between Scots and English, according to a 
custom odd at first sight but not unintelligible, had grown much 
moie fierce than during the actual W^ars of Independence in the 
previous century. And Harry’s verses are inspired by the hottest 
flame of this. The jirescnce of indignation and the absence of in¬ 
formation combine in him to make an exceedingly spirited romance, 
which was naturally and deservedly popular in Scotland from the 
very first, but which, of course, has the slightest- -if the slightest— 
pretence to historical importance. The ghostly apparition of Faw- 


' Scottish Text Society, ed Moir. 



CM. II THE SCOTTISH POETS—HISTORICAL AND MINOR 175 


done, m the finest passage of all, is not more a thing of the imagin¬ 
ation than the still more famous fishing story with which the poem 
opens, or the stock incident (very freshly and excellently told) of the 
visit of the Queen of England to Wallace, and her mediation with 
her no less cowardly than ferocious husband. Hut it was all perfectly 
right and proper, according to the laws of the class of composition to 
which Blind Harry’s work belongs ; and it is a compensation for the 
extreme lateness and comparative scantiness of Scottish literature 
that it was thus able to produce the latest, and very far indeed 
from the worst, exainjile of the national folk-epic which blends 

traditions of all sorts, adds commonplaces from the general stock 

of fiction, and makes the whole thick and slab with original sauce, 
in order to exalt and consecrate the deeds of a popular hero. 

It may be not inconvenient here, before coming to the last of the 
batch of historical poets or verse-uritcrs who form the staple of this 
chapter, and who in this case extend beyond the fifteenth century 
proper, to note very briefly the minor poets of this and 

the other class who complete the list of the makers 

of the fifteenth century itself, as w'e have them on the authority of 
Dunbar and others. The chief of these w’as Walter Kennedy, Dun¬ 
bar’s contemporary and antagonist in the ‘Mlytmg ” infra)., who 
took his degree at (Glasgow in 1476, and is spoken of not as dead 
but dying in the Comphihii of the Makers., published therewith. 
There are poems of Kennedy’s in existence, but mostly unpublished, 
and said to be of no great merit. Others who are not mere names 
are Richard, or Sir Richard Holland, a Douglas’s man, who wiote 
about the middle of the century the J^ook of the Hoiolat} alliterated 
and rhymed, describing a general council of the Birds, with the Pea¬ 
cock as Popc-J’resident; and Clerk of Tranent, who is spoken of as 
having made the “Anturs of Gaw'anc” {I’ide supra). To him may 
be due the existing Golai:;ros and Gaioane., an alliterative rhymed 
poem of the Gawxain Northern cycle {ante^ p. 103, and post., p. 195). 
Mersar, two Rowls or Rolls, and others are but shadows, and only a 
single poem seems to remain by Quentin Shaw, a poet who is not 
only mentioned by Dunbar, but picturesquely introduced by Gawain 


Douglas— 


Quentin with ane hiittock^ on his head— 


^ This IS in the Stoltish Text Society’s Alliterative Por/in, cd Amours 
Everybody knows the tw^o sliort lines— 

O Douglas, Douglas, Tender and true • 

which end the w’hecl of stanza 31, and the whole passage dealing with Lord 
James and the heart of the Bruce is good Otherw isc not much can be said for 
the poem, which is a mere variation of the rarliamcnt of Fowh 

“ i.e. a hood, probably like that 111 Chaucer’s portrait, and copied from it by 
fifteenth-century poets, as those of the eighteenth copied Pope’s nightcap. 
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as one of the Scottish poets worthy to show cause against even 
Chaucer, Gower, and Lydgate. And to the poets who are thus 
without, or nearly without, poAis, a list of p{)ems at present un¬ 
attached to poets might be added, showing more evidence of the 
literary working in Scotland which began so late and was to die 
away, all but completely, so soon. 

It is probable that among these forgotten, scarcely known, and 
too often still disdained writeis, there was more than one who was a 
better poet in the strict sense of that term than “Sir David Lyndsay 
of the Mount, Lord Lyon King of Arms,” who, at the cost 
L>ndi,a>. ^ slight stietch of chronology, may best be mentioned 
here. But Lyndsay is an interesting, and though not a fully yet a 
fairly known personality, while they dit as shadows ; he has left an 
abundant supply of work,i frecpiently interesting in itself, and gene¬ 
rally characteristic of his time ; and in one particular he has the rare 
good luck to have left the only example, not merely m Scottish but 
in English literature, of an early or political farce-satire m 

dramatic form. If he had given us nothing but the Satire of the 
Three Estates^ Lyndsay would be a remarkable figure m English 
literature ; as it is, he has left much else. 

He IS supposed, rather than known, to have been born at The 
Mount, near Cupar, m Fife, somewhere about 1490 ; but claims 
(also guesswork) have been put in for Garmylton or Garleton in East 
j ^ Lothian, an estate which certainly belonged to his father 
and to him. The family was an offshoot (wdiether legiti¬ 
mate or not is uncertain) of that of Lyndsay of the Byres. He may, 
rather than must, have been the “Da. Lyndsay” who was an incor¬ 
porated fourth-year student at St. Andrews in 1508-9. He cer¬ 
tainly had not merely a regular salary in the Royal Household, but 
a “play-coat of blue and yellow taffety” in 1511, and played before 
King James IV. and Queen Margaret. He is said to have been 
present at the famous scene of the apparition to the King before 
Flodden, which is enshrined in Marmion. And he was master- 
usher, or master of the household^ to James V. from his earliest 
childhood. In 1522 he was a married man, and his wife Janet 
Douglas was accustomed to sew the King’s “ sarkis ” with double 
hanks of gold thread. James’s very early nominal coming of age at 
his twelfth year caused the removal of Lyndsay, w^ho retired to his 
estate of Garmylton and “commenced poet.” But four years later 
James emancipated himself from his still real tutelage to Angus, and 
almost at once promoted his old master to knighthood and the office 
of Lyon King, which then involved very important diplomatic duties. 


^ Ed. Laing, Edinburgh 3 vols. 1879. 
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In discharge of these Lyndsay went to England, France, the Nether¬ 
lands, and Denmark. He held a chapter of his heralds in January 
1555, and seems to have died between that month and the following 
April. 

Lyndsay’s works consist of the above* mentioned Satire of ihe Three 
Estates, of a Dialogue between Evpe^-inice and a Courtier', and of the 
History of Squire Meldrum, all long poems, with a considerable 
number of shorter ones. Of the long i)ocm&, Ihc Dia- 

f y II » . r 1 /■ Hi*, works 

logue (oi I he Monarchic) consists of more than 6000 
lines, chiefly octosyllabic couplets, and gives the history of the 
world, with comments in the dismallest m.innei of the fifteenth cen¬ 
tury. The factory of Squire Meldrum, m the same metre, is an 
exceedingly pleasant romantic biography of a leal person, a sort of 
cross between Quentin Durward and the Admirable Crichton, whose 
prowess against Englishmen and others in the field, and his courtesy 
to ladies in the bower, are very lovingly depicted. The most note- 
worthy of the three, however, (though, in common with Lyndsay’s 
other poems, it is disfigured by the extraordinary coarseness of lan¬ 
guage which marks most of this eaily Scottish poetry, and which, 
except for a very brief time at the Restoration, and then chiefly m 
anonymous writings, has nc\cr been matched in England), is the 
Satire. This, as its length, not far short of 5000 lines, 
makes inevitable, is not a single piece, but, on the 

model of the French compositions, which no doubt sug- 

, . t ‘ y /- i-y- • t J Staler. 

gested It, a set or pentalogy of five dinercnt pieces : the 

first part of the play proper, the First and Second Interludes, the 

second part of the play, and the Third Interlude, while there is a 

preliminary interlude of bctw'een two and three hundred lines more 

which has been thought spurious, but wath no apyiarent reason, and 

which is certainly not less vigorous than the rest, though it is if 

possible even coarser. 

The main play is a “ morality ” of the familiar kind (see next 
Book), but with the allegory deflected from its usual ethnal tenor to 
a political bent, Rex Humanitas being lem])ted by Wantonness, 
Placebo, and the \ ices in the habit of P'riars, and saved by Correc¬ 
tion, Glide Counsel, and the Virtues. It is in the second part that 
the Thiee Estates make a direct appearance; while the Interludes, 
not losing sight of the moral, enforce it with more farcical and 
general satire. It has been customary to regard Lyndsay as a partisan 
of the Reformation, and so, in the merely literal and grammatical 
sense, he certainly w^as. But it does not appear very certain that he 
w'as a partisan from any doctrinal side. 

This sharp satire on abuses in Church and State, perhaps 
mixed, as satire so often is, with some selfish consideration, appears 

N 



THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY 


BOOK IV 


178 


also in all, or almost all, Lyndsay’s minor poems, which, if not over 
numerous, are very interesting. They scarcely reach a dozen in 
number, and, as has been said, grace of poetic style and 
poems thought IS by no means their prominent characteristic. 

But they all have a certain accomplishment of phrase 
and form which is extremely noteworthy in contrast with the stagger¬ 
ing state of English in both ways at the time, and more noteworthy 
still when w'c remember that the Scottish Muse was about to fall 
almost barren for centimes, while the English was in some fifty years’ 
time to become the fruitful mother orf the best poetry m the world. 
And they are all interesting, more or less, in matter. The Dream 
(which IS in plain language a begging letter to the King) is m rhyme- 
royal, and the body of it is simply p.irt of that vast and dreary 
common form of fifteenth-century allegory through which, as through¬ 
out this l^ook, we have to make our way. But the begging letter by 
Itself has some very interesting biographical touches, reminding James 
how Ins master-usher had carried him in his aims and tucked him up 
in bed; how he had told him not merely‘‘of Hercules the actis 
honorabill,” and much other improving matter, but the Prophecies of 
Rymour, Bcid, and Marlyng, and tales of the Red Etin and the 
(jyre Calling, for whirh jiosterity would very cheerfully give tw^enty 
Dialok^t/es befiueeu Kxpcyicme and a Courtier, 'rhe Dream itself 
ranges from the centre of the Earth {i.e. Hell) and the description of 
Paradise, to the relations between P'ranee and Scotland and the state 
of Argyle and the Out Isles, which would appear not to have been 
Paradise at all. The piece, with all its parts included, consideiably 
exceeds 1000 lines, and ends wnth a direct Exhortation to the 
King’s Grace (in ninc-linc stanzas, wdth a difiercnt one as which 
IS manly and sensible. In f.ict, both Dunbar and Lyndsay deserve 
the highest crc'dit for the absence of “assentation” in their addresses 
to their patrons, James the P'ourth and P'lfth, though neither father 
nor son seems to have jirofited very much thereby. 

'Phis manly tone is renew’cd in the Comptamt of Sir David 
Lyndsay —some 500 lines in octosyllabic couplets — which is again 
biographical and again suppliant, but does not hesitate to mingle 
probably unpalatable advice with supplication. Nor is the 'Testafnent 
and Complahtt of the Papynyo (the King’s Parrot), which is about the 
length of the Dream^ and chiefly, but not wdiolly, in rhyme-royal, very 
different, being directed largely against various abuses in Church and 
State, especially the former. 'J'he Ans^ver to the King'^s Flyting 
Flyting itself is lost) partakes of the studied coarseness of this 
singular form of poetical amusement. liut Lyndsay’s practical 
honesty makes him still more attentive to warning the “Red Tod of 
St. Andrews ” against vice and disorder than to exercises in curious 
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ribaldry. Another court poem, probably not without special meaning, 
is the Petition of the King’s old hound “ Bagsche ” to his successors 
in favour, Bawtie and others, for “ane portion in Dunfcrmhng,” 
concluding with good advice. The poet’s most important attempt in 
pathetic poetry, the Deploraiion of Oiteeu Magdalme^ the fan and 
ill-fated French princess who was James’s first wife, and to whom the 
climate of Scotland w-as almost at once fatal, is meritorious but hardly 
successful, Lyndsay being unable to extract from the rh)ane-royal that 
plangent note which it so readily yields to true poets. He is happier, 
though still not consummately happy, in the comic handling of the 
Justing hetwc 7 i Watson and Barbour and the Supplication in Con¬ 
tempt of Side Tails (trains), as well as in the rather famous anti¬ 
clerical Kitty's Confessiony to wdiich the Description of Peddar Cojfis ^ 
is a kind of pendant. Lastly has to be mentioned the Tragedy oj 
the Cardinaf a ferocious attack on the dead Beaton in the style of 
the Fall of Pnnccs. 

^ i,e. "pedlar kii.ives ’ ui senses both literal nncl transferred. 
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'J'HE FOUR t.KKAT SCOFTISH POETS 


The A'n/^s;^'s Qudu— Hcni \ ^on—The 'res/ume/it and ( umpiaint of ('rc'^eide—'Yh.c. 

I'ab/es—Kobene attd Mukynt- Minor jxiems—Dunbar —'A/e 7wa Ataryii 

Wcmen and //n /J eY/a--( )th<‘i lai^’o poems—Gauain Douglas—Ills life-~ 

Ilks ongmal poems-- His Acnad 

It lias constantly been rein.ukeel as a most curious and partially 
unaccountable phenomenon, that while Chaucerian poetry, as soon as 
Chaucer’s own hands failed, gave nothing but third-rate work or 
worse in England, it produced in Scotland work in some cases of 
very high quality indeed. Such account as is> possible of the reasons 
for the general lateness of purely vSeottish htci.iture has been given 
in the last chapter In this we shall give an account of the four 
chiefs of Scottish poctiy when it did come—J.ames the First, Robert 
Henryson, William Dunbar, and Gawain or Gavin Douglas. 

Criticism of the sticnuously inert kind has played its usual games 
with the literary work of James Stewart, first king of the name in 
Scotland. After by turns attiibuting to him and taking away from 
him Chrisfs Kirk on the Green^ Peebles to the Ploy^ etc., it has 
recently .attacked his cl.aims, which for nearly four centuries liad been 
undisturbed, on the Kingis Qnair itself. Once moic this histoiy 
docs not trouble itself with otiosities of the kind. It is sufficient 
that the Kingis Ouair {quire^ bool^ is attributed to James by John 
Major or Mair, not an impeccable historian, but fairly near the time, 
and likely to know ; that it is also given as his in the MS., which 
•^eems to be still more nearly contemporary ; that no other attribution 
of the poem has any c.arly authority ; and that nothing is to be gained 
by disturbing the accepted tradition. It is indeed unwise to try, as 
other freaks of the same tricksy spirit have done, to force the dramatic 
details of the poem too closely, or closely at all, into line with the 
historical events of James’s life, or to insist that the locality of the 
poem is Windsor, the heroine Joan Beaufort, and so forth. For us 
it shall be sufficient that the unbroken and till now unopposed tradi- 
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tion of four centuries has given the Kitigis to James the 

First of Scotland, and that though we cannot say on positive evidence 
that he did write it, absolutely no facts have been produced showing 
that he did not. ,With regard to Chrises Kirk ojt iJie Green and 
Peebles to the Play^ two very lively and spirited, though slightly 
coarse, narrative ballads of a “ Burnsish ” cast, the case is different, 
li^aily attribution hesitates—a fatal thing—between James the Fin^t 
and James the Fijih as the author of CJirisfs Kirk on the Green^ and 
Its tone IS much more suggestive of the “goodman of Ballengeich ” 
than of his fierce but knightly great-great-grandfather. Also, though 
it is very difficult to speak of the older Scots with any certainty, 
the language certainly seems more icccnt than the early fifteenth 
century. 

iQn the contrary, the King's Quair^ if not by James, must be 
by some unknown Scottish poet who was under the fresh and full 
Chaucerian influence. 'Jliis James would naturally have been, seeing 
that he w^as born m 1394, captured at sea by the 
English in 1405, and kept m an honourable captivity 
in England till 1424, m which year, having married 
Joan Beaufort, Henry first tousin, he was allowed to ransom 
himself and return to Scotland. There he w'as crowned at Scone, 
ruled his turbulent realm with some justice, considerable ability and 
love of learning, and very great harshness, till 1436, when he was 
assassinated by not quite unreasonably wrathful rebels m the 
monastery of the Black Friars at J^erth, despite (or not) of the 
heroism of “ Kate Barlass.’^ There was, if a slight wination of 
dialect, a complete unity of literary sentiment betw^een England and 
Scotlrnd at the time, and the increasing study of the French 
rhetor?(/uct/rs had not yet, as it was to do in Scotland even more than 
in England, tiiaratcd the vocabulaiy with too cumbrous a garment of 
brocaded diction. 'fhe piece, which is in stanzas of rhyme-royal 
(said indeed to be so named from it), has the drawbac ks from which 
even Chaucer’s owai minor poems are not free, of the common form 
of the Rose tradition—the sleep, the dream, the vision of Paganly 
divine personages, the Deadly Sms, the Wheel of Fortune, and the 
rest. It has none of tiie direct dramatic faculty of Chaucer in the 
Tales or of Dunbar, none of the intense romantic power of Henry- 
son’s Creseide, or the idyllic grace of his Robene and Makyne, But 
it has very much of the dreamy elegance of the Rose itself, in the 
passages describing how the v\cary dreamer looks out into the castle 
garden, and sees the gracious apparition of his lov^e w ith golden hair, 

^ Ed SktMt, Scottish Text Society. The arguments against James’s authoi- 
bhip have been carefully examined and replied to by M Jusseiand , but it was 
really unnecessary, for not one of them is even plausible 
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tricolour plumes in it, and a single ruby glowing on her breast; the 
interview with Venus (that which follows with Minerva is a little 
owlish) ; the fine episode of Fortune ; and the final boon of red gilly¬ 
flowers brought him by the bird of Venus, the turtle-dove, with an 
encouraging inscription on the leaves. On the whole, if The Fknver 
and the Leaf be not Chaucer’s, it and the Q/m/r may be 

ranked as the two most graceful, scholarly, and elegant poems of the 
French-Cliaucerian tradition to be found in English. The Ballad of 
Good Counsel^ which is also as( ribed by good authority to James, and 
is the only other piece bearing such attribution, is also, though in 
another kind, strongly Chaucerian, its refrain being— 

And foi ilk inch He will thcc quit a biian, 

and breathes the same mixture of pious humility and moral wisdom 
which appears in Flee from I he Tress^ etc. Both pieces, the Qi/a/r 
and the Ballad^ are thus distinctly “ school-work,” owing almost 
everything, as far as meie originality goes, to Chaucer. But they aie 
school-work of the best kind, standing to their masters as Luini’s to 
Lionardo’s in jiamting, and showing the highest ability in execution. 
Few poets wdiose pcrson<iIity is certain, and wdiosc work is both 
eminent in merit and not inconsiderable in bulk, have a more 
shadowy record than Master Robert Ilenryson, schoolmaster in Dun- 
fermhne, as he is entitled in editions of his w'ork printed 

Ilenryson - , . , ,, , 

some sixty or seventy years after his death. It may, 
in fact, be said that Dunbar’s reference to that death in the Complaint 
of the Makers^ wdiich w'as written about 1506 — 

Tn Dunfermline he has done down, 

( jood Master Robert Ilenryson ^— 

is the only certain and positive reference that we possess to him. 
For It is not certain, though it is highly piobable, that he is the 
Venerabihs vir Magister Robertus Henryson who was incorporated 
in the University of (dasgow (then scarcely ten years old) in 1462 ; 
and all attemjits to identify him with the Henrysons or Hendersons 
of Fordell 111 Fife have quite failed. 

About his w'orks,- however, there is no reasonable doubt. They 
consist of tw'o poems of some length, the Tedarnent of Creseidc and 
Orpheus and Eurydicej of a collection, with prologue, of Aesopic 
fables in Scots ; and of rather more than a dozen miscellaneous 
minor poems, of which the chief is the somewdiat famous pastourelle 

^ Readings vary 

- Kd. Eaing (EdinVnirgh, 1865) Professor Gregory Smith has issued (1906) 
the first vol of a new edition foi the Scottish Text Society. 
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of Robene and Makyne. The total bulk is not large, but the merit 
IS, for the fifteenth century more particularly, very high, and the 
variety of the directions in which it is shown is extremely remark¬ 
able. Of the two long poems, Orpheus and Eurydicc is partly in 
rhyme-royal, partly in couplets, with a ballade in ten-line stanzas 
interposed and a “morality” in coujilets. If it stood alone it would 
not create any very special position for its author. There are much 
better Middle English poems on the same subject ; and this is only 
a fair Chaucerian exercise, not better than the best of Lydgate, though 
much better than the worst of Occleve. 

Very different is the Testament of Creseide^ (sometimes sub¬ 
divided into a “complaint” and a “testament” ])ropei), which 
undertakes to complete Chaucers Troilus, and, not ^ ^ 
adopting the stoiy of the jilted prince’s speedy death, 
to give that of Cressida’s punishment. After a vigorous 
prologue, describing how the poet in middle age, and a 
c old night, mended the firc‘, “ beikit him about,” “ tuik ane drink his 
spirits to comfort,” and a book, the 'TrotI us — 

To cut the winter night and make it short— 

he resolves to tell the sequel. Diomed, satiated with Cressida, 
deserts her as she has deseited Ins rival. She takes refuge with her 
father, Calchas, and will not show* herself in public, but in “ane 
secret oratoir” angrily reproaches \T'nus and her son. Cupid, 
highly indignant, summons the council of the Gods - to determine 
the puni-hment for this blasphemy, and it is referred to a committee 
consisting of Saturn and the Moon. Little mercy is to be expected 
from these two cold deities; and there is singular force in the 
description of the sentence pronounced by Saturn. Passing down 
where careful Cressid lay, and pl.acing a frosty wand on her head, he 
deprives her of all beauty and joy. Cynthia strikes her in addition 
with the incurable and loathsome signs of leprosy. 'I'he doom takes 
effect at once, and she has to seek the spital-house, where (m a nine- 
lined stanza) she makes her complaint. One of her wretched 
companions, not unkindly, bids her make virtue of necessity, give up 
useless wailmg. 

And live efler the law of lipper-/r/(/ ( —folk). 

So she goes foith with clapper and begging-dish. As she sits 
forlorn by the wayside, a gallant company rides by from Troy, 

^ This can be fouml in Chalmeis’sand in Professoi Skeat's Chauccnana. 

It IS not superfluous to say that Mercury is “full of rhetone,” and has “a 
hude Like to ane I*oeit of the auld f.ishioun ’’ ; see note on Quentin Shaw in the 
last chaptei. 



THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY 


BOOK IV 


Troilus among them. And then comes the crowning passage jof 
the poem. Their eyes meet; but her bleared vision does not 
recognise her former lover, and it is impossible for him to know 
Cressida in the ghastly creature beneath him. The stanzas describ¬ 
ing this situation are nearly perfect. She receives his guerdon, is 
told by one of her comrades who he is, utters one last complaint, 
and sending him a luby ring he had once given her, dies. 

The two great passages of the doom of Saturn and the meeting 
would of Itself give this poem rank with, if not above, the best work 
of its century, but the whole is not unworthy of them. Only in 
Sackville is the power of tragne effect which rhyme-royal eminently 
possesses brought out with ecjual fulness, and Sackville is less terrible 
than the Saturn piece, and less pathetic than the lovers’ meeting. 

The powers of tins remarkable stanza in the lighter way are not 
generally held to be as high as those in serious verse ; indeed, its 
great in\entor or naturalise!* in English usually deserted it for octo- 
Tl F hi' or heroics when he was bent on comedy. But 

Ilenryson has been not much less happy m his use of it 
for Aesop than in the Crrmdr poem. His prologue is again personal, 
though less \i\id ; his fables are --The Cock and the Jasp (jasper); 
The Uplandish Mouse and the Burgess Mouse ; a P'ox series—Sir 
Chantecleer and the Fox, The Fox confessing to the Wolf, The 
Parliament of Beasts ; 'I'lie Dog, Sheep, and M'olf; 'Fhe Lion and 
the Mouse ; The Preaching of the SwaJiow ; 'J'lic Fox, the Wolf, and 
the Cadg^er; The Fox, the Wolf, and the Moon’s Shadow: 'The 
Wolf and the Wether; The Wolf and the Lamb ; The Paddock 
(Frog) and the Mouse. Many of these are told at considerable 
length, extending to some hundreds of lines, and the moralitas of 
each, as we should expect in this most moralising of all centuries, is 
prolonged to forty, fifty, sixty, or even more lines, but the general 
treatment is not at all heavy. 

There is, however, no doubt that Rohcfic tuid Makyrte ^MaWm 
(“ Maudkin” not “ Marykin,” as is sometimes said), the best known 
of Henryson’s poems from its fortunate inclusion in Percy’s RcUqucs, 
is, if not the best, superior to all except the Testa- 
It is the Old French pastourclle, or shepherdess 
wooing-poem, with a difference. In the first part the 
u?ual order of things is inverted, and Makyne woos m vain the 
impassible and clownish object of her love. She is, in fact, '‘‘‘Merry 
Makyne” by grace of the perpetual epithet only. But the God of 
Love avenges her: the moonlight and the “ sweet season ” work on 
Robin, and he in turn solicits her favour. But she has been heard 
and healed, and every fit reader of the poem has praised the simple, 
but inimitably felicitous touches with which, in no undignified spirit 
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o£»“ tit for tat,” but with the straightforwardness of the heart-whole, and 
not without a touch of solemnity, she reminds him of the old saw— 

The man that will nocht when he may, 

Sail hauf nocht quhen lie wakl ; 

and to a second despairing plea of the soft dry night, the warm balmy 
air, the secret greenwood, replies— 

Rohm, that world is all aw a. 

And (jiiile hrocht to an end — 

and goes home no longer merely technically “merry,” but blithe 
enough “among the holtis hoar,” with (as w^e may supplement the 
description) chin no doubt slightly u])turned in the moonlight, leaving 
the luckless fool “ in dolour and in care ” 

The remaining members of this small but admirable collection of 
verse are less interesting, though much abo\e the standard of their 
time. The Garment) of Good Ladies has been much praised, 

but its allegory— “Her hat should be of fair-having”; 

“Her sleeves '^hould be of csiieiance” — too frequently ^ 
takes an excursion bevond the agreeably quaint into the tediously 
giotesquc. The Bludy Serk —the shirt of a knight wdio was 
desperately wounded m rescuing a lady from a giant, w'orn by her 
after his death - as better, but it is not improved by the inevitable 
momlita^ (spared us in Robe fie and Makyney likening the lady to 
man’s soul, the giant to Lucifer, and the knight to C'hrist. The 
Abbey Walk is interesting for its opening couplet— 

Alone as I went up and dowm 
In aiie Ahbayo was fair to see— 

and Its possible association with the actual Dunfermline; while it 
inoials on the refrain—- 

Obey and thank thy God of all— 

with a right musical and jileasant piety. The rest, except a rather 
coarse and not very clc\er gibe at Some Practice of Medicine^ are 
mostly rchgious-philosophical, and the best of them is the Three 
Dead Pows^ i.e. death’s-heads, which address man, warning him of 
his end. This is also given to Patrick Johnston. 

It is iisLi.il to rank William Dunbar as the chief of all this group, 
and in fact the greatest Scottish poet except Burns. Nor is there 
much reason for quarrelling with the estimate, since ^ ^ 
Dunbar, though he has perhaps nothing equal in their own 
kinds to the above-noted passages of the Testament of Creseide and 
to Robene and Makym\ has a larger collection to show, both of good 
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and of excellent work, a. somewhat wider range, and above all, •a 
certain body and fulness of poetical wine which is not so evident in 
the pensive though not unchccrful schoolmaster of Dunfermline. We 
know a little, if not very much, more about Dunbar than about Henry- 
son. He was certainly a Lothian man, probably allied not merely 
in name to the great family of the Earls of Dunbar and March, 
founded in the eleventh century by Cospatnek, and now chiefly 
subsisting m its northern or Morayshire branches. I'he year 1460, 
with the usual is accepted as his birth-date. He went to St. 

Salvatoi’s College, then the only one in the University of St. Andrews, 
took his li.A. in 1477, and his M.A. two years later, being, it seems, 
destined for the Church. He appears, both from his own account 
and that of others, to have been fora time a Fninciscan friar, preaching 
and begging all over Kngdand and in France as well as m Scotland. 
But 111 the French phrase he ‘Uhrew the frock to the nettles,” and 
appears to have been employed by James IV. on diplomatic duty not 
merely in England, but in almost all parts of the Continent. One of 
his best and best-known poems welcomes Margaret of England on 
her coming to Scotland as the King’s bride m i 503—he w'as specially 
attached to her service; and in i 508 he had some of his principal poems 
printed and published by the first Scottish printers, Chepman and 
Millar. Records of gifts and pensions to him exist up to June 1513, 
and then w e hear no more of him. Flodden came in September of 
that year, and it has been thought that he too may have fallen in the 
“ daik impenetrable ring” round his master. He was certainly dead 
in 1530, for Sir David Lyndsay says so ; but this is all we know'. 

The poems known to be by, or reasonably attributed to, him aie 
tolerably numerous, but not very bulky, none exceeding some 600 
lines, while most are cjuite short. The entire number in Dr. Small’s 
edition^ is loi, of which eleven are given as “attributed,” wfliile 

T/te T-va having been, as noted above, y^rinted m the poet’s 

MaryitiVthien lifetime as his, have a higher degree of certainty 
and the Hi,io others m text. The tw'o most consider¬ 

able are The Tiua Mary if Wcinen and the Wedo and the Friars of 
Bcnvick^ the latter only “attributed,” but displaying a ven'C and an 
accomplishment of form not known tobe possessed by any other Scottish 
peet of the time. Both are very strongly Chaucerian, and the Friars is 
m Chaucerian “riding-rhyme” ; the other piece is perhaps the most 
accomplished specimen of that revived alliteration which has been 
previously discussed. Dunbar does not limit himself to three 
alliterations, often govmg four or even five, and he is somewhat 
less distinct in his middle pause than Langland. On the other hand, 

^ For tht‘ Scottish Text Society ; also editions by D, Laing and by Dr. 
Schippei. 
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his whole verse, which averages thirteen or fourteen syllables, has a 
distinctness and evenness of rhythm which are only found in parts 
of Piers Plowtnafi. The matter of the poem is an ultra-Chauccrian 
satire on wxirnen. 'Phe three personages are represented as all 
young and all pretty ; they are drinking freely m a goodly garden on 
Midsummer Eve, and the poet achieves a triumphantly (ontrasted 
picture of physical beauty in sc ene and figure and of moral defoimity 
in sentiment. The Wife of Bath, the undoubted model of these thiee 
young persons, is neither mealy-mouthed nor strait-laced, but she is 
always good-natured. Dunbar’s wives and widow combine sensuality 
with ill-nature in a way not elsewhere to be paralleled in English 
literature till we come to the rakes of the Restoration. Yet the 
ugliness of the picture is half redeemed by the mastery with which 
Dunbar makes them expose their own shame, and sets their figures 
for us with a touch of gr.ive irony worthy of Butler, and less purely 
caricatural in style th.in Hudtbras, The Fnars of Peno 7 ck is a 
version of a w^ell-known fibliau^ in w'hich two fnars, treated wath 
scant hospitality by a woman who in her husband’s absence has 
made an assignation with her lo\er, revenge themselves u]K)n her 
(though not to extremity), taking adxantage of the husband’s 
unexpected return. It is therefore much less of an oiiginal and more 
of a commonplace than T//e T 7 o<r Maryit Woncfi^ but the story is 
told wath the true brio of the Cattfcrbiny 'Pales theinsehes. 

Next to these two may be ranked the lloldefi 7 'arye, the Flyting 
of Dunbar and Kennedy^ the famous Dame of the Sc 7 'en Deadly Sins^ 
and 'Phe 'fhlstle and the Rose. The first of these is a txpical fifteenth- 
century poem, allegorical in tone and very “rhetoiical” 
in language, with the usual pt.iise of Chaucer, “Rose 
of rhetors all,” and “light of our Inghs,” as well as of 
the “ sugared lips and aureate tongues ” of (iower and Lxdgate. The 
Parge is in nine-lined stanzas ; The Thistle and the Rose, in rhyme- 
royal, is of the same st.imp and style, but adjusted to convey a 
w'elcome full of grace, good sense, and good taste to the youthful 
Margaret, the “rose” married to the “thistle.” Many who know' 
nothing else of Dunbar’s, know' the ^even Deadly Sms fiom its early 
inclusion m anthologies. The Mgour of its lurid pictures has not been 
exaggerated, nor the real command of metre (Romance eights and 
sixes) wdiich the ])oet here as everywhere displays, and w’hich contrasts 
so strikingly w'ith the staggering gait and palsied giip of his English 
contemporaries. The Fly tiny, one of a group of such things, is a 
curiosity no doubt, but a curiosity of a kind wdiich could perhaps be 
spared. Literary Scots at all times, up to the eighteenth century, 
admitted, as has been said, a coarseness of actual language w'hich is 
rarely paralleled in literary English ; and these “ flytings ” consisted of 
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alternate torrents of sheer Billingsgate poured upon each other by 
the combatants. There is not much doubt that many of the strange 
terms of abuse used are mere gibberish, coined for the occasion, but 
there was considerable legitimate accommodation in Scots for the 
purpose, and the poem, like others of its kind, is at worst a quarry for 
lexicographers. 

Of tlie very numerous minoi poems must be mentioned the 
touching and interesting Livnoit for the J/ah'rs^ “ when he was 
sick,” with Its passing-bell refrain of 'I'lmor Morii\ LO?iturbat and 
its list of poets, most of w’hom are shadows of shades ; the lively if 
irreverent Ballad of Kind Kyitok\ and her reception at Heaven’s 
gates ; the Testament of Mr. Amiro Kennedy., a macaronic pendant to 
the Fly ting; two ihetoncal pieces on the Lord Bernard Stewart, living 
and dead; a sharp satirical description of Edinburgh Session ; a 
quaint contrast of merry Edinburgh and distressful Stirling ; the very 
vivid if not very decorous Dance in the QuecFs Chamber., whicli, with 
other poems to the Queen, .shows that Margaret had the full Tudor 
tolerance of bioad sjieech; the not unamusmg Poem to ane 
Blackamoor —“My lady with the meikle lips”--a negress who, as 
a rarity, had been imported to be maid to the Queen. The rest are 
pious or profane, personal or general, rhetoncal or direct. But they 
are neaily ahvays out of the common way of literature of their time ; 
and tlic contemptuous fashion in w'hich they have been sometimes 
spoken of is not a JittJe surpiismg. 

/ The hist of the four poets to be mentioned here is also the least, 
\\\o’ng\\ \\e Las an tnlercsl L\s own. CvAvm ot Onwatn l>on^\as^ 
was the tL\rc\ son of A.rc\h\ja\d \)oug\as—“ BeW-vLe-Cal’'—fvfvh'Ear\ of 
Angus, and of Fdizabeth Boyd. It is not known at 
Dow'ul's which of the numerous seats of the Douglasses he was 
boi n ; but the date must have been somewhere about 
the juncture of the years 1474-75. He matriculated at St. Andrews 
m 1489, w^as a “determinant ” ( = Bachelor Elect) in 1492, a Licentiate 
or incipient Master two years later. He took orders, and at once 
obtained various preferments, the chicM^eing the benefice of Preston- 
kirk or Linton in East Lothian; while in 1501 he w^as made Dean 
or Provost of .St. (Giles’s, Edinburgh. In this same year he finished 
the* Palice of Honour. Between this and the year of Flodden, 1513, 

in the summer of which he finished his Virgil, we hear little of him. 
As readers of Scottish history know, his tivo elder brothers fell in the 
battle itself, which broke the heart, though it did not actually see the 
death, of Bell-the-Cat his father; wdtile his nephew, son of the 
Master of Angus, killed at Flodden, very speedily gained the heart of 
Queen Margaret, who, though a widow and a mother, was not much 
more than a girl in age. By this marriage Gawain not merely 
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became in the future, through the Countess of Lennox and Darnley, 
a collateral ancestor of the whole royal house of (jrcat llritain and 
Ireland, but \vas brought into very immediate connection ^ ^ 
with the chief person in the slate, the Queen Regent, ‘ 

who at once gave him the rich Abbey of Aberbrothock or Arbroath, 
and shortly afterwards the brevet-keepership, as wc may say, of the 
Great Seal. But Margaret’s hasty marriage to the head of a power¬ 
ful but dreaded house w'as extremely unpopular, and (iaw^am Douglas 
reaped from it more trouble than profit. He was never confirmed m 
Arbroath by the Pope; an attempt of his niece by marriage to make 
him Archbishop of St. Andrew’s, and therefore Primate of Scotland, 
was frustrated by the address and interest at Rome of another candi¬ 
date ; and though Douglas, in 1515, obtained the Bishopric of 
Dunkeld, this appointment also brought him endless trouble, and he 
was actually imprisoned by the new regent Albany for an offence 
apparently somewhat analogous to the FInglish Praanunire, in ob¬ 
taining the Pope’s letters without the King’s, /c. the Keg^ent’s, license. 
The Pope, how'ever, resented this very decidedly, and as Albany’s 
severities tow'aids Queen Margaret were also attracting the dis¬ 
pleasure of her brother Henry VIII., Douglas w^as liberated, and 
after some further difficulty was consecrated to Dunkeld. He did not, 
however, enjoy it very peacealjly—peaceable enjoyment of anything 
was hardly possible then in Scotland—and his death in London, 
where he was negotiating against Albany, coincided with hostile 
measures against him taken by Archbishop James Beaton, and re¬ 
moved \\\m irom evW lo e(»me. We d\ed at l\\e Vowse ol \\\s irrend 
Lord Dacrc, anc\ was buried m the Bavoy. We have his wih and a 
considerable number of public documents about him. 

Douglas was not an old man—forty-eight only—when he died; 
and for the last ten years of his life he had been incessantly engaged 
m public and private business. But his work m literature—no doubt 
all composed in the quiet lime between his ordination and Flodden— 
is not inconsiderable. Besides what w'e have, we know* that he 
translated some Ovid, and it is possible that he did other things. 
His existing w’ork^ consists of the Paine of Knig Ha)'f 

and the version of the Acncid. Critics of weight - have held up 
Douglas, on the strength of this Virgif as representing, or at any rate 
anticipating, the new movement in poetry, that which incorporates the 
classical and modern tradition, and so as occupying a position at 
least historically more important than that of his.moie intensely and 
poetically gifted contemporary Dunbar. With all due deference, this 

1 Ed. Small, 4 vols. Edinburgh, 1874 
See W. J. Courthope, History of English Poetry, i. 374, one of the few 
piibsages 111 this excellent book with which I cannot agree. 



THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY 


BOOK IV 


190 


nuiy well be deemed a mistake. Even m the selection of Ovid and 
Virgil, Douglas, though he may have been slightly further affected 
by the ciassical influence “ in the air,^^ did not go very much further 
than Chaucer a century and more before him. And in the manner 
of his work, both oiiginal and translated, he is not modern at all. 
He IS with Hawes, e\en with Lydgate; not wuth Wyatt and Surrey. 

In order to come to a just estimate of this, though the itself 

wall give us sufficient dat.i, it is before all things necessary to con¬ 
sider his original poems, the Paine and Harl. Douglas, like 

his other countrymen just mentioned, is a better manager 
of “our Inglis” (it is believed that he himself first uses 
“ Scots ” with the national differentia) than Hawses ; 
hut the Pali(e of Honour and Kiui!^ Jiarl are in scheme and tone 
absolutely on a p<ir with the Pastime and the Kvample. No later 
Renaissance sunnsc-c'olour is on them . they are lighted only by 
the setting moon of the Rose. Indeed, neither in Hawes nor in 
Lydgate, neither in Occleve nor in the stiffei work of Dunbar, is there 
a moie essentially fifteenth-century poem than the Palicc of Honour. 
It has a prologue and parts; it is written in “aureate” language 
of at least eightecn-carat “ rhetorical ” value ; it has entire stanzas 
(nnie-hned ones rhymed aabaabbab) consisting of mere catalogues of 
names The May moining-, the stock, though no doubt quite sincere, 
classing of Chaucer, (lower, and Lydgate, with an interesting note of 
“Dunbar yet ondcid,” the vision, the heathen mythology and the 
historical characters, the bare, childlike allegory everywhere intruding 
itself, arc unmistakable. Nobody who knows the Roma?tce of the 
Rosl\ as Guillaume de Lorris started it nearly three hundred years 
before Douglas’s death, can possibly mistake the quality. As usual 
in these poems, the story, apart from the allegor)% is slender. The 
poet offends Venus (whose lusty countenance and “topaz” hair have 
been thought to be a compliment to the youthful Margaret), and is 
sentenced to a palinode and a journey round the w^orld in company 
with the Muses. 'I hey at last rcach^ the slippery Rock of Honour 
with its Palace at the top, are introduced to much historical and 
allegorical company, and the poem ends abruptly by one of the 
copimon devices for waking. The common fonn for this is relieved 
not merely by the singularly abundant vocabulary which distinguishes 
all these Scottish poets, but by a distinctly poetical imagination and no 
small descriptive power. 

King Harty the date of wdiicli is unknown, is duller. The hero 
is simply the Heait of man ; and the poem is one of the innumerable 
allegories of Life. He has five servants—the senses ; is captured by 
Dame Pleasance, liberated by Pity, captures Pleasance in turn and 
marries her, is visited by Age, deserted by his wife, etc., and at last 
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mortally wounded by Decrepitude. It is imposbilde to understand 
Mr. Small’s assertion that this is “a work which in its execution is 
quite original.” The stanza is the Chaucerian octave. 

Undoubtedly, however, if Douglas had left nothing but his two 
ostensibly original poems, he would not stand nearly as high in 
historical repute as he does stand. It has been said that the idea of 
him as a strictly Renaissance writer, because he translates \hrgil, is 
a mistake. Douglas, it is true, was no bad scholar; he certainly 
knew Latin well, and he may have known (Ireek. But Vhrgil comes 
out of his hands as he might have come out of those of 
Chaucer, almost as he might have come out of those of 
Benoit, with the sole exception that Douglas is faithfuller. He 
does not embroider on his text. But his version of that text locjks 
backward and not forward. He accents classical names with an 
entire indifference to quantity. His \ocabulary and phraseology are 
Romantic, not Classical. He substitutes the irregular charm of the 
Middle Ages for the exact, the impeccable, though the somewhat 
frigid, correctness of Virgil. Nor is this all. The fifteenth century, 
as we have seen, particularly affected prologues, and Douglas has 
given us a Prologue to each of the books of the Aencid^ as well as to 
the thirteenth Acneid of Mapheus Vegius, which he also iranskited. 

And these prologues are, as indeed might be e.xpected, by far the 
most interesting part of the w’ork. The text is translated into riding- 
rhyme of very fair Chaucerian cjuality, and displaying Douglas’s usual 
correctness of ear and his justness and colour of language. But in 
the Prologues he gives himself, as w^as natural and permissible, a 
much freer field. Their interest is not to be judged fiom the First, 
w'hich i '> itself in couplets, and after a very ‘‘auieate” laudation of 
Virgil as “Chosen carbunkil”— 

Lanterne, lodesteiiie, minor, and a per se — 

engages in a severe criticism, not very graceful m tone and most 
awkw^ardly clothed in verse, of Caxton’s Aeueidos, This extends to 
several hundred lines. The Second is very short- - three stanzas of 
rhyme-royal—and not very notable ; nor need much be said of the 
Third—five stanzas of nine lines each. It is not till the Fourth that 
the poet allows himself really to expatiate ; but lie does so here, with 
good effect, in nearly forty “loyal” stanzas on the strength of Love, 
the incommodity and remedy of the same—it has been observed that 
he translated the Remedium amor/v, though it is lost. 'Fhe very first 
stanza hits successfully that clangorous note of the rhyme-royal which 
has been observed upon, and this note is well sustained throughout. 
The Fifth, short, nine-lined, and with another fling at Caxton, is less 
notable ; and the Sixth (octaves) is chiefly noteworthy for its matter, 
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a curious discussion of vaiious poetical and philosophical accounts 
of Hell. But the Seventh and Eighth are each, in its different way, 
of very high interest indeed. The Seventh, in couplets, contains a 
vigorous description of Winter, attractive in itself and as an instance 
of that copious and vigorous vocabulary which all these poets show, 
and curious to contrast wath Thomson. The ICighth has a curiosity 
still higher ; for here Douglas indulges in that very quaint combina¬ 
tion of alliterative and metrical prosody w'hich w'as still sometimes 
attempted at this time, and has achieved, perhaps, the most remark¬ 
able example of it. The stanza somewhat resembles that of Gawam 
and the Green Knight^ but is regularly arranged in a form of thirteen 
lines bobbed and w^hceled. The first nine arc heavily alliterated, 
dififering from those of The Twa Alarytt Wemcn by having strong 
not w’eak endings, and rhymed abababahe; then comes a triplet, 
rhymed, of three iambics with equivalence, and then a final line c of 
four syllables only. The vocabulary of the piece is, outside the 
“ Flytmgs,” the most crabbed and fantastic even of these Scottish 
poems, and not a few of the words can merely be guessed at. The 
tenor of the whole is satirical on the state of the world. 

The Ninth, beginning in sixdined stanzas, but soon passing into 
couplets, is still ethical in tone ; and the Tenth (in five-lined stanzas) 
theological; while the Eleventh deals w^ith chivalry, both sacred and 
profane. The Twelfth, “ane singulai lernccl prolog” of the descrip¬ 
tion of May, again ranks among the best, .ind is in couplets ; and 
there is a similar one on June for the egregious Vegius his w^ork. 

It is, let it be repeated, much more on these Prologues (w'here he 
has evidently set his mind upon giving specimens of his powers in 
various matters and forms) than on his tw'o long pieces that the esti¬ 
mate of Gaw'ain Douglas should be based, d'hat estimate cannot be 
of the highest, for the poet has too little detac hment from the mere 
literary forms and fashions of his time, and is far too much under the 
prevalent delusion of the identity of “rhetorike” and poetry. But it 
should be relatively and by allowance high. He has in a very 
eminent degree that feeling for naftire by which the poets of his 
country have ever since been honourably distinguished ; he has a 
very good mastery of metrical form, and he perhaps show's the good 
side (it must be allowed that he also show's the bad) of the “ aureate ” 
or rhetoriqueur language better than any poet, either in English or in 
French, of his time and school, 

^ Hete lb a fine pasbage -- 

For to behald it was a ploir to sot*, 

The stabylit winclis and the calmit sea, 

'I'he soft seisotin, the firniaincnt serene, 

The lowne illumynat air and fyrth amene. 



CHAPTER IV 

LATER ROMANCES IN PROSE AND VERSE 

Sir Generydes, etc.— Sir Launfal —The verse Marie A^'thur — Golagros and 
Gawanc and Rauf Coilycar —Maloiy—Lord Berners—Caxton's translated 
romances. 

The difificulty in distinguishing the romances ^ of the fifteenth century 
from those of the fourteenth has been already referred to. With rare 
exceptions, it is doubtful whether we possess anything, originally of the 
fifteenth, in verse which is really of great merit. Bevis of Hampion^ 
Guy of Waimnck^ the Charlemagne stories, and the rest continued to 
be copied or rehandled ; and though it pleased Chaucer to make fun 
of the style, this does not seem to have had much effect on its popu¬ 
larity. In particular, the Arthurian legend, which, except in the 
Northern or Gawain division, appears not to have attracted very 
much attention in the fourteenth century, recovered, to our eternal 
advantage, much of its popularity in the fifteenth. The non- 
Arthurian romances, veise and prose, of the time are but of small 
interest. A fair example of them is Sir Ge/icrydes, which must 
edmost to a certainty have been originally French, but of which no 
French original is knowm, while two different English versions—one 
in octosyllabic couplets, printed by Dr. Furnivall for the Roxburghe 
Club, and one in rhyme-royal, printed by Mr. Aldis Wright for the 
E.E.T.S.—are in existence. Sir Ge 7 icrydes'^ is a fiiir 
example of the common form of the romance of chivalry, 
but has little more (though certainly no less) individu¬ 
ality than the average nineteenth-century novel. Torrent of Portugal^ 
a shorter story of the same class, is in Sir Thopas metre ; Octovian^ 
a wicked mother-in-law story, mentioned before as possibly earlier, is, 
as printed by Weber (there is another version), in a slightly modified 

^ For the chief romance-collections, see notes, pp. 82 and 102. 

® I use the E.E.T.S. edition. 

* Ed. Halliwell, London, 1842. Re-edited for the E.E.T.S. by Dr. Adam. 

O 
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form of that stanza, rhymed aaabab^ with the b lines shortened, instead 
of the usual aa long, b short, cc long, b short. 

'Fhe best romances in verse not strictly ballad-romance (see next 
chapter), and the worst, belong to the Arthurian division. At the head 
of the former we may put, despite its libel on Queen Guinevere, the 
9/ Launfai pocm of Sir Launfal} adapted and much im- 

^ir n a . Thomas Chester, who probably lived in the 

second quarter of the fifteenth century, from a poem of Marie de France, 
centuries older and not improbably metamorphosed before it came into 
Chester’s hands. The discredit of making the ()ueen play the part 
of Potiphar’s wife, of which there is no trace in the better Arthurian 
legends, is not his. lUit the actual story of Launfal, with his fairy 
love, his unfortunate divulging of their passion, his punishment and 
his pardon, is one of the most exquisite of all mednrval tales, and is 
quite charmingly told by Chester m the Sir Thopas metre doubled. 
The beauty of which this stanza is capable, especially in the doubled 
form, where the rhymes rim aabccbddbeeb^ each h line being short, 
is nowhere better shown, nor its complete freedom at its best from 
the ding-dong, sing-song monotony which beyond all doubt it often 
puts on, and which Chaucer has so wickedly immortalised. 

Not kir below Lauiifid in jioctical merit, and of the first interest 
as having almost demonstrably served as direct original to Malory 
{vide infi’d)^ is the Morte Arthur^ Which Dr. Furnivall 
mruAllhur. more than forty years ago,- a piece of some 4000 

lines, arranged in quatrains rhymed abab^ which not 
uncommonly spread into sixains or octaves of the same arrange¬ 
ments. 

LaiKclot of the Laik^^ a poem m heroic couplets, and in See ts or 
some other extremely northern dialect of English, is ascribed to the 
end of the fifteenth century, and if so, is the latest Arthurian 
poem of the genuine kind (before the legend began to be merely 
“translated,” as we find it in Spenser) that we possess. 

Meanwhile one of the most conscientious, but of the very dullest, 
of the vast army of dull versifiers'^ of the time had busied himself 
with the great matter which, perhaps at the same time, was taking 
in a sense almost final form in prose at the hands of a very different 
person. “ Kerry ” (Henry) Lonelich, skinner, a subject of King 
Henry the Sixth, was evidently as pious as his namesake and master, 
and in his different vocation as ineffective. His Merlin is not yet 
accessible in print, save for an extract of Dr. Kolbing’s.^ His Holy 
Grail has been twice printed by Dr. Furnivall,^ and is one of the 

^ Printed m Riison’s first volume. ^ London and Cambridge, 1864. 

* Ed. Skeat, E.E.T.S. ^ In his edition of Arlkour and Merlin* 

® For the Roxburghe Club and the E.E.T.S. Some prefer “ Lot'elich.” 
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most curious books in existence, the wonderful interest and charm of 
the matter, which might have been thought likely either to stir a 
translator into genius or compel him to silent despair, being ap¬ 
proached with a cheerful doggedness of incornpetency difficult, if not 
impossible, to parallel elsewhere. Hardly any other story could 
possibly survive such a translator ; no other translator, one would hope, 
could have failed to catch fire from such a story. But es«.cept from 
his matter, which flames like the infant Ilavclok in the rude hands of 
(irim, there is no spark of illumination in Lonelicli, who thumps out 
his couplets by the help of “sikeily” and “everidel,” of “ verament ” 
and “ echone,” in a manner well-nigh intoleiablc. 

In the way of alliterative romance we ha\e to put to the credit of 
the century in all probability, or rather certainly, two very interesting 
poems in Scots, Gol/i/^ros an(f Cui'ivane and Rauf Coilycar} For 
neither of these ha\c we MS. authority, though we know' cola^ros ami 
that both did exist in the Asloan MS. ; and our printed ami 

RaitJ CoiJycar is as late as 1572. But we liave an allu- 
sion to this same poem by (law’ain Douglas as early as 1503, 
and Golagro^ and Ga^nane was published by Chepman and Millar 
among the incunabula of the Scottish press in 1508. Both are in 
the thirteen-line alliterated and rhymed stanza w'ith wheel (?'. st/fra, 
p. 192). Golagros and Gainane belongs evidently to tlie Cumbrian 
branch of the Arthurian legend, and presents some very close resem¬ 
blances to the latter part of the A lantyr^ ofArihnr. Rauf Coilyea}\ on 
the othei hand, belongs to the other great family, and, so far as we 
know, IS the only original Charlemagne poem in English. It is one 
of the numerous and generally interesting family of the “ King and the 
Tanner” class, the king’s unknowing associate here being a “collier” 
{i.c. charcoal-burner), and the king, as has been said, no less a 
person than Charlemagne. It is a very spirited poem. Nobody has 
succeeded in identifying the author of either this or Golagros; but 
it is n(;t at all impossible tliat both may have one poet, and most 
probable that he lived at the end of our century, and w'as one of 
Dunbar’s “makers.” If so, fie w'as by no means the worst of them, 
and not very far from the best, except Ilenryson and Dunbar himself. 

Practically nothing is knowm of the author of the greatest of all 
English romances, prose or verse—of one of the greatest romances of 
the world—a book which, though in mere material a compilation, and 

^ Golagros and Gawane has been reprinted by Pinkerton in Scotiish Poems, 
1792 ; by Laing (a great rarity) in 1827 , by Madden, with other Gawaine pieces, 
in 1839 ; and by Mr. Amours in Si off i sit Aihfcrative Poems, cited above. There 
IS also a German reprint. Rauf Cotlyear can be found in Mr. .Amours’s volume, 
m one of the volumes of the E.E.T S. Charlemagne Romances, and also in Lamg’s 
several times reprinted Ancient and Popular Poetry of Scotland (last edited by 
Small, Edinburgh, 1885). 
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sometimes cleaving rather closely to its multifarious texts, is, despite 
the occasional misjudgment of unhappy criticism, a great and original 
book. Caxton, the printer {vide infra^ chap, vi.)-- who, instead of, 
like most early printers, giving us early editions, arid mostly bad 
ones, of the classics, which were quite safe, gave us, to the infinite 
advantage of England, eaily models of composition in English, and 
preserved to us, m this instance at least, an English text which might 
but for him have perished—tells us that the Morie d’Ari/ir/rwas trans¬ 
lated in the ninth year of King Edward IV. (that is to say, in 1470, 
fifteen years before he himself published it) by Sir Thomas 
Malory, Knight. Caxton’s follower, Wynkyn de Worde, 
in the second edition of 1496, makes the name “ Maleore.” Malory 
or Mallory is both a Yorkshire and a Leicestershire name, but there 
are absolutely no materials for identifying .Sir Thomas ; the later 
suggestions that he was a Welsh priest, not an English knight, are 
baseless guesses, and wc do not know in the very least why, when, 
or where he executed his book. What we do know, from the verse 
Mortc and from Lonelich, is that a strong revived interest in the 
Arthurian Legend came in about the middle of the century, and this 
's to all appearances one of the fruits of it. ^ 

If 30 , it IS incomparably the most precious. It is probable that, 
though among the laborious and respectable, but rather superfluous, 
inquiries into origins, none has yet been discovered for the 
“ Beaumains ” story and for a few othei things, Malory “ did not 
invent much ” The fifteenth century was not an inventive time, and 
there was much better work for it to do than second-rate invention. 
Then and then only could the mediicval spirit, which was not quite 
dead, have been caught up and rendered for us with a still present 
familiarity, with the unconscious but unmistakable touch of magic 
which approaching loss reflects, and in English prose, which, unlike 
English verse, still had the bloom on it—the soon-fading beaute du 
diable of youth and freshness. 

Criticisms have been made on Malory’s manner of selecting and 
arranging his materials — criticisms which, like all unsuccessful 
exercises of the most difficult of arts, come from putting the wrong 
questions to the jury—from asking, Has this man done what / 
wanted him to do ?” or ‘‘ Has he done it as / should have done it 
instead of ‘‘ Has he done what he meant to do ” and “ Has he done 
this well ? ” Malory might perhaps, though in his time it would have 
been difficult to get all the texts together, have given an intelligent 
frccis of the whole Arthurian Legend, instead of which he selected his 
materials rather arbitrarily, and indulged in what looks to some 

^ The book, frequently printed up to the seventeentli century, has .also been 
repeatedly reprinted since the beginning of the nineteenth. 
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critics like incomprehensible divagation, and not much more com¬ 
prehensible suppression. He might have arranged a regular epic 
treatment of his subject, instead of which it is often difficult to say 
who is the hero, and never very easy to say what special contribution 
to the plot the occasionally inordinate episodes are making. What 
he did do consists mainly in two things, or perhaps three. He selected 
the most interesting things with an almost invariable sureness, though 
there are one or two omissions ; and he omitted the les^ interesting 
parts with a sureness to which there are hardly any exceptions at all. 
He grasped, and this is his great and saving merit as an author, the 
one central fact of the story—that in the combination of the Quest 
of the Graal with the loves of Lancelot and (kiinevere lay the kernel 
at once and the conclusion of the whole matter. And last (his 
great and saving merit as a writei) he told his talc in a manner A\hich 
is very nearly impeccable 

There is one practically infallible lest by which all but the dullest 
and most incompetent can be convinced of Sir Thomas’s skill in this 
last direction, the comparison of his narrative of the last scenes of all 
with that in the verse Mortc Ar//iur above mentioned, which was 
in all probability his direct original, and which was certainly written 
just before his day. 'lake the death of Arthur itself, or the final 
interview of Lancelot and the Queen, in both; compare them, and 
then remember that Malory has been dismissed as “a mere com¬ 
piler.” It is possible that his art is mostly unconscious art—it is not 
much the worse’for that. But it is nearly as infallible as it is either 
unconscious or thoroughly concealed. The pictorial power, the 
musical cadence of the phrase, the steady glow of chivalrous feeling 
throughout, the noble morality (for the condemnation of Ascham and 
others is partly mere Renaissance priggishness stupidly condemning 
things mediaeval offhand, and partly Puritan prudery throwing its 
baleful shadow before), the kindliness, the sense of honour, the 
melancholy and yet never either gloomy or puling sense of the 
inevitable end—all these are eminent in it. It h.is been said, with 
perhaps hardly too great whimsicality, that there is only one bad thing 
about Malory—that to those who read him first he makes all other 
romances of Chivalry disappointing. But the fancy may at any rate be 
fairly retorted, for if any one is so unfortunate as to find other romances 
of chivalry disappointing, there is Malory to fall back upon. Merely 
in English prose he is a great figure, for although his medium would 
not be suitable for every purpose, it is nearly perfect for his own. 
Merely as the one great central storehouse of a famous and fertile 
story his place is sure. But apart from all these extrinsic considera¬ 
tions, it is surer still in the fact that he has added to literature an 
imperishable book. 



198 


THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY 


HOOK IV 


Tlie second great writer or translator of Romance in prose during 
this period, John Hourchier, Lord Berners, was born, a little before the 
probable date of the writing of Malory’s Moric {fArt/iur^ in 1467, and 
was the son of Humphrey Lord Berners, who fell on the 
Lord i.erneis. battle of Banict. He may have been 

a Balliol man ; he c crtainly saw much both of war and diplomacy 
in the later years of Henry VII. and the earlier of his son ; he was 
Chancellor of the Exchequer in 1516, and from 1520 onwards 
Governor of Calais. It would seem that his literary w^ork all dates 
from this last period of his life, which closed in 1533. His Froissiwt 
began to aj)pear in 1523, and he also translated (tliough the books 
did not m some cases appear till after his death) the great romance 
of Hi((ni of Bordeaux^ that of ArBit/r of Littlr later in date 

and lowx‘1 in kind, Guevara’s Dial for Princc^^ a book which has 
been thought, not without some reason, to have had much influence 
on the clexelopment of Fmphuism, and another Spanish allegoric- 
chivalrous romance, the Castle (originally Prison) oj Lovel^ In his 
work from the Spanish he appeals to ha\e used not the originals but 
French versions. 

In a late stage of writing, prose, and indeed \erse, P'anslations 
have very little interest, and are merely or mainly makeshifts for the 
use of those who cannot read the oiigmals. In the early stages, 
especially of prose writing, their value is very different, and this con¬ 
stitutes the attractions of our fifteenth and early sixteenth century 
prose, borrowed as it almost ahvays is in matiei. And Lord 
l^erners ranks with Malory as its most gifted practitioner. His 
Froissart gives him the greatest opjiortunity, and he has a\ailed 
himself of that opportunity to the utmost. His style would 
not, of course, be suitable for every purpose or even for many 
purposes, but in his < ombination of rhetorical and “aureate” 
language with siinjiler forms, in his faint retention of jioetic diction 
wdth aperfec t adjustment to those needs of prose fiction or of romantic 
history which are neaier to those of poetry than is the case with any 
other division of prose, he is certainly unsurpassed, and it may be 
doubted wlicther he has been equalled, though Mr. William Morris 
sometimes ran him hard. The Jfiion^ representing a late French 
rehandling of one of the most romantic of the chansons de geste^ has 

^ Not to be confounded \M'lh the very much <*arlier book of tli<* same name 
translated fioin bishop (aobtitc’s French a little before or a hulc after 1300, and 
edited by Hr. Weymouth for the Philological Society. 7 'his is lehgious, and of 
sonic linguistic, but \ery little litiTary, interest As for Herners’s own work, the 
Froissart was reprinted by Utterson m 1812, with some reduction and modernisa¬ 
tion by Prof Mrxeaulay for the “Globe” Senes, 1895, completely by 

Pi of Ker in the “ 'I'udoi 'rranskitions ” tJnon has been edited by Mi, S T,. Lee 
for the E L /1 .S Utterson also reprinted irihur of Little Britain 
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the fault, common to most such rehandlmgs, of long-wmdedness and 
surplusage ; but still it gives Berners good opportunity, and he takes 
it admirably. The part which Mr. Lee has isolated in his second 
volume as “ The Story of Esclaramondc ” might very well be taken 
as an introduction to this kind of romance by novices, and they are 
to be pitied if they do not go on. Even Arthur of Little Britain 
well represents the beginning of the later and more extravagant 
lomances, of which the Amadis group arc the best known • and 
.Spenser almost certainly knew and used it. 

Between the Mo 7 ic and the Froissart Caxton and his successors 
had made very large additions to the stock of romance in English. 
The Histories of Troj% more than ten years before the printing of 
Malory, Reynard the Fox, the Golden Legend, Paris ton’s 
and Vienne, the Life of Chat'le^ the Gfrat, the Four translated 
Sons of Ay mon, Blanchardyn ajid Egla^itme, Godfrey of 
Bulloignc, the Aeneidos, which so did vex Ciawain Douglas—being 
Caxton’s own contribution, a very considerable one, as most of them 
were translated as well as printed by himself. We shall speak of 
Caxton’s prose style later: here we are chiefly concerned with the 
romance substance of his work. There is little doubt that these late 
romances, especially the prose ones, had an immense efiect on the 
first generation or two of readers of printed books, vhile perhaps their 
diffusion in print, as well as the fact that the versions selected for 
reproduction or translation were nearly ahsaxs late and very seldom 
of the best, may*have also contributed to that strange disgust with 
them w^hich is not entirely to be accounted f(a- by the mere pedantry, 
innocently consequent on the revived study of the classics directly, or 
by the tcuch of religious and Puritan dislike of romance, which soon 
supervened. At the same time, this crop of romances, and the 
attention paid to it, had also beyond all question much to do with the 
heroic enthusiasm of Elizabethan days, and with that after-glow of 
chivalry itself of w hich the noblest and most undying monument is 
the Faerie Quecney 

’ Although as much room as possible’ has boon given to the romances, fnr 
more would be rtquiicd to do them real justice. Indeed, the division branchts 
off into almost infinite sub-vanttus—for instance, the curious senes of Visions of 
Hell and Purgatory, of which the J^isions oj Pundalc (fifteenth century), ed 
Turnbull (Edinburgh, 1843) ^ good example The minor Pro>c romances aic, 

as a rule, of much less interest, as may be seen from the standard collection of 
them by W J. Thoms, 2nd ed 3 vols l.ondon, 1858. To the Verse may be 
added the English Partonope of Blots (Ro.xbuighc Club, 1862), which may date 
from c. 1430, and is a fair version, m loose oetosyll.ibles, of its beautiful story , 
the Scots Clariodus (Maitland Club, 1830), in very wooden heroics, which is 
possibly fifteenth century ; and the curious Buik of Alexander the Gteaf, in Scots 
octosyllables, printed in 1580 and reprinted by the Bannatyne Club in 1831 



CHAPTER V 

MINOR POETRY AND BALLADS 

Date of Ballads—The Nut-browne Maydc —“ I sing of a maiden ”—The Percy 
Folio— Graystecl 

Bad as the reputation of the fifteenth century is for poetry in England 
(and indeed in most countries except Italy), it will have been seen 
that there are notable individual exceptions. And a still better 
face IS put upon the matter when we come to what is called minor 
poetry, and especially to Ballads. 

In a history, and especially a short history, of this subject disserta¬ 
tions on purely speculative points are out of place, and perhaps in no case 
is this more so than in regard to the origins of Ballad literature gener¬ 
ally and the date of English Ballad literature in particular. 
Baiuds^ I’here may lie said to be here, as genially, three main 
opinions, or groups of shaded opinion : the first assign¬ 
ing a remote, and if possible even contemporary, origin to ballads that 
have any pretence of history, and as ancient a one as possible to 
those which are purely romantic ; the second postponing the date to 
comparatively, or in some cases quite, modern limes; and the third, 
which endeavours to assign not merely a general middle term but 
a particular age in which the literary sentiment, as yet not absorbed 
by a literary class, existed fluidly and at large, and found its special 
bent in ballad-making. It may be ^ibserved in passing that the 
second, while disagreeable to sentiment, is also quite contrary to 
probability, and has scarcely any direct evidence to support it. 
Between the first and third, opinion rather than demonstration must 
decide, but it is not impertinent to remark that besides the opposition 
on their surface, a very important order of difference is involved, 
which may be indicated by the question, “ Are romances and early 
epics conglomerates of ballad, or are ballads disintegrations of epics 
—romance-episodes worked up into ballad form } ” 

To the present writer the balance of probability, for reasons too 
numerous and intricate to be more than partially and generally stated 
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here, seems to incline to the supposition that the fifteenth century was 
the special time of ballad-production in England ; while not probability 
merely, but something like direct evidence, shows that during this time 
and the early sixteenth the romances, while they were lengthened 
in prose, underwent a pretty general process of shortening and 
modifying in verse. Among the facts pointing to these conclusions 
may be advanced the change during the fourteenth century from 
French and Latin to English as the vehicle of avowedly political 
poems dealing with the events of the day, and ihercfore dated; the 
famous ballad of Chevy Chasi\ the oldest of its class, if not of all our 
ballads, which in its primitive form certainly dates within a decade 
or so of the battle of Otterburn itself; the general language and 
colour of the ballads, which is scarcely ever of a tone more archaic 
than that of 1400 ; and lastly, the testimony of the famous Percy 
Folio, the most important single collection of antique ballads that we 
have. It is known that, as far as actual writing goes, the folio is not 
older than the middle of the sc\enteenth century, and that some of 
the texts contained m it are not older than that date. But the 
majority are ver> much older, and yet pretty certainly not older than 
the fifteenth. In the balladised versions which this MS. contains of 
romances like Sir Launfal^ Sir J^egari\ and a dozen others, which are 
pretty certainly of fifteenth or early sixteenth century date, we get 
not merely interesting direct evidence of the process which the 
romances themsehes w'cre at this time undergoing, but inevitable 
collateral suggestions of the ballad influence, which beyond all 
reasonable doubt w'as creating as well as reshaping. Like the oldest 
of our ballads, the oldest of our carols also date from this time; and 
wLile in England proper formal poetry of substance is undoubtedly 
at a low^er level than pieviously, regular as well as irregular lyric is 
at a distinctly higher. Except Alison and the best of its companions, 
there is indeed nothing so good m this division of English literature 
before the fifteenth century as the two best things of that ccntur>’s 
own, w'hile it has others not inferior. 

These two best things, both anonymous, are tlic famous ballad 
of the Nut-broionc Maydi\ and the less famous, but not less exquisite 
carol of Our Lady, beginning “ 1 sing of a maiden.” For the first 
of these we have a much cailier authority than Percy, 
indeed, as is generally known, it was modernised i^rJwne^ayde, 
Prior long before the publication of the Reliques^ and had 
actually been reprinted critically in a very remarkable work, the 
Prolusions of Capell, the Shakesperian scholar, in 1760. It appeared 
first in Arnold^s Chronicle^ a book published at Antwerp in 1502. 
It cannot be necessary to say very much about so well known a 
thing •, yet it has as a rule been rather under- than over-praised. 
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The ring and swing of the metre, of which no previous example 
seems to exist,^and which argues very considerable development of 
the language, the felicity of the alternate refrain, the singular skill 
with which the variation of equivalent feet, disyllabic and trisyllabic, 
IS managed so as to prevent monotony, and the adaptation of the 
whole to the sentiment, imagery, and incident, are not less remark¬ 
able than the tenderness and sweetness, never in the least mawkish, 
of that sentiment itself, the dianiatic management of the story, and 
the modest cogency of the moral. The piece is, as Us own time 
would have said, a very “margante ” of English verse for that time, 
and indeed a pearl of poetry for ever. 

Nor IS the sliorter, simpler, and far less known carol 2 inferior 
in charm; indeed, in tlic quality pro])cily called exquisitencss it 
is even superior. The best of the Caroline poets, 
our chief masters in this quality, would have been in 
danger of over-elaborating it, or of faintly “ smirching ” 
the ineffable grace of the lines— 

He came also still 

Where his mother was, 

As (It vv in Aj)iil 

I'liat fallcth on the giass. 

He came also still 

To his mother’s bowei, 

As dew m Apiil 

That falltlh on the flowei. 

He canu also still 

Where his mother lay, 

As dew in Aj^ril 

That falleth on llu spray. 

In no previous verse had this Aeolian music—this “harp of Ariel” 
that distinguishes English at its very best in this direction, alike 
from the fuller but less uncarthl) harmome=> of Provencal, Italian, and 
Spanish, from the sharpei sound of French, and from the less elfish 
though still fairy sound of (icrman —been given to the world. 

If nothing equals tliese things, others come near them. W’e may 
compare the older })ait of the Percy Folio both with some other 
English things and with some minor and anonymous Scottish 
poetry of the tune A complete detailed analysis, even in the most 

' Unless it be the “K I. O." doubtfully attributed to Hainpole (No. vn. 
Keltgious Pieas in Pro\> and Veise, E. E. 'I j866 ) 

First i)nnted by Wnght for the Warton C'lub in 1855 (p 3c of A Collection oj 
Carols) , icpriuted by Mr. Bullcn lu his Lato*s ami Poems (London, 1886). 
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compressed form, of the contents of the “ Manuscript ” ^ is impossible 
here ; but some remarks on the most important groups, and a few 
individuals among those of its contents which certainly 
or probably date from the period with which we are now p,_rcy^Folio 
dealing, can hardly be wilhout value. It contains, in 
the first place, a group of Robin Hood Ballads, which, of course, 
share in the general uncertainty pertaining to all notices of that cele¬ 
brated person or eidolon. It is possible that some of these are in the 
oldest form as old as the fourteenth century ; but probable that most 
of them date from our time. In the second place, w'e have a large 
group of broken-up, modernised, and, it must be .added, for the most 
part vulgarised, Arthurian ballads or short romances :—A 7 ;/^ Arthur 
and the Kutg of Cormaat, Sir La?uelot of Dulake^ The Turk and 
Goivin (Gawaine), The Marriage of Sir Gau’atn (the famous tale of 
the Loathly Lady), .S/;' Lanibwell (Launfal), Me 7 'lin^ A^'tkufs Deaths 
The Gtrcn Knight. Closely connected with these is a still larger 
group, in which the same jirocess has been applied to miscellaneous 
lomances of adventure, some of which w'e possess in longer forms 
and some of wLicT stand alone in the shorter. Such are Sir Caulinc 
(one of the finest). Sir Degree (Sir Degartj), Sir Triamore^ Sir 
Kglamoury Guy and Aniarant, Guy and Colehrand^ John the Reeve 
and others. Another and extremely important class consists of the 
Historical Ballads, of which, as it happens, very importantly, the great 
majority concern the fifteenth and early sixteenth century:— The 
Siege of Rouen (Henry \ 7 ’s). The Murder of the /^I'inrcs^ The Rose of 
England^ Bosworih Bield^ Lady Bessie, Sii Andrew Barton.^ Flodden 
J'ield, Scottish Fietd^ Musselborough Field (Pinkie), and others. 
Lastly, theie are the more romantic ballads, such as the Heir ofLynm\ 
the Nut-brownc Mayde itself, and many more, which gave Percy’s book, 
t xtracted from this folio, its main c harm 

An interesting and not unfairly rcpresentati\ e specimen of the 
contents of this invaluable collection is the once extremely popular 
lomance of Sir Egcr^ Sir Grime (Gneme?), and Sir Gray steel., 
w'hich, till the contents of the MS. were made public, 
had only been know n fiom a printed and watered-down ^ 

eighteenth-century version abstracted by PHlis. The piece is prob¬ 
ably not very early—we hear nothing of it before the end of the 
fifteenth century—but it is most likely one, and a happy one, of 
those instances whereof several have been noted in the last chapter 
and in this, in wdiich the fifteenth century gathered up and reshaped 
for the last time the best traits of the earlier romance. Winglaine, 
the Belle Dame Sans Merci; her opposite the Lady Loosepain (not 


^ Ed. Hales and Furnivall, 3 vols. .uid supplement, London, 1867. 
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such a pretty name as Nepenthe, but not different in meaning), all 
graciousness and grace ; the well-meaning but rather venturous than 
strong Sir Eger; his faithful friend Sir Grime; the mysterious 
Graysteel in his Forbidden Country—all these make an excellent 
tale told in some fifteen hundred couplet verses, with no great 
poetical accomplishment (indeed, most of the Folio texts are 
degraded by centuries of careless and tasteless copying), but by no 
means ill. 

It IS only by reading and re-rcading (a very pleasing task) such 
books as this edition of the Percy Folio, as Laing’s above-cited 
Ancient and Popular Poetry of Scotland^ as Mr. W. C. Hazlitt’s 
Early Popular Poetry^ as the (also above cited) works of Utterson and 
Hartshorne, and as Mr. Wright’s Collections of Political Poetry for 
the ‘‘ Rolls Series,” and his Carols for the Percy and Warton Societies,^ 
that the general character and substance of fifteenth-century and 
early sixteenth-century poetry can be properly appreciated. Even after 
these gleanings, pretty abundant but frequently duplicated, there is 
probably not a little still in MS. ; yet what we have suffices. We 
see in it only occasional evidence of very distinct poetic gift, and 
still seldomer much command of accomplished poetic form; but we 
also sec that vernaculai verse was thoroughly established by this 
time, that there w as a popular taste for it, if a rough, uncultivated, and 
easily satisfied one; and that it was being applied to all sorts of 
subjects in all sorts of spirits. In other words, the soil was being 
well stirred and the seeds were being plentifully and widely scattered. 
It did no harm that some time was to pass before anything more than 
a wilding harvest came.- 

’ See also J A Fullcr-MaitUiid, Caroh oj the Fifteenth Century 

(London, n d ) 

q'hc Ballads, after much piecemeal tditing for a hundred years, have at 
last been put in a st.mdvird tdilion by the late Profcbbor Child’s monumental col¬ 
lection, The P.nglish and Sadtish Popular Ballads, 5 vols. in 10 parts, Boston 
(Mass.) and London, 1882-98 Jiul T should be loath noi to find room for citation 
of the first book which gives our early poetry of this kind with wide range and 
real sc holarshi]), Ritson’s Ancient Songs Oftd Ballads, 1790, 3rd ed. [Hazhtt] 
1877. 



CHAPTER VI 

MISCEI LANEOUS PROSE 

Importance of fifteenth-century prose — Pecock — IIis style and vocabulary — 
Fortescue, Capgravc, Fabyan—Caxton—Fibher— His advances in style— 
More—Latimer —Coverdale—Cranmen 

The prose of the fifteenth and early sixteenth century—or, in other 
words, the prose from I'ortesciie to Fisher—supplies, with the almost 
sole exception of the work of Malory and Berners, which has been 
treated above, little or nothing that is delectable to the ortance 
mere literary consumer. But to the student of literary onSftLmh^ 
history it is one of the most important fienods of the century prose, 
whole subject. It is, in fact, the great cxcrcising-ground—the great 
school-time—of English prose the period m which the nearly 
unconscious experiments of Chaucer and Wyclif and Mandeville 
w'ere expanded and multiplied, sometimes with an almost conscious 
pin pose of developing prose style, and always ^\lth the practical 
effect ol so doing, by writers in the most widely dneiglng branches 
of literature—history and law, political and ecclesiastical contioversy, 
sermons, letters, philosophy of a sort. 

Reginald Pecock, Bishop of St. Asaph and Chichester, and author, 
among much other work, Latin and English, of the Repressor of Over 
Much Blaming of the Clergyf is an interesting person from more 
points of view than one. His very life was dramatic ^ ^ 

enough, and morallcd the favourite moral of the century ^ 

—the effects of the Wheel of Fortune—-with singular force. As is 
usual with men of his time, we know neither his birthplace nor his 
birth-date ; but the former was probably Wales, and the latter pretty 
certainly the end of the fourteenth century. lie went to Oxford 
and became Fellow of Oriel in 1417, soon afterwards taking orders. 
There was no dispute about his erudition. In 1431 he was made 
Master of Whittington College, London, and thirteen years later 


^ Ed. Babington, " Rolls Series," 2 vols. London, i860. 
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iippointed to the bishopric of St. Asaph. Up to this time, when we 
may suppose him to have been about fifty, all things had gone 
smoothly with him. But he was soon to experience the reverse of 
the wheel, which came about in a manner not entirely clear, and 
probably due as much to the violent party politics of the time as to 
his personal faults.^ It is, moreover, evident that Pecock, both in 
sermons and in his works, adopted that most perilous of all courses, 
the attempt to justify orthodoxy and authority by paradoxical and 
irregular kinds of reasoning. He met the complaints against the 
bishops by preaching at St. Paul’s Cross that bishops were not bound 
to preach ; and the Repressor attacks T.ollardy with arguments which 
his enemies either seriously thought, or affected for their own ends to 
think, as heretical as the views he combated. Pie h.id been befriended 
by the good Duke Humphrey of Gloucester, but after (Gloucester’s 
murder he seems to ha\'e made friends with Margaret and Suffolk, 
and obtained, in 1450, his translation to ('hichester. Suffolk was 
extremely unpopular, but as Pecock was not arr.ugned for heresy for 
seven years to come, it seems excessive to connect his fall with the 
favourite. However, it was distinct enough when it came, whatever 
the cause. He was accused of ti eating autlu^rity disrespectfully in 
his works, as well as of heresy m setting u]) reason (though on the 
orthodox side) as the criterion of religious truth. He was ccnulemned, 
had the choice of rec'antation or the secuKir arm, recanted abjectly, 
handing his books to the executioner to burn, lesigncd or was deprived 
of his bishopric, and piobably spent the short remainder of his life in 
strict confinement at Thorncy Abbey. 

The extreme importance of Pecock’s position in the history of 
English prose—a position winch, from its original and representative 
character, will save us much repetition if it be dwelt on here—consists 
mainly in two points : the effect upon style which the 
^’ocaimiarr^ purpose of his books enabled, or rather obliged, him to 
attempt and partly to produce, and Ins vocabulary. As 
regards the first point, it must be remembered that, though there may 
have been gross ignorance and intellectual sloth among the lower 
friars and monks, the educated and academic clergy of the fifteenth 
century were, with certain allowances, trained with much greater 
intellectual keenness and severity than any class of men at the 
present day; the much-sneered-at scholastic discipline providing and 
enforcing an intellectual askesfs to which there is no modern parallel. 
But all this training w'cnt on in Latin, and the problem was how to 
conduct a dispute on the same lines in FGngdish. Wyclif had been 

^ He had, however, excited the most violent personal and religious antipathy. 
Ciascoigne’sZ.e^i’r {vide supt a, p. T17) is permeated with a sort of refrain 

of execration of " Reginaldus Pecok, Wallicus origine, episcopus Assavensis.” 
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an adept in scholastic argument, but when he had occasion to 
employ it he had mostly used Latin, and his English works were 
mainly, though not entirely, addressed to the vulg.ir. The lapse of 
more than half a century had made it not merely possible, but desir¬ 
able to change the general venue from Latin to English ; and to 
address clergy and laity at once. It is very probable that this 
divulgence helped to irritate Pecock’s enemies against him : but that 
is beside our present point, which is, that having undertaken to 
conduct arguments of scholastic theology in the vernacular, he had 
to adapt that vernacular itself to the strictly accurate thought, and 
the precise terminology, required by scholastic habits. He did not 
entirely succeed, but he succeeded in a degree really surprising, and 
one which could not but enlarge the powers of English correspond¬ 
ingly. Reside the mere narratue of Mandeville and Trevisa, the 
popular scientific exposition of Chaucer s Astrolabe^ and the popular 
invective (for it is often little more) of the average Wyclifian tract, 
there now' took its place dowmright argument in English, the setting 
forth in vernacular diess of the long-pro\ed technicalities and 
terminologies of the schools in a tongue understanded of the people. 

I'he vocabulary which Pecock adopted or invented for this 
purpose has special interest. It is on the one side necessarily more 
technical than Chaucer’s, and on the other hand it is deliberately 
more archaic and vernacular. In particular, we see m it abundant 
examples of a process of thoroughgoing “ leutonification of Latin, 
Romance, and even Creek forms, which would ha\e almost satisfied 
the champions of “ ungothroughsomcness ” for “impenetrability’' in 
our ow n times. Pecock has “ about-writing for “ circumscription ” of 
a com ; “aforebar'’ and “beforebar” for “prevent” ; “alight” not 
in the modern sense, but — “ alleviate ” ; “ apropre ” for “ appropriate ” 
(an instance of a gcneial tendency of his to cut off Latin suffixes); 
“ beholdablc,” an audacious Anglicising of “ theoretic ” ; “ closingly ” 
for “inclusively”; “customable” for “habitual”; “endly” for 
“finally”; nay, he even retains the old English “undeadly” for 
“ immortal.’' And that these and a vast number of other vernacu- 
larities were deliberate is shown by the fact that he has no horror of 
foreign teims as such, wEcre he cannot get a vernacular form, though 
when he can find or make the latter he always prefers it. In fact, 
though this compound of forms that never took permanent place in 
the language, with archaisms on the one hand, and Latinisms on 
the other, makes I’ecock’s pages look very harsh and obscure, it is 
clear that his scheme was a possible one; that it actually did 
exercise English in form, and enrich it in matter to no small degree ; 
and that, though the classical reaction of the Renaissance prevented 
much of his vocabulary from receiving final letters of naturalisation. 
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a good deal more than has actually been naturalised might have 
been admitted with no disadvantage. 

No other of the early fifteenth-century prose writers— i.e, those 
born certainly or probably within the verge of the fourteenth, or but 
a little later—equals Pccock in original and representative character, 
Fortescue Malory in charm. Put John Capgrave and Sir John 
Cupgrave, Fortescue, at least, deserve to keep here their traditional 
l-abyan. pj^ices, if only becausc each admitted a new subject— 
law in the one case, original history in the other—to the liberty of 
English prose. Fortescue, whose not certain birth- and death-dates 
are usually given as 1394 and 1474, was a member of the famous 
western family of his name, an Oxford man, a lawyer, and in 1442 
Chief Justice of the King’s Itcnch. He was a Lancastrian through¬ 
out the war ; but after 'Fewkesbury rallied to Edward IV., though he 
had to make a distinctly ignominious recantation m print. Of his 
very numerous works, some of whu h are in Latin, the most important 
in English is the rather well-known Cjovernancc of Ettgland^ one 
passage of which, the famous contrast between the unruly independ¬ 
ence of the Englishman and the slavish cowardice of France, is 
equally notable and characteristic. Capgrave, born in 1393 at Lynn, 
died in 1464. He was a monk, and wrote most voluminously in both 
languages. His Chronicle of England is his main title to admission 
here. No two styles could well be more different than his and 
Pecock’s, the former being not indeed incorrect, but devoid of 
character, singularly free from archaic obscurity and archaic relish 
alike, suited fairly for plain business-like narration, but hardly 
for anything else ; and on the whole more like Mandeville, with the 
zest and poetic quality taken out, but the short simply-linked 
sentences remaining, than like any othei of his predecessors. Allow¬ 
ing for the advance of some fifty years, the style of the next historian 
of note, Robert Fabyan, who represents the second half of the 
century as the Prior of Lynn does the first, is not unlike Capgrave’s.^ 
The importance of Caxton in English prose was by no means 
merely ministerial, merely limited to the fact that he was the 
introducer of Malory’s immortal book, and of a little other good 
matter to the English reading public, or that he was the 
first practitioner of the great art oV printing among us. 
For very much of his extensive work was not merely printed, but 
written by himself; and though it is perfectly true that the matter 
was, save in an infinitesimal degree, translated, yet that in the circum- 


Caxton. 


^ Fortescue’s chief work has been edited by C. Plummer, 1885 ; his whole 
works by Lord Clermont. Capgrave’s Chronicle is in the "Rolls Series,” ed. 
Hingeston (1858) ; his long verse St. Katharine has been given by the E.E.T.S. 
The standard edition of Fabyan is Sir Henry Ellis’s in 1811, 



CHAP. VI 


MISCELLANEOUS PROSE 


209 


stances, as was pointed out before, does not diminish his claims. It 
was impossible for any one of intelligence to render Latin or French 
into English without exercising the youthful language in the airs, 
the graces, the crafts of its elder. There is no more interesting 
passage of its kind than that where Caxton, in the prologue to the 
RecuyeU of the Histories of Troye^ tells us how “ I, having no great 
charge of occupation, took a French book and read therein many 
‘grange and marvellous histories, wheiein I had great pleasure and 
delight, as well for the novelty of the same as the fair language 
of Freiich^ which was in fro'ie so well and compendiously set and 
written^ that methought I understood the se?itcncc and suhsta 7 ice of 
evefy i 7 uittcri'^ One sees at on(X‘ the sentiment and the aim not of 
Caxton merely, but of a dozen and a hundred known and unknown 
translators of French and Latin in these early days, seeing “the 
fair language of I'rcnch,” or the grave and stately language of Latin, 
reflecting how destitute English, at least in prose (for they had no 
doubt about their Chaucer, even if they did a little unadvisedly couple 
Gower and Lydgate with him), was of such fairness, such gravity, 
such stateliness, and determining, so far as in them lay, to give readers 
in the vernacular not merely the bare matter, but the matter with 
some art. Nor is Caxton himself to be by any means lightly spoken 
of for accomplishment in this respect. lie tells us here and else¬ 
where of his difficulties in adjusting his broad and rude Kentish 
dialect (we know that Kent, near as it was to London, w'as up to the 
fourteenth century certainly farther from a literary dialect than 
Northumbria itself), how he tried to make a prose style that should 
do for prose something not too far below wffiat Chaucer had done 
for veise. To a very gieat extent he succeeded, though he some¬ 
times exceeded in the direction of literalness. Take him with 
Pecock, who was probably not twenty years his senior, and we see 
that his form, if not quite so interesting to the historian, is far more 
adapted for general literature; take him wath Malory, wffio w^as 
probably of his own age, and we find from a different point of 
comparison the same result. It is clear that Caxton was in at least 
two senses a man of letters, that he had the secret of literary crafts¬ 
manship. 

The middle third of the fifteenth century appears to have been 
less fruitful in the birth-dates of persons important in literature than 
any period of equal length for the last six hundred years at least. 
Indeed between Caxton, who w^as probably born about 1415, and 
Fisher, wffio w’as (again probably) born just about half a century 
later, it would not appear that a single writer of the slightest import¬ 
ance in the history of English prose first drew in English air. But 
the last thirty or thirty-fiv^e years of the century did something to 

P 



210 


THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY 


BOOK IV 


clear away the reproach with Lord Berners (1467-1532), Fisher 
himself (i 535 )j Sir Thomas More (1478-1535), Sir Thomas 
Elyot (1488-1546), and the early controversialists and Biblical trans¬ 
lators of the Reformation, among whom, from the point of view of 
prose, Cranmer probably and Latimer certainly take the first rank. 
Of Berners we have spoken ; the others must have some notice 
here. 

Justice to Fisher’s character as a man, an ecclesiastic, and (with 
allowances for a certain want of strength) a politician has been done 
for a long time ; indeed, even at the times when anti-“ Popish ” feeling 
ran highest in England, his fidelity to honour and con¬ 
science, and his hapless fate, had preserved him from 
obloquy. But it was not till the republication of his English works by 
Mr. Mayor for the E.E.T.S.^ that it was possible for justice to be 
generally done to his position in the history of prose. He was a 
Yorkshireman, was born at Beverley, and was educated at Cambridge, 
where, through his connection with Lady Margaret, the mother of 
Henry VIL, he had much to do with the founding of Christ’s and 
St. John’s Colleges. His patroness made him her confessor in i 502, 
the next year he became the first incumbent of her professorship of 
divinity, while in another twelvemonth he was made Bishop of 
Rochester and Chancellor of his University. For many years he 
was an active bishop, a great friend to the new classical learning, and a 
persona grata at the courts both of Henry VII. and his son. The 
affair of the divorce alarmed his conscience, and he seems to have been 
the dupe of the “ Maid of Kent”; while his election to the Cardinalate, 
after he had been imprisoned for treason, so irritated the passionate 
king that he beheaded Fisher as a piactical repartee. 

Fisher’s English works as yet published consist of a long 
Treatise, practically made up of Sermons, on the Penitential Psalms, 
a funeral Sermon on Henry VIL, another on Lady Margaret, a 
third against Luther, and a fourth preached on Good 
Friday, with two little tractates written in prison, a 
Spiritual Consolation to ^is sister Elizabeth, and the 
Ways to Perfect Religion. Thus almost the whole of his work is 
oratorical at least m profession. But this matters little, for the 
whole literature of the time was so saturated with the idea of 
“ rhetoric ” that everything took more or less the rhetorical if not 
oratorical turn. And Fisher’s rhetoric never has the very least touch of 
the impromptu about it. On the contrary, he is one of the very earliest 

^ 1876. Good judges had, however, always appreciated h'lsher, and he duly 
figures in the remarkable Specimens of Pro^e Writers (3 vols. London, 1807), to 
which George Burnett gave his name, but of which Burnett’s friend, comrade at 
Balliol, and fellow-" Pantibocrat,” Southey, was the real inspirer. 
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English writers in whom we can discern the deliberate selection and 
practice of certain means and methods wholly to achieve style. He 
has got beyond the painful effort of Pecock to forge a vocabulary 
and arrange a syntax capable of conveying the effects of Latin 
aigiiment in the vernacular. He is not, like Caxton, endeavouring 
dimly to get in English results (what, he does not quite understand) 
as pleasant as those of French. He has already discovered, and 
deliberatelycxperirnenis for, rhetorical effect, with the peculiar resources 
piovided by the double dictionary—Teutonic and Romance—of 
English, as well as by the more general devices of cadence, parallelism, 
and the usual figures of speech. The simple but extraordinarily 
effective plan of coupling a “ Saxon ” and a Latin word, which is so 
noticeable in the Authorised Version of the Bible, and which may 
have arisen before the rhetorical advantage of it was perceived, from 
the mere convenience of addressing one term to “ lered and the 
other to “ lewed ” folk, appear in him constantly “ Wood ’’ [mad] 
and “cruel,” “ horrible ” and “fearful,” “bruckle ” [brittle] and “ frail,” 
“end” and “conclusion,” and a thousand moie stud his pages. 
Further, he has discovered the effectiveness—more dangerous and 
more likely to surfeit—of the triplet—“fasting, crying, and coming to 
the choir,” “ worldly honours, worldly riches, and fleshly pleasures.” 
Inversion, a device so naturally suggested by the different order of 
Greek, Latin, and English, has no secrets for him, and, as inversion 
always docs, suggests cadence. He is aware of the assistance given 
in colouring and varying prose effect by the admixture of long and 
short sentences ; and it is scarcely loo much to say that we find in 
him, and for the first time, examples of the rhetorical, as well as of the 
logical, construction and use of the paragraph. Side by side with his 
classical grace he has something of the vcrnacularity of Latimer, and 
he makes use of the quaint mybtical and allegoric comparisons, which 
the Middle Ages elaborated from Scriptural and patiistic use, with a 
felicity which occasionally docs not come much short of that of the 
greatest rhetoricians of the se\cnteenth century. In fact, were it not 
for the spelling and for the obligatory Latin quotations, he is alto¬ 
gether wonderfully in advance of his time. 

FishePs great companion in misfortune, Sir Thomas More, holds 
a less distinguished position in the strict history of strictly English 
literature than is generally thought. His famous Utopia was never 
Englished by himself at all, nor by others till some 
time after his death. It is therefore ejuite preposterous 
to quote it under his name as belonging to English prose ; we 
might as well include Homer, Froissart, and Machiavelli as English 
writers. His extensive polemical writing is not remarkable in 
style, and is spoilt by the violence which peivaded both sides in 
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Reformation controversy. To speak of him, therefore, as “ the Father 
of English prose’’ is to apply a silly phrase in a fashion monstrously 
unhistorical. Even the History of Richard I 11 .^ which is his chief 
claim, and (if his) a sound one, to a place in the story of style, has 
been much overpraised. The eulogies of critics like Hallam were 
probably deteimined by the fact that it is an early and not unhappy 
example of the rather colourless “ classical ” prose, of which a little 
later we shall find the chief exponents to be Ascham and his friends 
at Cambridge. It is, of course, a good deal better than Capgrave, and 
it is free from Pecock’s harshness and crudity of phrase. But as it 
cannot on the one hand compare for richness, colour, and repre¬ 
sentative eftect with the style of P>erners, one of the two best writers 
of prose nearly contempoiary with Mcire, so it is rot to be men¬ 
tioned with that of Fisher, the other, for nice rhetorical artifice 
and intelligent employment of craftsman-like methods of work. But 
it is much more “eighteenth century” than either, and this com¬ 
mended It to Hallam ; while More’s pleasant wit and great intellectual 
ability naturally set it above the work of mere translators or com¬ 
pilers. Sir Thomas has a secure place in English history, and no 
mean one in that very interesting histoiy of works of distinction com¬ 
posed in Latin, since the arrival of the vernaculars at years of discre¬ 
tion, which has yet to be written. But his place in the strict History 
of English literature is very small, and not extraordinarily high. 

As Fisher occupies the most commanding position among the 
divines of the time in reference to original and skilful handling of 
English style, so the opposite side furnished the most remarkable 
^ and successful examples of what could be done by 

carrying out his principles. Tyndale, the next com¬ 
petent translator of the Bible to Wydif, is more noteworthy for his 
hapless kite and for a vigorous controversial ])en, than for distinct 
literary merit ; but Latimer, Covcrdale, and Cranmer must be better 
spoken of. Hugh Latimer’ indeed—who was born in 1489 of a 
family of Leicestershire yeomen, was educated at Clare Hall, 
Cambridge, became Bishop of Worcester in 1535, burnt in 

1555 at Oxford—holds a very important and somewhat peculiar 
position, ranking with Bunyan, Cobbett, and in a lesser degree Defoe, 
as the chief practitioner of a perfectly homely and vernacular style. 
Such a style naturally connects itself with an intense egotism ; and 
Latimer is as egotistic, though not as arrogant, as Cobbett himself. 
He was a thoroughly honest and a thoroughly practical man, no 
partisan in the bad sense (that is to say, in the way of winking at 
practices by friends which he would have stormed against in foes), 

’ Latimer is well presented in two little volumes of Mr. Arbor’s invaluable 
Reprints, The Ptoughers and Seven Sermons. 
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with all the taste of the common people for vivid homely illustration, 
and sometimes, as in the uflivcrsally known description of the paternal 
household, capable of extraordinarily graphic presentment of fact. 
Beyond the range of personal description and shrewd, unadorned 
argument or denunciation his literary gifts would probably not have 
extended in any case very far. But as a popular sermon-writer in 
his own days, or as a popular journalist in these, he had in the one 
case, and could have had in the other, but very few rivals and no 
superiors. Nor is it improper to notice that his raciness and 
vernacularity were specially useful as correctives of the rather 
monotonous correctness which the imitation of Ciceronianism in 
English was likely to bring in. 

The merits of Coverdale and Cranmer arc rather matters of 
imputation and lending than of certain attribution by right, the claims 
of the one resting on his supposed principal share of the merits of 
the early Tudor translations of the Bible, those of the other partly on 
this, but still more on his reputed authorship of a large part of the 
Edwardian Lituigy. Miles Coverdale, who ^\as born m 
Yorkshire about 1488, and educated at Cambridge, 
became a Protestant e.\ile on the Continent, and was busy on more 
versions than one of the Scriptures, chiefly in the fourth decade of 
the sixteenth century. He became Bishop of E.xeter m 1551, and 
though he suffered imprisonment in the Marian persecution, was not 
restored later, dying in 1569 as merely an incumbent. If (which 
does not seem to be absolutely ceitain) he was the actual translator 
of the Bible of 1535 which goes by his name, there is no doubt that 
some of the best phrasing, for sound and sense, of the great Authorised 
^^ersion ’s originally due to him. His prologue and other editorial 
matter certainly seems to contain not a little of the peculiar music 
.rhich has always been associated with the English Bible, and which 
the revisers of a few years ago showed such extraoidinary ability in 
removing whenever they had an opportunity. It must, however, be 
said that even for this quality there arc advocates of Tyndale’s claims 
in opposition to Coverdale. 

The praise claimed for Cranmer—that of being the chief author 
of the Collects and Prayers of the Anglican Liturgy—is c\en higher, 
inasmuch as the matter, though necessarily showings common 
forms of phrase and common stocks of matter, is more ^ 
original. Cranmer was born in Nottinghamshire in 
1489, became a Fellow of Jesus College, Ciimbridge, took a great 
(at least large) part in the affair of the divorce, and without holding 
any bishop’s see previously, was appointed direct to the Primacy at 
Warham’s death in 1532. He was burnt at O.xford in 1556. His 
character as a man does not concern us. But it is only fair to say 
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that the considerable body of his doctrin il and controversial works 
displays, as far as the matter will admit, a command of melodious 
word-arrangement not much inferior to that which is to be found 
in the Liturgy. 1 'hc truth seems to be that this peculiar 
style--the swan-sung of Middle English transferred from verse to 
prose—was less the pio])erty of any individual man than abroad in 
the air at the time ; and that it found utterance whenever fit voice 
and fit matter came together, from Malory to Cranmer and from 
Berners to Covcrdale. Haidly ever afterw^ards could the touch of 
archaism be attained w’lthout deliberate pastiiJic, ne\cr before could 
the wu'iteis boast the jiossession of a full vocabulary and a tolerably 
exercised practice. The rude vulgarity of partisan contro\'ersy, the 
learned dulness of arguinentatne exposition, often mar this music; 
but where, as in the Trayer-book, the matter indited is of the best, 
then the style is of the best likewase— of such a best as w'as never 
again to be naturally pioduccd, and hardly c\er to be imitated by the 
most loving and delicate art. 



INTERCHAPTER IV 

The general lessons of the fifteenth century ^ are rather unusually easy 
to disentangle ; indeed, the very want of intniibic, and so misleading, 
interest leaves these lessons all the more exposed. 

In poetry we have little or no progress to chronicle, and a 
surprisingly small amount of positive achievement, this latter being 
found almost wholly in the small gioup of the better Scottish poets 
and in the anonymous writers of ballads and carols. Negatively 
the century may be said to have done at least one very good thing 
—to have shown by the repeated practice of persons, sometimes 
possessed of actual genius, that the rev'iv ed alliterative schemes, even 
crutched and bolstered with rhyme and stanza arrangement, would 
not do. Also, in pursuing another branch of the same poetic maze 
of “ passages that lead to nothing,’’ it may be said to have shown 
very clearly the danger of a too stiff and elaborate poetic diction. 
Otherwise its poetical practice, m the highei and more regular poetic 
kinds, was a rather touching, but for the most part hopelessly unsuc¬ 
cessful, attempt to make one good custom corrupt the world, to 
continue Chaucerian form and Lorrisian matter long after the latter 
had lost any real connection with poetic power, and without the gifts 
ol language, of humour, of study of nature and humanity, which had 
given value to the former. 

Yet there had more than possibly arisen during this very time— 
there had to a certainty come into far more extensive use than ever 
before, a kind of popular and only half-literary poetry, which w^as 
gradually to supply solvents for this stiffness, breath and life for this 
lack of inspiration, to stir the blood of the great new' literary poets of 
the next age like a trumpet, to give Shakespeare himself scraps 
w'orth decking his own fabric with, models for his own unapproach¬ 
able and inestimable lyrics, and last, but far indeed from least, by 
the very irregularity of its apparently artless art, to maintain and to 

^ As in the case of Middle Tvnglish, tliere is no single book to v\hich the student 
can be referred for this period , the section appertaining in Mi G. (iregory Smith’s 
Transition Period (Edinburgh, iqoo) v\i11 be found most useful. 
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extend that sort of liberty which is the glory and the essence of 
English poetry; It is a curious thing that this liberty has been, 
throughout our history, in much more danger than the political 
freedom which has occupied historians at such length, simply because 
the attempts on it have been made not by tyrants from without but 
by mistaken persons from within. Even now there are folk who will 
not face the plain fact that Chaucer allowed himself trisyllabic feet, 
but try to get him into the hard-and-fast dungeon of the decasyllabic 
by slurs and elisions and all manner of unnatural tricks. His own 
immediate successors no doubt tried to tell their syllables as exactly 
as they told their beads. Hut the blessed liberty of the ballad was 
beside them all the time, and served as an alternative to and a 
protest against their theory. 

Very closely connected with this matter is the already noted 
change of pronunciation which certainly went on throughout the 
century, though v\e are in the profoundest ignorance of its details, 
and can only dimly appreciate its results in the new verse of Surrey 
«and Wyatt afterwards. A good deed, no doubt, was due to the in¬ 
creasing disuse and at last total abolition of the final c, with the con¬ 
sequent substitution of plurals m .r for cs and the like, the dropping 
of the infinitive c;/, and all the rest of it. f'or it must be (though it 
is not always) remembered that a process of tins kind is a very far- 
reaching one. You cannot merely cut a syllable off a word and 
leave the sound-value of the rest as it was. The lopping and 
topping, in at least some cases, must affect the balance of the word, 
shift its centre of gravity, alter its relations to other words in the 
verse or the sentence. The strange tricks played, for instance, by 
Wyatt with the syllable c///, and his apparent belief m the propriety 
of rhyming it by itself, without any regard to what comes before, 
must have ultimate reasons of this sort, though w'c may, even as in 
a glass darkly, have difficulty in seeing w^hat they were. So, too, 
the increasing isolation of the country and the language, as both 
strengthened the disuse of the glib trilingualism w'hich distinguished 
such a man as Gower, must, w ith other subtle and obscure influences 
of the same kind, have had effect. We see something of this effect 
in the half-defiant, half-despairing doggerel of Skelton, as w^cll as in 
the patient plodding of Hawes. 

The details of the uprising of the great hybrid betw^ecn poetry 
and prose—Drama—we still, for the same reasons of convenient 
juxtaposition, reserve to the next Book ; but more even than in the 
last Interchapter it is important to observe that its earlier forms 
were now perfectly familiar to the English nation, if they had as yet 
(till the very close of the period) scantily commended themselves to 
the regular practitioners of English literature. The mystery and 
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miracle-play had perhaps for centuries—certainly for some century and 
a half—been practised by the not always lude mechanicals of prob¬ 
ably every great town in the kingdom. The farce-interludes, originally 
introduced to prevent the effect being too solemn, springing naturally 
out of such scriptural incidents as the Tower of Babel, or grafted 
without too much violence, as in the famous “ Mak ’’ scenes of the 
Sccofid Shepherds* Play^ had gradually detached themselves, and con¬ 
stituted almost an independent kind. The Morality was simply the 
dramatisation of the Rose allegor)'- - the favourite matter of the time 
thrown into wliat was fast becoming its favourite form. 1 hat re¬ 
ligious feeling after the Reformation exaggerated the dislike of 
Catholicism for dramatic performance as such, and did not maintain 
the exceptional toleiance for religious drama, mattered little. The 
excessive earnestness and sternness of the time required easement in 
some direction, and found it in this ; nor was it till neaiiy a century 
and a half after the close of our period that Puritanism could have its 
way with the diama. 

Of prose, as the details given in the last chapter sufficiently show, 
It is possible to ^pcak with less allowance. That the period gives 
one of the best books in English literature may be partly, though it 
certainly is not wholly, an accident; that the translations, not yet 
final, but substantively formed, of the Bible and the adaptations of 
the Liturgy at its close have supplied nearly four centuries since w’lth 
models of exquisite cadence, of enchanting selection and arrangement 
of vocabulary, is, if not an accident, the result of a concatenation of 
circumstances not all of which--not c\en the most of which—are 
literary. 

But t is no accident, it is c)f the essence of the literary history 
and development of the time, that the resources, the practice, the 
duties, the opportunities of piose continue during the whole course of 
the period steadily to expand, to subdivide themsehes, to acquire 
diversity, adequacy, accomplishment. That this is done for the most 
part through the medium of translation and (ompilation does no 
harm, but on the contrary docs a great deal of good ; that a certain 
amount of the practice is in the natuic of not always successful ex¬ 
periment is nothing to l^c ashamed of, or to be annoyed at, but, on 
the contrary, a fair reason for satisfaction and pride. No single 
secret of the greatness of English literature e.xceeds in importance 
the fact that Englishmen have never been satisfied to import or to 
copy a literaiy form bodily from any other language or country, as 
Spain adopted Italian artificial poetry, and as France adopted the 
Senecan drama ; and this has of itself necessitated constant and very 
often unsuccessful experiment before the right kind or the right 
adjustment has been hit upon. 
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It is scarcely loo much to say that the fifteenth century, with a 
few years backward into the fourteenth and onwards into the six¬ 
teenth, plays the same part in regard to Fhiglish prose that the 
thirteenth century, with probably (for our knowledge is dimmer here) 
a few years backward into the twelfth century and certainly more 
than a few forward into the fourteenth, plays in regard to English 
verse. The necessary stocks of material, some of which will have to 
be rejected, are accumulated ; the necessary plant and methods of 
working, not a little of which will have to be perfected, are slowly 
and painfully elaborated. Additional lateness in time, and perhaps 
less difficulty in kind, give us indeed a more perfect result in Malory’s 
prose than we can find in the verse of any poet between Layamon and 
Hampolc ; but wulatts Diufandt^ the historical position is the same, 
and the historical gains and results not so very different. No single 
prose writer, not even Hooker, was in any near future to do for the 
one what Chaucer in the later fourteenth century did for the other, 
but that again w'as a consequence of the necessities of the case. 

It is not the least of the advantages and pleasures of that 
historical study of literature w’hicli has, with halting footsteps, it is 
true, at last followed the histoncal study of politics and social 
development, that it provides these “condolences,” these “vails” 
in the seemingly dullest period of the actual literary course. 
The airy gcneraliscr may dap his wing disdainfully at the fifteenth 
century and hurry to pastures more succulent ; the merely indolent 
person may decline the labour necessary to acquaint himself with it. 
But both will do what they do, and decline w'hat they decline, at their 
peril. Nor, while criticism at companies history, is there any peril on 
the other side. There is not the least danger of any but pedants—- 
that is to say, the same genus as the geneialisers, but a different 
species of it—neglecting Shakespeare or Spenser because they lake 
the pains to read Barclay and Bokenam. Vet shall those who 
decline to lake notice of Barclay and Bokenam run no small risk of 
not fully understanding even Spenser, even Shakespeare. 
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PR ELI x\l IN A k 1LS— I) R AM A 

Unbroken de\elopinont of Diaina fiorn Miracle Plays Ongin of these—The 
Miiaclc-Play cycles, etc —Non-h.icied cjubodes MoraliUes— The Four 

Tlenient. s —Othci Intciludcs—John Hc'vwood .intl hie 1 our PP — Thersites 
—Other Inteiludcs— I heir drift —Bale's Fiug John—Ralph Roiiter Doi'^ter — 
Gammer Guriov's Neid/e — Goihadut —Other cail\ atieinpis- '1 he demand 
and the supply—lOarly pla\s by Gascoigne and others- Disputes as to plays 
— Difficulties in then way. 

The outburst of English Diama is so pre-eminently the glory of the 
Elizabethan jieriod of literature piopcr, that it has seemed on the 
N\h()le better to take no detailed notice in the piecedmg Books of the 
early experiments—not \cry caily, not very numerous, 
and not of the first importance in hteratuic—whicli ue 
possess in that literary kind. Among other advantages of Drains 
of postponing the treatment of these to this special place, 
not the least is the emphasis which can perhaps best be 
given by such an arrangement to a protest against certain sentences 
of the late Professor Morleys- sentences astonishing in so careful 
ti student of literature and so attached a lover of the drama. “ The 
Modern Drama,” say^s Mr. Morley^^ “did not in any way arise out 
of the Miracle Jdays. Miracle plays did not pass into morality plays; 
nor did moralities afterwards pass into the dramas. The modern 
drama arose out of the study and imitation of classical plays in 
schools and universities.” Of these assertions the first three must 
be directly traversed, and the fourth largely corrected. The modern 


^ English Plays, p. 2. 
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drama did arise out of the Miracles. The Miracles did pass into the 
Moralities. The Moralities did pass into modern dramas. And 
though the imitation of the ancient classical drama, and its perform¬ 
ance in schools and universities, coloured, shaped, generally in¬ 
fluenced, the modern drama most momentously, this drama no more 
arose out of them than Spenser arose out of Virgil, or Hooker out of 
Cicero. 

According to the system adopted m this book, wc need concern 
ourselves little with the thin and dubious subject of the earliest 
mediaeval drama in Latin, and in the vernaculars other than English. 

It is sufficient to say that at last, probably about the 
tenth century, the extreme disapprobation with which 
the Chinch had always regarded dramatic performances 
—a disapprobation justified not only by the moral scandals of the 
ancient theatre but by its direct association with the persecution of 
Christianity—gave way very partially and very slowly, in obedience 
to the well-known principle of enlisting strong human tastes, as far 
as could be lawfully done, on the side of religion. Whether, as is 
sometimes and plausibly contended, this was partly the result of a 
natural and imperceptible development of the dramatic side of the 
Church services themselves may be left undecided. It is sufficient 
to say that we have from France Latin mystery or miracle plays 
which may be of the eleventh century, Latin mixed with a little French 
nearly as carl)’, and plays wholly in French which are as old as the 
twelfth. It is possible, from notices that remain, that there may 
have been English, or partly English, plays, if not of this same 
century, at any rate of the thirteenth. But those that we have are 
much later, the earliest ^ of them not being older than the fourteenth. 
And whereas at least two famous examples remain of purely secular 
French plays from the thirteenth, nothing of the kind is found in 
English till the end of the fifteenth, if not even later. Further, 
though wc have a few miracle plays proper—that is to say, plays the 
subjects of which are taken from the lives of the saints and the acts 
ascribed to Our Lady—the majority**of them are mysteries, i.c, 
dramatisations of the sacred history. Those which were wont to be 
performed by the guilds or trades of the towns remain to us in four 
large collections and a few other batches and single examples. Of 
these some account may now be given. 

1 This IS usually taken to be the Harrcmnng of Hell, first printed by Halli- 
well, and assigned to the reign of Edward II. It is an interesting piece in not 
quite 250 lines of octosyllabic couplet, but niiher rudimentanly dramatic. A 
prologue introduces it; C'hrist and Satan interchange some half-score speeches of 
summons and icfusal; the janitor runs away, and our Lord, binding Satan, is 
welcomed by, and graciously answers, the painarchs m turn. 



CHAP. I 


PRELIMINARIES—DRAMA 


221 


The four great collections,^ known by the names of their place 
of performance, are the York, Wakefield (also called Towneley, from 
the former owners of the MS.), Coventry, and Chester xhe Mirade- 
plays. The first extends to forty-eight pieces, and Play cycles, 
may go back to the middle of the fourteenth century ; 
the second to thirty, the MS. being a century later; the Coventry 
(same date) to forty-two ; and the Chester (of which w'e have no 
MS. older than the end of the sixteenth) to twenty-four. \Vc have 
also one of a Newcastle cycle, one of a Dublin, an Kast-Anj^lian 
version of Abraham and Isaac^ one Norfolk “ Sacrament Play,” 
besides the so-called “ Digby Mysteries,” and the oldest of all, the 
Harrowing of Hell^ which h.is been thought to be possibly as old as 
the first quarter of the fourteenth century. I'he details of the per¬ 
formance of these, though very far from uninteresting, concern the 
history not of literature but of the stage. It is enough to say that 
they were usually divided among the handicrafts of a town, and per¬ 
formed by them on large movable stages or storied waggmns in 
different open places. Of then strictly literary character some 
account is necessary. 

As may be presumed from the great numbers contained in each 
collection, the individual play is very short as a rule, indeed rather 
an ‘‘Act” of the whole than a separate drama. But there is great 
diversity of length. For instance, the very interesting Second 
Shepherdd Play of the Towaieley or Wakefield set has between 700 
and 800 lines; the first of the York set does not go beyond 180. 
The metre in which they are written is extremely various. We find 
both rhyme and alliteration—the two being sometimes combined ; 
long and short lines ; lyrical stanzas of the most various and com¬ 
plicated kind, couplets, octosylkiblcs alternately rhymed, and other 
variations—no single metre predominating wath anything like the 
same distinctness as that shown by the octosyllabic couplet in the 
French analogues and originals. 

A very little examination of these plays will show' the astonishing 
fallacy of the proposition that the modern drama did not grow out 
of them. Miss Toulmin-Smith has drawn attention to the interest¬ 


ing fact that the York or Northern cycle of mystery plays bears 
a remarkable resemblance, in order and choice of subjects, to the 


^ These are now accessible in the following »'ditions • — York, cd Miss L. T. 
Smith, Oxford, 1885 ; Chester, ed Deiinlmg, Part I. E E.T.S. 1892 , Toivneley, 
ed. England and Pollard, E.E.T.S. 1897 ; Coventry, ed. Halliwoll, Shakespeare 
Society, 1841 (reprint in hand for E.E.T.S.); Digby, twice edited by Dr. Furni- 
vall for the New Shakespeare Society in 1882, and for the E.E.T.S. in 1896. 
A most excellent selection from all these, with others from the Harrowing of Hell 
to early sixteenth - century pieces like Ther\itcs and Bale’s King John, will be 
found in Mr. A. W. Pollard’s English Miracle Flays (Oxford, 1890). 
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invaluable Scripture-history paraphrase in verse called the Cursor 
Mujuii {vide p. 71), also Northern, and probably not much anterior 
to the cycle itself in date. In fact, the development ot 
verse-stories, sacred and profane, into prose tales on 
the one hand and dramas on the other, which we find 
exemplified in French, beyond all doubt took place after a similar 
fashion in English. And almost from the first in both languages we 
find the strict thro\\ing of the Scripture history into narrative “by 
personages,” as the instructive French phrase has it, inccbsantly 
diversified by, and giadually breaking up into, episodes and inter¬ 
ludes of chiefly farcical matter, which arc only indirectly connected, or 
not connected at all, with the main subject. Instances of inclired 
connection are to be found especially in the story of the Ark and of 
the 'I'ower of Babel, both of which were fixed on almost from the 
first as opportunities for comic by-play and digiession. The great 
instance of the sheer addition is the famous Second S/ief>herds:' Play 
above referred to, w'hcrc the rogueries of “ Mak,” the sheep-stealer, 
are simply though not unnaturally superadded to the Gospel stoiy of 
“ While shepherds watched their flocks by night.” So the Magdalene 
legend gives the germ (of which authors e.igerly avail themselves) 
not merely of comic, but of absedutely romantic treatment. In other 
w’ords, Stcimda Pastorum of the 'Pownelcy and the Digby Magdalene 
simply give us corned}' and tnagedy, or at least romantic drama, ready 
to hand, as additions in each case to the Bible matter. When these 
things, especially the farce })arts, had once been given as zests and 
relishes, they were sure to be c\f)ectecl as a mam element of the 
banquet, and by degrees to be presented by themselves. 

So again, nothing can be stranger or (except in so far as matters 
partly of opinion can never be said to be absolutely true or false) 
falser than the statement that the Morality did not arise out of the 
Miracle l^lay, and did not m turn hasten the modern. 
Drama, having by means of the miracle play, and the 
miracle play only, taken regular rank as a department of literature, 
and especially of popular literature, WetS bound to undergo in the 
order of its appearance the various changes which passed over 
literature generally. In other words, and descending from the 
general to* the particular, it was certain to experience, and to show 
traces of, the ov'erwhelming spirit of allegorising which came upon 
Europe in the late fourteenth and throughout the fifteenth century. 
It did show them very strongly indeed, and the lesult was the 
Morality. This naturally did not altogether supersede the Miracle 
Play proper ; but it took place beside it, the Biblical personages of 
the older form giving place to personified abstractions exactly as the 
knights of romance proper gave way to the Grand-Amours and King 
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Harts of allegorical romance. The titles of the Moralities given in 
Mr. Pollard’s excellent selection of this division of Drama— The 
Castle of Persei'erancc^ Every Mcm^ The Four EIeme 7 its^ Magnifi¬ 
cence —will, without going further, suggest and almost fully explain 
the nature of this class of composition, and the list could be largely 
extended from P’rencli, and not a little from English, sources. 
Generally spe^kin^, the Morality cither morals the whole life of man 
after the fashion of Hawes and Douglas, or selects a particular 
vice or virtue for similar treatment. In form it does not differ much 
fiom a miracle play, though, being as a rule later, it shows the 
metrical and other changes of the time Vet it maintains that 
singular indulgence m lyrical arrangement which has made some, 
hardly wuth exagg^eration, call the Miracle J^lay itself the chief store¬ 
house of formal lyric in Middle Pmghsh. 

This variety of drama has generally undergone, and must be 
said to a great extent to deserve, the reproach of being one of the 
very dullest divisions of literature. The fearful prolixity which 
attacked all letters during the fifteenth century did not spare it, and 
though English Moralities are perhaps shorter than French, the 
Castle of J^crsevc 7 'ancc above referred to extends to the very respect¬ 
able, or disreputable, length of 3500 lines. P>y degrees either the 
name began to carry a damaging connotation with it, or the thing 
w'as felt to require relief. At any rate, the Interlude- it is not knowm 
exactly how or w'hen—-arose m its place. There is no certainty as to 
the extent to wEich the proper meaning of the term “interlude” attaches 
to this class of composition ; but it continued, in name and substance 
both, to be composed for reading, if not for acting, in the remoter 
parts of Fj gland (especially Wales) till within the present century. 
Many interludes are simply moralities ; but the obviously corrector 
meaning of the w’ord corresponds closely to the Ihench fane^ and is 
so used of the interludes in Sir David Lyndsay's great Morahty-.W/c 
{I'ide ante^ p. 1771 The farce-interlude naturally continued that 
farce-episode of the INIiracles and Mysteries which has been already 
noticed ; and though the regular French fashion of w’eavmg mystery, 
morality, sotie^ and farce in a tetralogy docs not seem to have 
obtained with us, the Inteilude giadually detached itself more and 
more from its companions.^ 

We shall see this \cry distinctly if w’e take the plays contained 
in the two first volumes of Hazhtt’s Dotlsleyl^ most, if not all, of which 

^ It is important and interesting to notice that in the work of tlio last of the 
“giant race before the flood,” Shirley, we ha\e actually sub'iisiing examples of 
the Interlude propei, and its resultant play, in the Contetition of Hotivur and 
Riches and Honoria and Mammon 

^ 15 vols. Ixindon, 
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are of the Interlude kind. The Four F/cmcfifs is of the kind 
nearest to a Morality, and indeed almost confusible with that. The 
characters are the Messenger (showing traces of classi- 
EUmgntl, influence), Nature {Natura Natu 7 uita\ Humanity, 

Studious Desire, Sensual Appetite, 'I’he Taverner, Ex¬ 
perience, Ignorance, ‘^'ind if ye list ye may bring in a Disguising.” 
As usual in this t hiss of play, the dramatis personae so* clearly betray 
the whole course of the action that one does not ijuite see what need 
there was for it, and rather understands the frequent disinclination of 
the early dramatist to provide these tell-tale dramatis pet^sofiac at all. 
Humanity is coached liy Nature, and more m detail by Studious Desire; 
becoming a little tired by this improving company, he is bewitched 
by Sensual Appetite, whom The Ta\erner seconds very zealously. 
Then come in Experience and Studious Desire, who talk Geog^raphy. 
Humanity is fought for by them on the one side, by Sensual Appetite 
and Ignorance on the other, and is left undecided, pleading his case 
with ambiguous arguments to the returning Nature. The whole of 
this piece, like most of the early dramas, is versified in a sort of 
doggerel which takes for basis sometimes a longer line, sometimes 
a shorter, and may be called, rather for convenience than strict 
exactitude, doggerehsed heroic oi Alexandrine and doggerelised octo¬ 
syllable. The whole class of metre exemjilifies the same influences 
which show themselves in Skelton and have been already discussed. 
The piece dates probably from the first or second decade of the 
sixteenth century. 

Calisto and Mclihoca is a rendering of the famous Spanish satiric 
medley of the Celcstina, Every Man and IJuk Scorner are again 
moral interludes, but with a difterence, the first inclining to the 
general hues of the Morality as above given, the 
inSriudes.* ‘^cconcl a very early example (it was printed by Wynkyn 
de Worde) of the invective so freciuent in English 
against the deboslied youth wiio returns from foreign travel all 
the worse for it. Allegorical characters, how'cver, arc almost as 
freely introduced in the one as in the other, and the metre is 
still doggerel. The ]Vorld a/zd the Child and God^s Promises are, 
the first a pure Morality, the second a cross bet\veen Morality and 
Mystery. On the other hand. The Pa?'do?ier and the Friar^ w'hich 
is one of the works of John PIe>wvood, the chief named author of this 
stag^e of drama, has nothing allegorical about it, but is a lively satire 
on the tw o professions wnth plenty of rough humour and horse play.^ 

1 Fairholl’s Percy Society ed of Ileywood’s Wit avd Folly gives plentiful 
extracts in its Introduction from his other works, The Ploy of Love, The Play of 
ihc I life Men, The Hushazid, Wife, and Priest, which all more or less answer 
the description in the text His /*nn>eibs and Pfignuin weic reprinted by the 
Spenser Society, T867 the whole HcCit'v appear in two vols. of Fannei’s Early 
Enghsh Dramatists (London, 1905-6). 
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John Heyvvood was a Londoner possessed of some property. 
He was educated at Broadgates Hall, Oxford, and is said to have 
been a friend of More. He seems to have been a Heywood 
consistent Roman Catholic, and alter some trouble in and The hour 
Edwaid's reign became one of the few literary favourites 
of Mary, and exiled himself after her death, dying at an uncertain 
period some twenty years after Elizabeth’s accession. His son Jasper 
Hex wood was also a man of letters. John, besides being a 
dramatist as far as his time admitted, was a writer of epigrams and 
proverbs. I'he Four PF is a really amusing fan'e in doggerel shorts 
and longs, wherein a Palmer, a Pardoner, a Pothecary, and a Pedlar 
tell tales of their own and each other’s tiades, and compete which 
shall tell the greatest lie—the piize being won, as many know who 
never read the play, by the Palmer’s assertion that he never saw a 
woman out of temper. The fun is rather infantine, and the literary 
merit not great; but the advance on any previous dramatic matter in 
going direct to character for the interest, and the incidental allusion 
to places and manners, make it important. 

Another piece, t’lvial m itself but important for our purpose, is 
Thersifes^ which seems by some allusions to the birth of Edward VI. 
to be dated pretty exactly at 1537. It is a sort of Morality of 
Boasting, m Interlude form and with concrete characters 
instead of abstractions—to wit, Thersites himself; Mulci- 
her, a smith ; Mater, a mother; Miles, a knight ; and Telemachus, a 
child. Mulcibcr, at Thersites’ reejuest, makes him arms, the dialogue 
including a great deal of play on the word ‘‘sallet,” as, but much 
more briefly, in Shakespeare.^ The braggart’s mother begs him not 
to endanger himself, but he scorns her and brags ever more loudly. 
He engages in combat with a snail, and after much vaunting and 
hoT-seplay claims the victory, because the beast draw's in its horns. 
Mile.,, who has supervened, suggests himself as a worthier antagonist ; 
but Thersites runs away and hides behind his mother, who succeeds 
in protecting him. Then Telemachus brings a letter from Ulysses, 
and the mother is forced by her ungrateful son’s violence to pronounce 
elaborate burlescjue chniins on the pair, till Miles returns and drives 
Thersites off. 

All this is, of course, excessively childish, but we mfist remember 
that it was the actual childhood of the drama, that the mere gain of 
live persons for abstractions was immense, and that, after all, these 
plays were still a mere expansion of the burlesque interludes and 
passages in the miracles. The drama was only in a go-cart, but it 
was learning to w'alk. 

The hiferlude of Youth relapses upon general characters, but 
^ 2 Henry VL iv 10 

Q 


/ 
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endows them with greater life and individuality than is usual in the 
Morality scheme ; and the same may be said of the not very differ¬ 
ently named Lusty Jitvcnius^ which, however, is both 
inta'hulcs longcr and heavier. Jack Jug^^lcr a curious pair 

with T/tcr^ifcs. There we had classical names for a 
modern farce ; here a classical drama, the Amphitryon^ is travestied, 
though only to the extent of the misfortunes of Sosia*, not those of 
Amphitryon himself. The title-hero plays thepait of Mercury out of 
mere mischief, to lease and annoy Jenkin Careaway. The piece is 
one of the liveliest of its class, and shows the beneficial effect which 
the imitation and engrafting of the classical drama on the native 
stocks was producing. But it also shows most unmistakably that the 
modern play did not arise out of imitation of the classical drama 
alone, or even jirmcipally. 'Phe Xicc W anton is noteworthy for 
being neither allegorical nor the diamatisation of any known story— 
for though the names Dalilah and Xantipj)e are used for the light 
heroine and the shrew’ her mother, no incident or condition associated 
with the names theinsehes is brought in. Xantippe has three 
children, Barnabas, Ismael, and Dalilah, of whom the first is a good 
(diild, and the two otheis ne’er-do wells, who aie easily seduced by 
the InK|Uity ^ of the piece, and both come to the w'orst of ends. The 
History of Jacob and Esau is simply the Bible story diamatised, no 
longer accoidmg to miracle-play conditions, but to those of the 
interlude-morality. And The Disobedient Child has once more an 
attempt at origin.ility. It is the dramatised story of an imprudent 

marriage, by wdiich the bridegroom offends his father, and only 
obtains a Molent sinew for a wafe. There is not much dramatic 
ability about it, but it displays more attention to style and literary 
language than most, and is, indeed, said to be the w'ork of a 
Cambridge man, Thomas Ingeland. 

Lastly, the A/arriaye of U'^it and Science returns to the pure 
Morality scheme as regards plot and personages, but is regularly 
divided into acts and scenes, and has some attempt at orderly 
dramatic presentation. The \ew CfTstoni^ the Trial of Treasure^ 
and other pieces of the same kind do not add anything very new to 
the list of varieties obtainable from the above analysis. 

’’But we can see cjuite sufficiently from it how, just as the Morality 
is the Miracle or Mystery, with Qualities, Virtues, Vices, personified 
States of Life, and so forth substituted for Scripture 
dnfe characters, so the Interlude is the Morality, sometimes 
merely changed in name, more often lightened in the 
farce direction as regards handling, and adapted to a very wide range 

^ Here a “Vice” in both senses—clown and tempter. The Vice, as is well 
known from the Shakespearian use, was often merely or mainly the former. 
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of subjects—scriptural, moral, classical, social, and what not—with a 
constantly increasing tendency towards the adoption of the regular 
classical division of acts and scenes, and towards the independent 
selection and working out of dramatic stories, invented or borrowed, 
in such a fashion that the resultants must fall, not into the arbitrary 
divisions of Mystery, Morality, or Interlude, but into the natural ones 
of Tragedy, (kimedy, and that mixed kind which is perhaps most 
conveniently, though rather improperly, named “ Drame” in French. 
There is still no reason for disjilacing from their position as early, if 
not certainly the earliest, representatives of tomedy, tragedy, historical 
drama, and farce, the famous pieces entitled Ralph Roi'itcr Doistet\ 
Gorb(HiiiL\ King John^ .and Gatnwrr GurtoRs AWfl/r. Romantic 
drama, an original kind and a high one, was naturally not so 
early, and we do not meet with real examples of it before Lyly and 
J^ecle. 

f)f these, Piishop Bale’s King John} which has been dated about 
1547, is the least important, .and its right to be regarded as the first 
of our historical dram.as has even been denied, on the plea that it is 
only a didactic interlude wath a historical subject. This 
seems a little h.ard, for Bale is surely entitled to the 
credit of seeing that the did.actic interlude — that is to 
say, the pl.ay in the only st<ate it had then reached—w'as capable of 
being applied to historic.il subjects, and so becoming the historic 
pl.ay in time. His object here, as in all his other literary wairk, was 
no doubt polemical -to adv.ance the cause of the Reformation by 
exhibiting the patriotic objection to the power of the Pope ; and his 
play docs not exhibit much dramatic grasp. P>iit he had already 
V ntten P otestant mysteries, and CMdcnlly had a pretty clear inkling 
of the popul.uity and possibilities of the dr.ama. In particular the 
\ av m winch the pcrsomjicaiions in King John —Dissimulation, 
Private \Ve.alth, Usurped Power, become persons —Stephen Langton, 
Cardinal Pandulph, the Pope -is a thing which, whether definitely 
intended or not, is of the wudest re.ach .and suggestion. He chiefly 
employs the long slinging rhymed doggeicl w'liich, as has been noted, 
is the standard mctic of this entire class of transition plays. 

The three others are of more importance. Ralph Roister Doisterp 

^ Ed, Collier, ('nniden Soe , 183^ Bale, a Suffolk in.in, bom near 1 liinwich 
m 1495, went to jcsu:> College, Canihiidge, tv»ok orders, ruariied, fled to Germany 
in 1547, beeaine Bishop of Ossory in 1552, fled again undei Mary, and on return¬ 
ing received from Elizabeth a prebend at Canterbury He died in 15^3. Bale 
was not a veiy bnglit example of a Kefoimcr in all ways, but he wiote a good 
deal, including a bibliography (one of the first) of English literature, and no less 
than twenty-two plays, of which five only, in whole or part, survive. These, 
except King John, arc sacred-moral in tjpe. 

^ Ill Hazhtt’s Dodihy, in. Also sepaiately in Mr Arber’s Reprints, 
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the oldest and most accomplished in its own class, is* the work of 
Nicholas Udall, successively headmaster of Eton and Westminster, 
who must have written it about or before 1550. Udall 
^ Hampshire man, and is supposed to have been 
about forty at his death in 1556. He was educated at 
Corpus Christi Collej^e, Oxford, and was a good scholar as well as 
a harsh master (he whipped poor Tusser, the doggerel verse wnter 
on husbandry, very much), a translator, and the author of some Latin 
plays on sacred subjects. But he would now be merely a name but 
for Ralph Roister Doisfer^ the intrinsic meiit of which is considerable, 
though it has been denied, and which as a point dc rcpcrc in English 
literary history is simply of the first importance. It is indeed 
almost by itself sufficient to correct erroneous notions as to the parts 
respectively played by the Interlude and the classical play in the 
formation of the modern drama. A man who wrote Ralph Roister 
Doister without knowing or having heard of Plautus would no doubt 
be a genius of extraordinary originality; but a man who, 
knowing Plautus, and not having the traditions of the Miracle, 
Morality, and Interlude stage before him, imitated Plautus pre¬ 
cisely after the fashion of Rat/di Roister Doister would be 
an unintelligible portent. The plot, though simple, is far more 
complex, and, above all, far more regular, than that of any 
mere Interlude, but the play is wholly built on Interlude lines. 
Matthew Merygreek, an ingenious improvement upon the “Vice” 
of the earlier plays, out of mischief induces Ralph, a brain¬ 
less braggart and simpleton beau, to pay court to Christian Custance, 
the betrothed of an absent merchant, Gawin (joodliick. The discom¬ 
fiture of the gull, who is actually beaten off by Custance and her 
handmaids, the by-play of those handmaids themselves, the misunder¬ 
standing with Goodluck created by false reports, and the reconcilia¬ 
tion, make a very fair dramatic scheme, which is carried out in 
rhymed doggerel of the middle lengthy not so short as that of most 
Interludes nor so long as that of Gammer Gurtods Needle, 

This still more famous piece,^ which contains (though some say 
it only borrows) one of the best convivial songs in the English 
language, was acted at Christ’s College, Cambridge, m 1566. Its 
(rammer or supposed author, John Still, was a member of 

Gurtons that College, and is guessed to have been born at 

Needle. Grantham about 1534, being thus a ve^y much younger 

man than Udall, and, in fact, a member of another generation. In 
1570 Still became a beneficed priest, in two years more Dean of 
Booking, successively Master of St. John’s and of Trinity, Vice- 


^ Hazlitt’s Dodsley, ibid 



CHAP. I 


PRELIMINARIES—DRAMA 


229 


Chancellor of his University, and Bishop of Wells, where he died in 
1608. He had lived to see the English drama (of which he had, ex 
hypoihei^i^ written one of the first complete examples, and the first to 
be acted at either University) arrive at its highest perfection ; and it is 
said that when Vice-Chancellor he had to protest against the very 
practice, that of acting Eit^^lish plays at Universities, which he had 
initiated. The play, though a broad farce in tone, is arranged as a 
legular comedy, and the losing and finding of the needle which has 
been employed to mend the garments of Gammer Gurton’s man, 
Hodge, is carried on by Hodge and the Gammer; Tib, her maid; 
Cock, her boy; Diccon the Bedlam (mad beggar), the Vice or 
mischief-maker of the play ; a neighbour. Dame Chat, and her maid, 
Doll; Master Baily, another neighbour, and his servant. Spendthrift ; 
Doctor Rat the Curate ; and Gib the Cat. The language is mainly 
dialect, and the vehicle, as observed above, is doggerel rhyme of the 
longest form—extending to fifteen or sixteen syllables. It is written 
with spirit and managed with skill, but unfortunately the language is 
of the coarsest kind^—coarse even for this class of play, the authors 
of w'hich are rarely refined. The magnificent drinking-song of “ Back 
and side go bare, go bare,” introduces the second act, has nothing 
particular to do with the action, and may be older than the play\ 

It is impossible to imagine a greater contrast to this jovial piece 
than the tragedy of Go 7 'boduL\^ or, as it is otherwise called, Ferrex 
and Porrex^ which was published, though surreptitiously, a year 
before Canimej' Gu 7 ‘tods Needle was performed, and had 
itself been acted five years earlier, in 1561. In the ' ‘ 
second and authorised edition, which did not appear till i 570, the 
name wa^ changed as above given. I'he authorship has generally 
been attributed to Thomas Sackville and Thomas Norton, and though 
some champions of Sackville have tried to claim the whole for him, this 
is rather a mistaken partisanship. The rich and stately melody of 
theand the Co) 7 tplai 7 it of Biukingluwi {vide mfi'o) certainly 
neither suggests nor reejuires to be eked out by the wooden dulness 
of this dreary play, which is simply of interest and importance (and it 
has a great deal of both) historically and not intrinsically. 

In structure Gorboduc is a regular play on the strictest model of 
Seneca the tragedian, with a slight concession to the popular taste 
in the matter of “ dumb shows.” Gorboduc himself is King, and 
Videna Queen, of Great Britain. They hav^e two sons, Ferrex and 
Porrex, who quarrel, and four dukes, Cornwall, Albany, Logres, and 
Cumberland. Each prince has a counsellor, and each has a parasite. 
There is a messenger to tell Ferrex’s death, and a messenger to tell 


^ See Works of Thomas Sackville, ed. Sackville-West, London, 1859 
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the Duke of Albany’s rebellion. The chorus consists of four ancient 
and sage men of Britain, and there are a secretary and a counsellor 
to the Kin^ to make up the tale of pairs or quartettes. No action 
happens on the sta^e, and the whole play, uith the exception of the 
choruses (the stanzas of which bear some marks of Sackville’s hand), 
is couched in correct but ineffably drcury decasyllabics, in which the 
sense usually lapses witli the line, and the whole stumps on with a 
maddeniuL’,, oi lather stupefying, monotony. 

The full impoitance of Uoi'h(Hiin\ and of the imitations of the 
Senccan drama generally, wall be better seen later, w'hen we come to tlie 
actual period of Elizabethan drama proper ; meanwhile it will be best 
to give some a( count of the productions of the “ tw ilight ” 
period—the first tAventy or four and-twenty years of the 
(Hicen’s I'cign, Avlien iiTCgular and tentative exjrenments 
on the mixed hues of the Interlude in the broad sense and the 
classical pl.iy Avere frequent, and A\hen the taste for dramatic enter¬ 
tainments was constantly growing, but AA^hen no one had as yet hit on 
a really promising vein to Avork. It is a division of liteiMture which 
IS not very easy for the historian. Little of it is of any intrinsic 
value ; a great deal has disa[>pcared, or lias never been punted ; of 
VA'hat is actually open to study iiio^t is anonymous, c>r pi'actically so ; 
and the real dates of nearly all the j)la>^ aie Aery uncertain, owing 
to the interval which usually ekqised between peiTormance and 
publication, and the iiuariable habit of wanting up popular plays fi'oin 
time to lime by the stock poets of the different companies. 

Despite all the pains Avhich have been s])ent on this very popular 
matter, the groAvth of the theatre jiropcr—that is to say, of an estab¬ 
lishment for the production of stage plays only—is still obscure. As 
geneially hajipens in such matters, the most reasonable 
and^hc^suppiy iK-quicsce ill uncertainty on non-material 

points, and to recognise and hold fast by the inateiial 
ones. For some tAvo centuries jirobably, the acting of jilays in one 
wjiy or another by toAAUi guilds, by “ scr\ ants ” at court, by “ ser\^ants ’’ 
of the great houses, whicli were in effect minor courts, by monastic 
and collcgiatc-clerical households, etc., had been constantly in¬ 
creasing ; and from the beginning of the sixteenth century onw^ards 
the appetite of the ])opulation generally had been thoroughly 
awakened. By degrees the trade performances, though they did not 
for some time disappear, dropped ; and the monastic troops (if we 
may use the word) were cut off by the Dissolution ; but the 
“children”—chorister's of the great churches that survived the 
Refoi'ination—and the “servants” of great houses remained. And 
yet, again, by degrees these “servants” formed themselves into 
regular companies, who, though they might retain for protection the 
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name of some nobleman, were not really any longer members of his 
household, but gave themselves up entirely to satisfying tlic demand 
for plays. This demand had to be met on the producing side as 
well as the performing, and so came into being the profession of the 
dramatist, generally combined with other literary functions, but some¬ 
times not so, and often including the vocation of actor, though 
sometimes also not. 

The most important name of the dramatists of the early part of 
Elizabeth’s reign, next to that of Sackville, is that of (ieorge 
Ciascoigne,^ some notice of whose life and other work will be found 
below. His dramatic production includes two pieces, j. plays by 
both translations or adaptations from the Italian, The GascoiRne and 
Supposes —a piose comedy, the first of the kind m 
English, from Ariosto, and Joccista^ a tragedy Englished (with Francis 
Kinwelmershe) not from any of the classical plays of Lams’ line, but 
from Lodovico Dolce’s Giocasta. Put many other persons known and 
unknown fell into the new way. The Cambyses of 7 'homas J’reston, 
Fellow of King’s College, ('ambndge, and Master of Trinity, is said 
to be as old as Civrbodta itself. It is founded upon Herodotus, but 
is w'ritten partly in eights and sixes, partly m doggerel, has a Vice or 
purely comic character named Ambidexter, three comic ruffians, Ruff, 
Huff, and Snuff, and is altogether a curious compromise betw’cen an 
interlude and a regular play. The Damon and Pyihias of Richard 
Edwards, acted three years later, and written by a Christ Church man, 
who w'as Master of the Children of the ()ueen’s Chapel, is a more sober 
production in long doggerel, with hardly more ih.in one comic episode 
or interlude, w^liich turns on the f.icounte legendary character of 
(irim the Collier of Cioydon. The short and Appius and 

Viry^inia by “ R. Ik,” w^hich has been thought to come between 
thtse, IS not in doggerel but in regular fouitecners, or eights and 
sixes, ihymed sometimes in couplet, sometimes in cpiatrain ; and the 
inevitable adimxtuie of comedy, 01 ratiici hoiseplay, is unusually small. 
But the best piece of this kind and period is the Tanired and Gismund 
of Robeit Wilmot, which wms acted before the Queen in 1568, and 
republished in 1592. The blank verse of this (which was origin¬ 
ally ihymed in quatrain), though much “ stopped,” is less wooden than 
that of Gorhodne; the fire of the oiiginal story in Boccaccio, which is 
so admirably revi\ed in Dryden’s version, is by no means absent; 
and the chief fault is the absence of any really dramatic action, and the 
alternation of the dialogue betw^een tedious set speeches of enormous 
length and snip snap stichomythia. But with these drawbacks 
Tancred and Gismund is the most poetical play before Peele and 

^ Gascoigne’s ll'orAs, ed Ha/litt, London, 1868, Most of the others men¬ 
tioned are in his Dods/ey, vols. iv. sqq 
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Lyly, if not before Marlowe. Of somewhat similar character, though 
nearly twenty years younger, and therefore belated in the dawn of 
the drama proper, is the odd Misfortunes of Arthur^ performed at 
Greenwich Palace in 1587, and composed by a society of wits, 
among whom was no less a person than Fiancis Bacon, though the chief 
writing is said to have been due to Thomas Hughes. The Verse of 
this—and indeed the tone generally—bears a strong relation to that 
of Ta 7 icred and Gt^mund. It has a chorus in elaborate stanzas, 
dealing with the death of the King, as related by Cicoffrey rather 
than Malory, but introduces Welsh names (such as Angharad), 
which must have been due to Hughes’s reading in his native 
language, and is altogether, if not exactly a successful play, a 
respectable literary cuiiosity. The stately gloom which seems so 
natural to, or so well affected by, this period of the eve of greatness is, 
out of Sackville, nowhere better shown than here. 

Yet we have pretty certain evidence that these plays, and others, 
printed and unpnnted, still extant, are but a small part of the actual 
theatrical production of the first twenty or thiity years of Elizabeth’s 
reign. The lists of names that survive prove this, and 
prove further that almost every kind of literature, sacred 
and profane, classical and romantic, historical and 
imaginative, was being dramatised. But the historical bickerings 
about the whole question of stage ])lays prove it almost better. Full 
fifteen years before the appearance of the first plays of the University 
Wits in the early years of the eighth decade of the century, these 
bickerings appear. The Church had always suffered the theatre any¬ 
thing but gladly; and though the I^uritans disagreed with the 
Church in almost all ways, here they went beyond lier. The 
Corporation of London, like its analogues in most other towns, 
distinctly inclined to the ultra-Protestant party; and it was owing to 
the obstacles throwm by it in the w^ay of stage-playing that the first 
regular theatres were, about 1576, built just beyond the City bounds, 
in the privileged district of Blackfriars,'>in Shoreditch, and elsewhere. 
And how strong the feeling ran both for and against plays at this 
time, from which we have no plays worth speaking of, is showm by 
the^otable history of Stephen Gosson,^ wdiose School of Abuse^ an 
invective, partly delivered against poetry in general, but mainly against 
dramatic poetry, survives, though most of the literature which 
occasioned it is lost, w^ho w^as himself a “University Wit” of a 
generation before Peele and Lyly, who succumbed to the fascination 

^ The plays of Gosson (1555-1624), Catiline's Conspiracie,s, Captain Mario^ 
and Praise at Parting, must have been written long enough before 1579, the date 
of the School of Abuse, to allow for his conversion, and piobablyjust after he 
took his B.A. at Oxford in 1576. 
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of the stage, wrote plays, acted in them, was converted from them 
by religious denunciations, dedicated his pamphlet, it may be pre¬ 
sumed without permission, to Sir Philip Sidney, and thereby drew 
down on himself, though Sidney with characteristic courtesy does 
not name him in it, the famous A/>o/ogy for Poetrie (vide infra^ 
chap. iv.'). 

Still, active as was the demand, plentiful in a way as was the 
supply, and high as feeling ran in regard to the theatre generally, the 
entire work of this long period—it must have been nearly forty 
years from Ralph Roister Doister to Tamburlaine —is 
surprisingly uidimentary. The drama, though divesting 
itself gradually of some of its e'ctrcmcr crudities, made 
remarkably little progress towards any really fresh, vigorous, and 
promising form. It is easy enough to see now that writers, even if 
they had possessed more genius than any of those of this date show, 
might naturally have been hampered and bewildered. The mcdijEval 
forms, of which the latest ))hase was the Interlude, were slow'ly but 
inevitably passing into discredit, and w'ere indeed quite incapable of 
serving as vehicles to any “intricate impeach^’ of character-drawing, 
of romantic inteiest, or of plot^ The classical, or at least Senecan, 
model which was forcing itself upon all Europe was alien from the 
English spirit, and unable to give voice or shape to English conceptions 
of drama. And w'hat is more than this, e\en if there had been a style 
of play to give, there was as yet no style of verse to give it in. The 
impossible dogg’crcis, longer and shorter, w'crc indeed, as w^ell as the 
fourteencr, giving v\ay to blank decasyllabics ; but the right mould of 
these had not l^een found. The writers, bewildered at the absence of 
their usual guide-rope, ihyinc, feared to drop into absolute prose if 
they did not pull the verse up short at the end of the line ; there 
was moreover, owing perhaps to mistaken deduction fiom Chaucer’s 
practice, perhaps to transferred classical teaching, the superstition 
about middle ewsuras, that we find in (lascoigne, and long afterwards 
in Dr. Johnson. The Chaucerian tradition, though not fatal, was 
unfavourable to tiisyllabic feet; and altogether the measure lacked 
the spring, the variety, the characteristics of roll and break by turns, 
which suit the dramatic wav'e. 

^ More study than has }et been given is deserved by the curious productions 
entitled Three Lords and Three Ladies of London, etc , which were pubbshed in 
a group by Collier and included in Ha/litt’s LMisley Their original dates aie 
very uncertain ; but they belong pictty clearly to the end of this present period ; 
and in them we see the buttertly struggling to get out of the chrysalis in the 
oddest, but the mo.st suggestive, manner. 
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I'Jyot —The Govct nom - ( .nendish—Lelwnd ('hcke—Wilson— Aseharn— His 
JA/ii'/s — l\noj</ulns —'I'lie Schuolnuistcr clianicteristics 

The middle stdj^'c bet\\ccn that older literature winch continues till 
a period well, but not \ery far, within the sixteenth century, and 
Elizabethan lileiature piopei, is at least as clearly marked in piose 
as m verse or drama, and it contains matter of perhaps greater 
intrinsic interest than is the case with drama at least. We have 
seen how with I'lslier English jirose rea( heel, and perhaps for the 
first time, the state of deliberate and conscious practice of the 
devues of style, and how yet farther advance, conditioned in the 
most momentous mannei by the nature of then occupation, appears 
in the work of the early T udor translators of the Bilile. 

Contempoiary with these latter w'ere some other writers who have 
obtained a place, from which it is not necessary to oust them, in the 
history of English literature—Sir Thomas Elyot, Leland, Cavendish, 
^ perhajis .i few^ more. The attiaction of the first is 

" ’ indeed rather one of matter than one of manner, and it 

might be difficult to give any reason except the fact that it has been 
twice reprinted in the present century ^ for the position held by The 
Bake named ihe Covcrnoii}\ still more difficult to account for the 
reprinting itself. Sir Thomas Elyot, who w'as born befoie 1490, 
was the son of a judge, and though not a member of the famous 
Cornish family of his name, appears to have been a West Countryman, 
his forebears having been connected with the district round Yeovil. 
He must have been w'cll educated, but does not seem to have gone 
to either University, and though a student of medicine, is said not to 
have been a practitioner thereof. He came early into the possession 
of a good estate near Woodstock, and settled there ; but was made 
by Wolsey in 1523 Clerk of the Council-~an office which seems to 

' In T854 by Mr. A T Eliot, and in 1883 by Mi. H. JI. S Croft (2 vols 
Loudon) 'I'he latter is the edition used. 
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have metaphysical connection with literature. He published the 
Governoiir in 1531, and seems to have been recommended by it to 
diplomatic employments, in which he spent the icst of his life. He 
died in 1546, having four years previously been elected M.P. for 
Cambridge. 

He wrote a medical work c alled the Casilc of Healthy a Latin 
Dictionary, some dialogues, and other things ; but his fame, such as it 
is, rests on the Govcrnoti 7 \ 'I'his is one, and in England one of tlie 
first, of those curious treatises, p<irtly of politics, paitly 

- , . Ill 1 r 1 1 1 'Wxii CumefHflu^ 

of education, which the study of the classics, and moie 
particularly of Plato, multiplied at the Renaissance in all countries, 
and not least in our own. Ascham, Lyly, Mulcaster, and many 
others take up fiom their different points of Mew, inoie and less 
scholastic', the theme w^hich Klyot set them the example of handling. 
Incidentally the book is remarkable, because it contains the earliest 
version yet traced of the famous, but loo ])robably apocryjihal, story 
eff Chief-Justice (iascoij^ne and Henry \. when Ibince of \\ ales 
—a pious invention \eiy likely to flatter the powders that were. 
In the history of jnose style Klyot is commendable rather than 
distinguished ; free fiom obvious and glaring defects rather than 
possessed of distmc't merits. He is lather too much given to long 
sentences ; he has little or nothing of Fisher’s rhetoric al devices, and 
while the romantic grac'e of his not much older contemporary llerneis 
is far from him, so also is the deliberate classical plainness of his not 
very much younger contemporary Ascham. He is })rincipally valuable 
as an exanijile of the kind of jirose which a cultivated man of ordinary 
gifts w'ould be likely to wiite before the definite attempts of Ascham 
and his school. 

George Cavendish, of the Suffolk Cavendishes, gcntlcman-ushcr to 
Wolsey, and the Cardinal’s biographer, does the same service in 
showing the style of a contemporary less cultivated, but peihaps of 
greatei natural powders, than Islyot, and not possessed of ^ ^ 

the special literary gift of Rerners. We might almost call ^ ‘ 

Cavendish a prose Berners— and his account of the greatness, decline, 
and fall of the Cardinal has something of Berners’s charm. 

On yet another hand, John Leland continues for us the useful, 
and at this time leally impoitant, function of the “literary hodmen,” 
as they have been contemptuously and ungratefully teimed. He 
w^as a Londoner, born about 1500 ; and after being ^ 
thoroughly educated at St. I’aul’s School and at both 
Universities (Christ’s Colleg^e in the one, All Souls in the other), he 
travelled for a long time on the Continent and assimilated all the 
learning of the day. This was the lime, 1533, when Henry VIII.’s 
Renaissance fancy for learning had not been checked or stunted by 
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his own passions and the course of events; and Leland, most 
fortunately, was furnished with a roving commission to examine the 
antiquities and libraries of England. His investigations anticipated 
the disorganisation in almost all cases, the ruin and destruction m 
some, that followed the Reformation, and his collections and records, 
touching not merely antiquities proper and topography, but literary 
history, are of inestimable value as regards matter. As regards 
form, Leland lanks with the two writeis just mentioned, but below 
even Klyot so far as any particular ch,irm of style is concerned. 
His phrase is sometimes quaint in itself, and always has the pleasant 
archaism of his time ; but it possesses no individual savour, and is 
once more only the literary vehicle of a man who sets down what 
he wishes to set down clearly and without any decided solecisms, so 
far as the standard of correctness of his own time is fixed, but who 
neither has been taught any kind of “rhetoric^’ in the vernacular nor 
cares to elaborate one for himself. 

Very different, and much greater, is the interest of a school or 
group of writers somewhat junior to these, who arose as practitioners 
of prose in the latest days of Henry VI 11 ., but who attained their 
chief eminence in the leigns of his son and daughtcis. They were 
the direct and complete, as the others had been the partial and 
indirect, result of the new study of the classics, and especially of 
Cjreek, and as it happened, though that study had begun earlier 
at Oxford, they were all members of the University of Cambridge. 
These were John, afterwards Sir John, Cheke, Thomas Wilson (to 
whom subsequent knighthood is also granted by some but denied by 
others), and Roger Aschain. All were of importance—if not quite of 
equal importance. 

Cheke was a Cambridge man not merely by education but by 
birth, and was slightly the oldest of the three, as Wilson was much 
the youngest. He was born in 1514, and after a Grammar School 
education became a member, and in 1539 a Fellow, of 
‘ St. John’s College, while three years later he “taught 

Cambridge Greek” as Regius Professor, and two years later 
again, “King,” or rather I’rince, “Edward” as tutor. He was 
lavishly rewarded by his pupil or his pupil’s ministers, and received 
abbey-lands, the ITovostship of King’s, knighthood, and a privy 
councillorship. He was implicated in the design to place Lady 
Jane Grey on the throne, and though after imprisonment he escaped 
abroad, he allowed himself to be caught, and had to disgorge at 
least some of his gains, and to recant his Protestantism under Mary. 
Nor did he survive to see the wheel turn again under Ellizabeth. 
Like so many of his generation, he appears to have been a time¬ 
server, greedy, a sycophant, and of no personal sense of honour or 
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consistency ; but a sincere lover of learning and an eager promoter 
of the above mixed scheme of mental education and political training. 
In philology and in English composition he had some crotchets and 
a good deal of innovating vivacity. He altered the pronunciation 
of Greek ; he tiled to alter the spelling of English ; and (as we have 
seen from Pecock’s practice) not exactly for the first time, he 
endeavoured to introduce a “ Saxon ” diction at the same time that 
he shared, and perhaps caused, Asch;im’s predilection for the 
balanced Latinised sentence, adjusted rather to Greek than to 
Latin in its simple arrangement and order of words. Choke’s 
position in this history is rather one of influence than of perform¬ 
ance, and his actual composition was mainly, though not wholly, 
in Latin. 

Thomas Wilson, a Lincolnshire man, passed through Eton to 
King’s College, Cambridge, of which he became a Fellow in 1549, 
and was tutor to the sons of the Duke of Suffolk. He fled the 
country at P^dw'ard’s death, and remained abroad during ^ 
the w’hole of Mary’s reign, though he suffered actual 
torture and danger of his life fiom the Inquisition at Rome. 
Elizabeth showed him great favour, making him Master of St. 
Katharine’s Hospital (w’hich he is said to have robbed or tried to 
rob). Secretary of State, envoy to divers countiies, and even Dean of 
Durham, though he had never taken oidcrs. He became M.P. 
and (as some say) a knight, and died in 1581, being then about 
fifty-five. His works aie vaiious, and all remarkable as examples of 
practice, but the ( hief of them, the ^ 7 / / of Rhetorn^ which appeared 
in 1553, wLen he was about seven-and-twenty, combines practice 
with theoiy. It is, as a matter of course, in great part modelled 
upon Quintilian, and the rhetoricians of the Si hool from Martianus 
Capella onwards, but part is original. And m this part Wilson 
expresses with great vigour sentiments similar to those of Choke and 
Ascham, as to the importance of writing English matters in English, 
and for Englishmen, of avoiding strange “ ink-horn ” terms, and 
affected Chaucerisnis (this is a valuable date-point;, as to the foolish 
fantastical who Latin their tongues.” And he has also the strong 
moral tone which, though his own practice and Cheke’s might be a 
little wanting in some respects, distinguishes the whole school. 

Neither Cheke, however^ nor even Wilson can be called a great 
or even a distinguished writer; Roger Ascham - is certainly the 
latter, if not quite the former. He was a Yorkshire man, born in 

* This book ought to be le-cditcd. 1 use 2nd (fuller) cd. 1563 

- Works including Letters, ed. Giles, 4 vols. (nominally 3) London, 1865. 
Toxophtlus and the Sthoolmaster are each separately accessible in Mr Arber’s 
Reprints. 
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1515, of a fair stock. He entered St John’s CnlJef^e, Cambridge, 
m 1530, and learnt (Leek from his scarce elder Cheke, ])Ccoming‘ 
Fellow of his college early, and before very long Univer- 

Ascham. Reader in (Leek and Public (Orator. He dedicated 

Toxophilus, in 1545, to Henry VIII., and under Edward became 
tutor to the T’rincess Elizabeth, and Secretary of an Embassy to 
Germany. Nobody quite knows how, without any overt recantation, 
he not only remained unmolested under Mary, but was actually made 
her secretary; while he was also favoured by his old pupil after her 
accession. His second chief work, \\\e Sihoolmastcr, w^as written late, 
and not published till after his death in 1568. Even this brief story 
shows that he must cither have had extraordinary luck, 01 ha\'c been 
not entirely destitute of the “wallow” character which infected 
almost all public men in Tudor days. There are also indK.ations 
in his very pleasant Letters that he was by no means free from the 
rather shameless tendency to beg which was common to all but a 
very few scholars throughout the Renaissance. Rut these epidemic, 
or rather endemic, vices of the time excepted, Ascham ajipears 
to have been a very agreeable specimen of a good tyjie of English¬ 
man : humorous, except for a touch ofT’uritan prudery m regard to art 
and literature ; learned, and nuudi more ready to teach others than 
to pride himself upon his learning; affectionate to his friends and 
family ; zealous for his country and his country’s l.inguage. The 
famous phrase in the ToxopJntus about “ writing this English matter 
in the English speech for Tuiglishmen,” is no mere figure of rhetoric 
or bit of jingle, but a sentence to w hich the author adheres as far as 
possible throughout his work, all the really important constituents 
of w'hich, the Toxophilus, the Schoolmaster, and the Letters, have 
already been named. 

Each of the three has its separate interest in the history of 
English prose, and the three together give their author a very im¬ 
portant place in that history. The Letteis, as is natural, rank low'est, 
^ )'et very far from low’. In the first place, w'hen we 

compare them with the T’aston collection,^ the only 
really considerable body of Pmglish epistolary correspondence earlier, 
we find—not merely or mainly as a consequence of the fact that we 
are Sealing with a professed scholar instead of w'ith a family group 
of men and women of the upper rank indeed, and of fair education, 

^ This famous and interesting series, first puljlished by Sir John Fenn a 
century ago, and definitively edited in tliree voL by Mr (iairdner, has in 
literature rather less importance than it possesses in political and social history. 
In fact It may be said to lack the one kind exactly because it possesses the other, 
consisting of simple straightforward communications of fact and business fiom 
entirely unliterary persons. 
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but of no special bent towards literature-—a very distinct advance in 
command over the language for miscellaneous purposes. But we 
also find something more. At first the letters, even the familiar 
letters, even those to ladies and close personal friends, are wntten in 
Latin—the language which, as Ascham elsewhere candidly confesses, 
and as we can well understand from the general practice of the 
Renaissance, came much easier to him to write than English. P>ut 
by degrees this changes. The same deliberate purpose whu h led 
him to write the Toxophilus in the mother tongue, assisted be)'ond 
all doubt by the same general unconscious “atmospheric” influence 
which was not peculiar to him, induces him by degrees to put his 
work, even of the most informal kind, in English, to write news of his 
German tour to his Cambridge friend^> in that language. He sho^^s, 
in short, a sense of the fact— so slowly borne in upon English men of 
letters, even so much later and gieater as ibicon and Hobbes—that 
English was not a mere makeshift, a mere engine of condescendence 
to children and grooms, but a \ chicle of litcratuie, not, indeed, perhaps 
quite so perfect (no man tirux 1 550 could be expected to admit that) 
as Latin or Greek, but capable of being immensely impro\ed, and 
deserving of the pains necessary to improve it. But Ascham’s 
chosen means of improvement, his aims, his ideal of English style 
naturally appear best in his more formal and ambitious treatises. It 
is very lucky that there is so long an interval between the composition 
of these, and that their subjects are so difterent. To.\ophilus is the 
work of a man of thirty, devoted lo what was at once 
his own favourite recreation, and still one of the main- 
stays of the national greatness. Of course there is a good deal in it 
which is \ery remotely connected with archery. The author w’ould 
not have been a humanist, or even a human being, if he had not aired 
a good deal of his acquaintance with the new-found and ceitamly 
not too much prized Plato, if he had not allow^ed large scope to the 
passion for education which characterised all his literary generation, 
and himself very particularly. There arc many more toleiable gaps 
in PInglish literature than the loss of that fuwk of the Cockpit, w'ith 
which, much later in life, he intended to accompany it. But even 
by Itself Toxop/iilus gives us a happy ])ictiire of that blending of 
instruction wuth pastime, which, by one of the greatest of the many 
pieces of good luck which have distinguished English history, 
occupied the minds and ideas of the men who superintended the 
transition from monastic to lay studies in England, and Ctarried out 
the views of Walter of Merton, and the two Williams of Wykeham 
and Wainfleet, in succeeding centuries, wuth a fortunate development. 

The Schoolmaster is naturally more serious, yet not too serious. 
Something of the old largeness appears in the first book, dealing as 
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it docs generally with the bringing-up of youth ; nor docs this dis¬ 
appear by any means wholly in the second, with its preciser subject. 

On the ready way to the Latin tongue Ascham may go 
wrong; he does so go often, as in his polemic against 
romance, his fital patronage of the pestilent heresy 
of imitating Greek and Latin prosody, not merely in feet but in 
metres, and other things. lUit in general he is an early and an 
eloquent defender and apostle of the true English education, in 
classics and m the vernacular for book-learning, m body-culture and 
healthy pastime as well as in book-learning itself 

And one at least of the errors just noticed was only a corruption 
of the best and central principle of his work in prose—the borrowing 
of all possible assistance from the classical tongues in the formation 
of a good English style. In doing this he stops rigidly 
chanTcteristics classicising thc vocabulary. Cheke does not 

dislike a meie Latinism, or Wilson an “ink-horn” tcim, 
more than Ascham docs. Like both, and even moie than both, he 
hates thc modern foreign languages, and seems to be actuated by a 
positive and almost personal jealousy—not entirely groundless, when 
we remember how great the intlucncc of French had been, how 
great that of Spanish and Italian was, and was to be, both in verse 
and prose—of their colouring and guiding. He retains, and even a 
little abuses, thc specially English device of alliteration ; and has a 
fancy which sometimes almost approaches the puerile, for arranging 
his sentences in strings or jiilcs of half-parallel, half-antithetic clauses, 
after a fashion which we also find far back in the Middle English 
period. Indeed, some have even argued for a kind of “ Euphuism 
before Enphuc^ ” in Ascham himself; and some seeds of it arc no 
doubt, and necessarily, to be found m him. But, on the whole, his 
ideal of an English clause, an English sentence, an ICnglish paragraph 
is struck out on classical models—clear, not too long, but, on the 
other hand, not broken up into snip-snap, with no sjiecial rhetorical 
figure very apparent, and w ith the old poetical cadence and colouring 
carefully avoided, but sometimes fairly balanced, arranged not seldom 
with a weighty, yet lucid, .sententiousness, and not very seldom rising 
with some cunning to a climax w'hich permits the rounding off of 
the paragraph wuth real rhetorical effect. Ascham’s is, in short, the 
first accomplished plain style in English—the first, that is to say, 
that, while deliberately aiming at a certain amount of rhetorical 
effect, rigidly eschews the production of that effect by any such 
means as elaborate, highly-coloured, or quaint vocabulary, by unusual 
and invented tricks of arrangement, or by anything that can come 
under the phrases (often loosely used, but intelligible) of ornate, 
poetical, or impassioned prose. 
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The classical turn communicated to English prose by this knot 
of scholars more particularly, and encouraged by otliers from both 
Universities, was yet further promoted by the continuing habit of 
translating from the classics, and from modern writers in Latin. 
The authors of these translations, except in a few cases, mostly later 
than the present time, such as those of North and Flono (which had 
great direct influence on English prose, and were themselves notable 
examples of it) hardly fall to be noticed heie. But the influence of 
their practice is unmistakable. The great innovation of Euphuism 
{vide ififra^ chap, vi.) was rather an unconscious than a deliberate 
revolt against it ; the carrying out of the system produced in Hooker 
perhaps the most accomplished writer of strict prose (as distinguished 
from the half-poctical vehicle of Malory and Berners) that appeared 
in English up to the end of the sixteenth century ; and even the 
great authors of the first half of the seventeenth were deeply 
mflucnced by the tradition of classicising ^ 

^ I'o this period belong the Inter Tudor chronitlers, the chief of whom is 
Ilolmshed (1525-1578) n C'hcdiirc mnn. it is said, by birth, and a C.imbndgc man 
tiy education, ceitain!) one of those piintci’s hacks, ot gcntliMiieii of the press, to 
w’hom literature lias owed something Holinshed’s close conni'ction with the 
matter of Shnkespean*, the diMilgatioii of large passages of him by Shakespeare’s 
commcntatois, and perhaps the fact tliat his Cliiistian name was Rapihael, ha\e 
eoncili.ited to him an ,iImost dispiopoilionale amount of esteem But though he 
has no extiaordinaril} literaiy (jualitics, the “rmc” and the ai chair f.ishions of his 
m.mnei are nresistibly pleasant to us 
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The stnte of pocir}’ r 1530—Good effect of Iialian—Wyatt's life— Surrey’s— 
alt’s forms and subjects — 1 hose of Siiriey—'J'hc main chaiactenstics of 
tile pair—Wyatt’s rhyme and rliythni—Surrey’s metrical advance— ToHets 
Miscellany —Other miscellanies- Verse translations — Cdiurchyard--Whet¬ 
stone— Tusser— Tnrberville—Goope- -G.iscoiune — TIis Instructions —His 
poems—The Mirror for Magistrates —Sackville’s part m it. 

The same character of transition and introduction which appears 
in the prose and llie drama of the latest years of Henry VIII., of 
the short reigns of his son and elder daughter, and of at least 
the first half of the long one of his younger, 
p(!etry*’c^^i53o ^'tppcars likewise in the department of poetry proper. 

Nay, It IS perhaps even more rcmaikablc there, for 
reasons easily obvious to any one \^ho h.is read the preceding Books 
and chapters with care. Up to 1580, at or about which year the 
History of Eli/.abcthan Literature, in the great sense, begins, drama 
was, and had been from its very origin, merely though steadily in 
the making ; it had never reached any form that could be called 
artistically complete. Prose, with some examples far more absolutely 
excellent than any that drama could show% and w'ith a much quicker 
and steadier progress, w’as in the making loo; and had never 
reached perfection, save in partial and peculiar instances and forms. 
But poetry had, as w’e have seen, gone through curious successions 
of tnaxima and After it had assimilated the great blend of 

language and prosody fashioned during the earlier part of the Middle 
English period, it produced in Chaucer a poet of the first class, who 
stood in a sense, though not in all senses, practically alone. It made 
a curious relapse from metrical upon alliterative ptosody, and had 
produced good w'ork m tliat. It had seen the singular outburst of 
Scottish Chaucerian poetry. It had provided a sort of underground 
growth of ballad. But in England itself it had, after Chaucer, fallen 
off, as far as the production of literary poetry of great merit went, in 
a manner which has still rather to be accepted than accounted for; 
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and the inability of the poets to sing had driven them to endless and 
strange varieties of squeak and drone. 

However Ascham and his fellows might dislike and dread and 
denounce Italian influence, there is no doubt that the way of safety 
was first opened to English poetry in these its straits by It.ily. The 
sonnet—not alone, but chiefly—was the means of inducing 
English poets to gird up their loins, to settle the poetical 
accentuation of their language, to discard dogj^crel for 
regular metre, to arrange a poetic diction which should be neither 
stiff with the “aureate” \crl)iage of the rhetoricians, nor clownish 
with the vernacular of the doggcrclhsts. Perhaps mere accident, 
perhaps the political and ecclesiastical stress of the years between the 
Reformation and the accession of Pdi/abeth, may account for the 
interval which elapsed betwc'cn the composition and the publication 
of the chief documents exhibiting this new influence. i^)Ut there is 
no explanation, except a purely fatalist one, for the fact that fully 
twenty years more elapsed betveen the actual publication and the 
following of the example to any good eiTec't. 

If there has evei been any mistake about the order of the two 
poets who heralded modem English poetry, it must h.ive been a very 
strange one, the dates and flicts about Sii Thomas Wyatt and Henry 
Howard, by courtesy, Earl of Surrey, being altogether 
too clear and (despite their occasional uncertainty) too 
relatively certain to excuse the slightest confusion. Both were short¬ 
lived ; and so it happened, not merely that Wvatt was considerably 
the elder, but that he died when Surrey was still cpiite a young man. 
The father of W)att, Sir Henry, was a person of distinction in Kent 
(though It 1 not clear how he could ha\c been, as some authors say, 
“a baronet”), and the poet was born at Alhngton Castle in that 
coun'v, in the year 1503. 

He WMS sent to St. John’b College, Cambridge, at the pre¬ 
posterously early age which was one of the crotchets of the 
Renaissance, enteiing at twelve, taking his Bachelors degree at 
fifteen, and his Master’s at seventeen. He seems to have married 
very early too, was a gentleman of the King's bedchamber, a friend 
of Anne Boleyn, and knighted in 1537. He had his shaie of the 
imprisonments which were the lot of Henry’s courtiers, and perhaps, 
if he had lived, might ha\e shared Surrey’s fate. But he did a good 
deal of diplomatic vvoik as ambassador in Spain and in the Nether¬ 
lands, and died, being undoubtedly removed from the evil to come, 
in 1542, on his way to Falmouth, where he had a mission to meet 
the Spanish Ambassador and convoy him to London. 

Surrey’s birth-date is not known, but it is guessed at 1517 or 
1518, probably in the spring of the latter year. He was grandson 
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of the victor of l^^lodden, and Ins mother was Lady Elizabeth 
Stafford, daughter of that Duke of Buckingham who fell a victim 
to Wolsey’s jealousy. He was thus of almost the noi)lest 
^urr<.> s England, and at fourteen he was nominally 

wedded to Lady Frances de Vere, of a strain nobler still. They 
came together in 1535, Surrey meanwhile haMUg been a sort of 
companion to the King’s illegitimate son, the Duke of Richmond. 
He seems to have been rather a lively youth and young man, and 
got into frequent minor difficulties with the law. But nothing at all 
serious is brought against him ; and his lamentable fate when he was 
barely thirty was due simply to the deliiiiim of jealousy and blood¬ 
thirstiness which came upon Henry in his last days, and which, if he 
had lived a little longer, would have finished the English nobility. A 
ridiculous charge of high treason was brought against Surrey, and 
supported by more ridiculous charges of cpiartering the royal arms. 
He w^as condemned and beheaded in January 1547,111110 days before 
Henry himself w’cnt to his own place 

There is no certainty at all as to the order of the w'ork cither of 
Wyatt or of Surrey, though certain poems of both d.ite themselves 
fairly by reference to known events. This matters the less, how’- 
cver, in the case of men wdiose li\es, as has been seen, were short, 
who represent \ery ('l(‘arly results of the same influences, and who, as 
not merely fiom probability, but from Suney’s lines on W)att’s death, 
w'e know, stood to each other half 111 the relation of master and 
pupil, half in that of fellow-pupils in the same foieign and chiefly 
Italian school. It will be well first to give a brief account of the 
actual wank of each, and then to make some remarks on their 
common or peculiar characteristics. 

It is not for nothing that a sonnet stands in the forefiont of the 
collection—haphazard as that collection, no doubt, is—of Wyatt’s 
poems. For, various and remarkable as are the points of no\elty in 
the w^ork of the pair, the introduction and practice of the 
and^suhju is foi'iiis pci'liajis thc ^iKxst remarkable of these. 

And for some time the sonnets (w ith charac tcristics to 
be noted presently) continue—to give w^ay at last to other (calmost 
entirely love) poems m rhyme-royal, m octosyllabic couplets and 
quatrains, in a shortened ihyme-royal with an octos)’llabic instead of 
a decasyllabic base, and in some fanciful stan/as, the base of w^hich, 
following Skelton, though in more orderly fashion, goes as low' as six 
syllables. A five-line stanza of heroics appears, and also eights and 
sixes, which mayliacc been originally intendecl eitliei for th,it foim or 
as fourteeners with middle rhyme. Moreover, there appears also a 
curious form, w'hich was very much favouied by all the poets of the 
mid sixteenth century, though the objections to it are great, the 
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alternate Alexandiine and fourteener rhymed in couplets. There 
are also rondeaux and other lyrical forms, though few and cautiously 
attempted ; and last of all we find certain epistles of a satiiical kind 
and certain tianslations of the Psalms, couched in lieroic cpuitrains 
arranged with curiously interlaced rhymes, as well as sometimes in 
delinite /tvxvz and ottdva riimi. 

'Phe forms and contents of Surrey’s poems, with one notable 
c\( c})tion, aie not very different fiom those of his master—sonnet, 
ejuatrains, interlaced heroic-couplets, the jog-trot fourteener and 
Alexandrine, in which he even lianslalcs Ecclesiastes 
and the Psalms. The subject is mostly love, and satire \une>'^ 
is absent. But the added item, which is of the very 
first importance, is a translation of the second Acncid in blank verse, 
of w'hu'h there are no known earlier examples in Engdish, though, as 
has been noted in its place, there are signs of something like it in 
enhancer’s prose 7 h/c cy* J/c/zM’. We can only guess how the idea 
came to Surrey or to some other unknown person, if (w'hich there is 
no reason to supp ise) he borrowed it. Although there is no blank 
verse 111 Fienc'li up to this date (or indeed, except as a curiosity, 
since), rhymeless verses w^erc attempted a little earlier than Surrey’s 
date in Italian. It is, of course, very likely that these gave Surrey, 
as they gave the Spaniards, the hint ; but it is not cjuite impossible 
that this hint was not needed. It w^as a common and natural effect 
of the worship of the classics to look dowai on rhyme as a barbarous 
thing; and it was not a \ery extraordinary audacity for a man, 
translating what was then thought the chief poetic achievement of 
antiquity to lesolve to imitate Viigil directly in not using this savage 
gaud. i\or, when alliteration had long been borrowing rhyme and 
tanza from metre, w'ould it be unnatural for metre to borrow rhyme- 
lessness from alliteration. Nor is it absolutely impossible that 
Sur^-cy would have gone the entire length of the next generation and 
have attem]Med not merely unrhymed English verse, but unrhymed 
English hexameters, if the language had been sufficiently under his 
command. It was 1 k ky that it was not ; for though it is impossible, 
aa every fresh attempt shows, that the liexamcter can ever rank in 
Ehiglish £is anything but a rather awkward A?ur dc Jorce^ w'e might 
have had some trouble in getting rid of it, whereas in blank verse 
decasyllabics Surrey at once endowed the language with its most 
natural, though latest won, and for certain purposes most effective, 
variety of verse. 

“ If the language had been more under his command,” it has 
been said ; and the words will aptly introduce one of the tw'o chief 
points for notice in the poetry of Wyatt and Surrey. It has been 
repeatedly indicated in the last Book that either one cause or one 
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concomitant of the weakness of fifteenth-century poetry in England 
w^as that the poets more and more lost this control of language. The 
^ leasons arc not positively knowm, and cannot be dogma- 

I he ni.ini char- ,, , , i i ^ ^ \ 

acicnstusof tically laid down ; they have little or nothing to do wMtn 
iho pair. individual genius, though it certainly w^ould appear that 
Chaucer’s English is m a state of premature and forced perfection to 
which his successors could not attain, and which, before any fit heir 
aj)peared, had become archaic. It would appeal likewise that the 
completion of the ( onstitution of English proper, the final severance 
from the Continent, and the changes of which the disappearance of 
the final uttered c is the most remarkable, liad brought about, or had 
at least been followed by, some not clearly intelligible change in the 
whole tonality and vocalisation of the tongue. The new^ pronounced 
English was not adjustable to Chaucerian prosody, and it did not 
find wliat it u^anted in alliterative verse. 'Phe results were that 
extraordinary stuiiiblmg and ])limging, that driving of the chariot as 
if w’ith locked w^heels, which we have noted in Lydgate, in Occleve, 
and even in Hawes, and from which Skelton only escaped (when 
he did escape) by a series of clumsy gambades in doggerel. Yet 
this doggerel did good by teaching the language at least to move 
with some flexibility, if with little elegance, and now came Wyatt and 
Surrey wuth the scweie of the sonnet and the rest to get it 

into something like gr.iceful movement m icgular form. 

What hard work they had tt) do, and to what extent they were 
still beaten by the antinomianism of the language in its 
'and rh/ihar of flux, will bcsl be sliown by printmji Wyatt’s 

first sonnet (which is by no means a specially terrible 
example), with foot-di\ isions and a few quantifying accents : — 

Tlic long I love that | in my | thought I | haibcr 
And in | my heart | doth Keep | liis re | sidence, 

Into I my face | piesselh | with bold | pictencc, 

And there | campUh | display |^iug his | banner: 

She tliat [ me Icains | to love | and to | sulTH, 

And walls | that my j tuist and | lust's^ neg j ligence 
Be rein | ed by rea | son, .shame, | and lev | crence, 

With his I haidi | ness tak | cs dis | pleasure, 

Wherewalli | love to | the hart’s^ fo | rest he | fleeth, 

Leaving | his eii | terprise | with pain | ami cTy, 

And theie | him hi | dclh and | not iip | pearelh. | 

^Vhat may | 1 do? | when my | master | feareth, 

But in I the field | with him | to live | and die, 

For good I is the | life | end | ing faithiully. 

^ Printed in Tottcl " luste’s ” and “harte's," but I do not think any metrical 
value w'as meant to be given to the e. 
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There are several things to be observed in this—the way in which 
the advantage, if not necessity, of a final couplet forced itself on 
these very earliest practitioners of the English sonnet, the remnant 
of the allegorical personification of the fifteenth century, and others. 
But the chief of all is the nervousness and uncertainty of the quanti¬ 
fication and rhyme. We have already left the sheer verse-prose of 
Lydgate and Occlcve at their worst, as well as the mere doggerel of 
Skelton at his best. But the poet still hobbles, at times painfully. 
In one line, as we see above, he is driven to make “ takes ” a dis¬ 
syllable, and to put an entiiely non-natural quantification upon 
“ hardiness,’^ and “ displeasure,'’ which should simply change places 
in a nonsense verse. More surprising perhaps—for this liberty of 
stress is frequent m Chaucer, and continues to Spenser and even to 
Shakespeare—is the mistiness which seems to beset him in the 
malter of rhyme. It is clear that the first, third, and fourth rhymes of 
the sestet are on the eth only, yet he cannot resist the double rhyme 
“fcareth” and “appeareth,” though it not merely conflicts with the 
single rhyme of “ fiecth,” but itself introduces a quite false rhythm into 
the lines, making them in effect feminine-rhymed nmc-syllable lines, 
and not decasyllabics at all. 

But these stumbles were inevitable m picking the way up the 
steep and stony path from the abysses to which English poetry had 
descended, and the very stumbles themselves are gam, inasmuch as 
they warn the stumbler to pick his way more carefully next time. 
Wyatt has the plain, straight (and also strait) ways of the sonnet and 
his other forms to guide him ; he has the enormous advantage of 
fresh models, diiferent from the thousand-times-borrowed ones of a 
century and more past; and above all, he has the gift of poetic phiase, 
which we meet again in him after many days. 

Into a bitter fashion of forsaking 

is perhaps better than any single line m southern English since 
Chaucer ; and when we meet wuth such single spies we know that 
they will come in battalions soon. 

Wyatt found an apt pupil in Surrey, and there is, in fact, more 
progress between these two almost contemporary writers than we 
find after them in the more than thirty years between Surrey’s death 
and the Shepherd's Calendar. Henry Howard perceived Surrey’s 
the absolute necessity of accepting a certain rhythmical metrical 
standard for a word, and not varying its values and 
balance entirely at the pleasure, or rather the need, of the poet. 
There is even in him a rudimentary discovery, or rediscovery, of a 
matter of still greater importance, the power which an English poet 
possesses of varying the harmony and composition of his line by 
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shifting the place of the pause. Neither he nor Wyatt, indeed, 
has arrived at the final secret, the license of trisyllaljic substitution ; 
the most they can do in this way is a clumsy elision of the vowel in 
article and preposition. But it was just as well that too many 
liberties should not be taken at once, and that the decasyllable as such 
should be reformed into melody before it was expanded by license 
into an liendecasyllablc, a dodecasyllable, or even more. For the 
temptations of doggerel were still about, and were only too much in¬ 
dulged in the eights and sixes and in the “ jioulter’s measure,” ^ the 
compound of Alexandiine and fourteener just noticed. If any one 
had at this time indulged himself in the license of the dramatic or 
Tennysonian tribrachs, the result must pretty certainly have been 
chaos, and the language would never have had its period of discipline at 
all. As it was, there is reason still to marvel at the change which— 
no doubt half, if not all, unconsciously—these two “ persons of quality ” 
—one a busy diplomatist, the other a careless man, or rather youth, 
of pleasure—achieved. It may be that neither Wyatt nor Suirey has 
left any perfect poem, that nothing of cither’s is as sheer poetry 
equal to the best work of Sackville; but their gain in form is almost 
incalculable. 

The circumstances of the publication of the poems of the two 
were peculiar. It had become the habit of printers and woiking men 
of letters to make and issue, with or without permission, “miscellanies ” 
of poetical pieces, sometimes attributed to their authors, 
sometimes not, and sometimes again (as was sure to 
happen) attributed wrongly. In the middle of the 
seventeenth century especially this joint custom of MS. collection and 
miscellany publication led to a great deal of confusion. To tins day 
some of the most famous pieces of English verse—Jonson’s “ Sidney’s 
Sister,” Bishop King’s “ Like to the falling of a Star,” and others— 
are in a state of contested, if not exactly dubious, title between two or 
more claimants, while in the same or other cases the genuine text is 
very much a matter of guessw'ork. The ^jublication of the chief works 
of Surrey and Wyatt with pieces by other persons of distinction at 
Henry VIII.’s court—the unlucky Lord Rochfoid, Lord Vaux, 
Wyatt’s friend Sir Francis Bryan, and others—w^as due to the 
piinter Richard Tottel, and to a Huntingdonshire scholar, Nicholas 
Grimald, who has been thought to be an Italian and a Grimaldi. 
This is by no means necessary, for different forms of the name, 
ranging from Grimoald to Grimw^ald, are found in different coun¬ 
tries and tongues during the Middle Ages. Grimald, who w^as a 

^ Said to be (cf. our " baker’s dozen ") so called fiom the habit of poulterers 
giving twelve eggs to one customer and fourteen to anolhei, according to fear or 
favour , see Gascoigne (p. 39, ed. Aiber), w'ho seems to have invented the name. 
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member of both Universities, lecturer at Christ Church, chaplain to 
Ridley, etc., was born in 1519, and was therefore very little younger 
than Surrey, whom, as well as other authors of the famous TotteFs 
Miscellany, he may have known. But the book itself^ did not 
appear till 1557, eleven years after Surrey’s death and fifteen aftei 
Wyatt’s. The editor contnbuted (at least in the first edition, for he 
left most of them out in the second) no small number of pieces of his 
oun, and there was in both a considerable contini^cnt from “ un- 
ceilain authors.” Eew of the unc erl.unties, or of the works of the 
minor lights mentioned above, are of great value ; and Grimald 
himself generally ^^rites stuff wlnth is only distinguished from the 
average work of the pre\ious generation liy being invariably serious 
m form, and by showing a metrical regularity which, if only sing¬ 
song and unins])ired, is at any late strictly observed. This is what 
is meant by the printer’s apology for “the stateliness of style removed 
fiom the rude skill of common ears ”—for style ” was then generally, 
and here cleaily, used as including “metre,” and the context plainly 
shows that the contrast Tottel was thinking of was with doggerel and 
ballad measures. And he w'as quite right. It is true that for a very 
long tune Wyatt and Suirey have held their proper place m general 
literary history and criticism; but theie have been occasional 
atteiiqits, if not exactly to degrade them from it, to glance at them 
as mere reformers of form. The retort is, of course, quite obvious, 
and entirely fatal to the sneer. It was reform of form that was 
wanted, for the simjile reason that for a century and a half form of 
any meritorious kind had practically ceased to exist. At first the 
“ stateliness of style ” may have been all too near to stiffness, and no 
one with absolute inspiration may have been ready to take the pre¬ 
pared instrument. But the instrument w^as at last prepared. 

The poetical w'ork of the period, before the appearance of the 
Shcphci'iVs Calendar and after TotteVs Miscellany, divides itself 
naturally under three heads : i. Subseciuent miscellanies ; 2. Indivi¬ 
dual poets or translators of minor rank ; 3. Sackville. An extreme 
jmrist might urge that the three, or at any rate the first and the 
third, are one. For Sackv ille’s poetical woik, w'hich stands in such 
startling contrast to the wooden verse of Gorboditc, appeared in w^hat 
was practically a miscellany, the Minor for Magistrates. But it 
will be belter and clearer to divide the subject m the order above 
named, and not to mention the Mirror till we come to Sackville 
himself. The two first heads wall not delay us long. 

It is somewhat curious that TottePs Miscellany, the popularity of 
which we know from the rapidity wath wdiich the second edition 


* Ed. Aiber. 
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followed the first (itself reprinted in six weeks or so), with fresh issues 
in 1559, 1565, and 1574, as well as others later, and from the 
imitations of it, waited some time for these imitations. Few things 
indeed are more significant than the long ‘‘ waits ” between the 
writing and the publication of the poems contained in it, and the still 
longer ones before any dared to emulate it, when we contrast them 
with the rush and huddle of new and ever new poetry in the last 
half of the Queen’s leign. 

Tlie first actual successor ^ was published nearly tw'cnty years 
aft(‘r d'ottel, in 1576, and its name. The Parai/ise of Dainty Devices^ 
followed as it was hy others, showed the influence of Euphuism, the 
period of Lyly, as compared with the sober Songs and 

^eiUnKC i^onnefs of the earlier book when Ascham had repre¬ 
sented English prose. It was the work of a man then 
dead, the dramatist and musician Richard Edwards. It contains a 
mixture of work of the former and the then present generation, Lord 
Vaux figuring beside Lord Oxford, the courtier of the old King’s time 
by the courtier of the still fairly young ()ueen. Kinwelmersh, Hunnis, 
and other respectable men of letters of Elizabeth’s day also make 
show, and there is one piece the initials of which (not given in the 
first edition) may be Walter Raleigh’s. The book, though very 
popular (it was reprinted once a yeai for three years, and repeatedly 
afterwards), was not much of a Paradise^ nor its devices very dainty. 
But they were, as their pretty if afifected title rnigdit seem to warrant, 
better than those of the absurdly named and dully filled Gorgeous 
Gallery of Gallant Inventions which followed two years later, and 
seems to have been collected and partly written by Owen Roydon and 
T. P (Thomas Proctor). The mama for alliteration which beset the 
writers of this time so strongly was particularly strong m T. P., who, 
outdoing even Churchyard [vide infra)^ distinguished himself by print¬ 
ing a production proclaimed to be “ Pretty Pamphlets by Proctor.” 
The willow song— 

Willow, willow, willow, sing all of green willow— 

apf)e;ars here. Pinglafufs Ilelhon and the Poetical Rhapsody are 
infinitely better, but they come after Spenser. 

^ All the more important of these miscellanies uj) to the Queen’a death were 
reprinted together by Collier in 1867 ; but the issue was private and very small, 
and the book hardly ever occurs in catalogues. Mr. Arber, besides Tottel, has 
given (in his “English Scholar's Library") Robinson’s Handful of Delights; 
Mr Bullen England's Heluon, and Davison’s Poetical Rhapsody, Park’s 
Heliconia (3 vols. 1815) contains, besides the Handful, the Gorgeous Gallery, the 
Phoentx Nest, and the large and interesting anthology, rather than miscellany, of 
England's Parnassus. 
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Next to the miscellanies, the verse translations make a great 
figure in the poetical production of this time, though again it cannot 
be said that they attain to high poetical merit. In any 
case, no doubt, the popularity of the classics would translations, 
have brought them about; but the action of Surrey, 
whose authority was so great in other ways, made them certain. The 
translators,^ however, were by no means bold enough to follow his 
example of blank verse as a matter of course. They preferred as a 
rule the too often clumsy fourteener, which, just as it was much later 
going out of fashion, gave us the splendid Homeric paraphrase of 
Chapman. There was little splendour about the earlier examples, 
but the first of them had great influence m other ways, being a 
version of Seneca’s 7 'roades by Jasper Heywood, son of John, Fellow 
first of Merton and then of All Souls, and in Elizabeth’s time a 
Jesuit. This play was issued as e.uly as i 559, tw'o years only after 
Tof/efs and by the same printer. He followed it up 

with tw'o others, the J'/iyafcs and Hcrcitlci> Furens^ and the example 
being caught at, the whole ten Senecan plays were issued together 
in 1581. Rhyme-royal, the quatrain, and other stanzas are used for 
the chorus ; but the ambling fourteener serves as the staple. 

This was also the metre of Phaers Virgil^ whuh appeared, as far 
as the first seven books w’ent, the year after Tottel, and w'as finished 
partly by the author, partly after his death m 1560 by another hand. 
Phaer was a i^embrokcshire man, a member of the Ihnversity of 
Oxford, a lawwer, and a doctor. There is merit in his version (w'hich 
show's a consciousness of tiisyllabic substitution and its advantages), 
as there is also in the companion Ovid of Arthur Golding, a man of 
property ana good connections, who was born about the middle of 
the fifth decade of the century, and lived till its close. He did prose 
as well as verse translations; but the Metamorphoses w'as his chief 
book, and this appeared m i 567, again in fourtecners. The verse 
translators cannot indeed boast, as the prose can, that they had a 
distinct and important influence on the development of style in their 
owm sphere, but the tw'O helped in the practice, the exercise, which 
was the business and the benefit of this particular time. 

The individual authors of the period other than Sackville partake 
of that character of curiosity w’hich distinguishes the w'hole of it, and 
which repels some tastes as much.as it conciliates others. The chief 
names are Churchyard, Whetstone, Tusser, Turberville, Googc, and, 

^ They have not had C]uite their share of the otherwise indiscriminate devotion 
of reprinters, Stanyhurst’s rather later and extiemely mad Aencid having almost 
alone the honour to be recently given (in Mr. Arber’s “ English Scholar’s 
Library"). 7 'he translators of Seneca besides Heywood were Neville, Studley, 
Nuce, and Newton. 
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abo^'e all, George Gascoigne, the type, and at the same time the most 
cmment, of the whole. It is almost enoii^di to say, on the one hand, 
that to no single one of the six is ascribed even the smallest piece 
of verse which has made its way into the memoiy of the general. 
On the other hand, all have importance to the historian, and 
(iascoignc is, as has been said, very de(idedly the typical man of 
letteis of the first half of the great Queen’s reign. 

Thomas Cluirrhyaid, lirst born and last to die of all the 
group, was a Shropshire man, born at Shrewsbury about 1520, and 
so not much younger than Surrey, a juxtaposition which makes all 
the more stnking the fact that he did not die till the 
lurcij.m year of James I. It would appear that he took 

the portion of goods that belonged to him and went to court early 
enough to become “servant ’ to Surrey, in those conditions of 
honoLiiablc and gentle service and education which flourished for 
some time to come The connection was continued long after his 
chief’s death by his contributions to TcV/c/’jt MisLclhvty. but long- 
before the appearanc e of that book Churc hyard had seen other and 
hotter servK:e in the Netherlands (1542) and Scotland (1545), had 
been taken })risoner in a second Scotch cxiinjiaign (i 548), had travelled, 
had served in Iieland (1550), in Lorraine, in the Netherlands again, 
at Calais, or at least Guines, just at the period of its loss, lie had 
begun a long scries of mostly petty individual contributions to 
literature w'hen he was about thirty ; but his historical importance 
begins w’ith his cc3ntributic)n to Tottel in 1557, and to the Mirror for 
Mayistraic'i (see below) in 1558-59. After several more years of 
fighting and waiting he collected his w^oik, or some of it, under the 
alliterative and exact title of L //i/nZ/yani^s Chips^ modestly accounting 
in prose for the selection of the same. Fighting he continued till 
the siege of Zaitphen 111 J 572, just thiity years after he had first taken 
arms ; wTiting he never left off till the cdose of his long life, the later 
part of w'hich was spent in court service. So late as 1604 his Good 
JVi//^ a poem on the death of Arc:hbisho^3 Whitgift, preserved, in a 
manner which must have seemed odd enough to the hearers of 
Donne and the survivors of Spenser, the lolloping verse, the curious 
antitluitic alliteration, the wooden scheme of the poets of this later 
transition. Churchyard has been affectionately taken up, more than 
once, by men of letters as a curiosity; and it must be admitted that 
w'orse waiters than he have had the honour of complete editions, 
which he has lackc^d.^ 

In George Whetstone, w'hose date of birth and death are both 

’ Ueliccmia contains some things of his - including the Wlntgift piece, and 
C'ollicr reprinted (in a very few copies) the Lhipi Hut this is little for a man whose 
bililiogiaphy fills nearly ten columns in Hazlitt's Handbook. 
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unknown, wo have anotlier* example of the type so common at th/s 
time, and of the characteristics of alliteration, of a soit of siir\a\al 
of allegory, and of a kind of composition which, thougdi ^ 

advanced ]>cyond the mere rudiments, is still stiff and 
wooden, 'fhe earliest dated thing that we have of his is the Rock 
of Regard^ t57h, a miscellany mostly m verse ; the latest is supposed 
to date from 1587, and is a pamphlet on the execution of Queen 
Mary “ and other notalde traitors.” The only things of Whetstone’s 
at all generally known aic his play of Rrojjios and Cassandra (a dull 
thing, but in Dodslcy) and his Reincnilirame of George Gascoigne, 
whicli has commonly,1 though not alwa\ s, accompanied reprints of that 
poet. He was rather fond of these poetical obitu.iries or remem¬ 
brances,- of which about h.ilf a dozen are known ; and he also wrote 
prose tales, chiefly collected m a Hcpiamcron (the title, of course, 
suggested by Margaret of Naxarre; of Civil I Dyuoiiru"!. These 
])rc^se tales, indeed, which ])laycM so important a })art m the furnishing 
of subjects to the dramatists, were almost as much a feature of the 
time as the poetical misc'cllaiiies and \erse translations. The largest 
and best known is William Painters Palau of Pleasure (alliterative 
again), which appeared m i 566-67 * 

Of the tw'o l'’s, Tusser and Turberville, the former is not a poet 
at all, but a versc-curiosity. He is our only, or almost our only, 
li^nglish Gcorgic poet, and his poetry frankly accpiiesces in doggerel. 
His life, which seems to have dated from about 1 5 i 5 to 
1580, began in Essex, was passed at St. Paul’s and 
Eton (where Uclall, as previously observed, beat him much), at Cam¬ 
bridge, at cxwirt, and lastly on a farm m Sussex, where he cultiv’ated 
and rhymed. His Fii’c Hundred Points of Ciood Husbandryf 
lishc‘d in 1573, consists of quatrains in lolhng anap.estic teliametcrs 
besides interludes and oddments m other metres. 

George Turberville, on the other hand, was a poet—certainly the 
best poet of the time (always excc])tmg Sackville) next to Gascoigne, 
and perhaps Gascoigne’s equal. He was a Dorsetshire man, who 
must have been born about 1^30, and was not dead ten , 

, , 1 1 '1 -1 I iirl)rr\iIlo 

years before the end of the reign, who went to Winchester 

and New College, did some diplomatic work in Russia, and seems to 

have been of independent fortune. Like most of his contemporaries, 

^ As, for instance, in Chalnuns’s Poch, vol. n , and in Mr. Aibci’s Reprint of 
the Steel Cilas\ 

- Ueluonia, vol ii conlnins one on the Kail of Bedford 
'I'his hug(‘ coinpil.Uion fiom the chief Fit‘ncli and Italian novel collections 
has had the honour ot two lepriiUs, one in 1813 by llaslcwood, and one in 1890 
by Mr. Joseph Jacobs. 

It had appeared as " One Hundretl ” only in the ycai of 'rottcl Being full 
of folk-lore and other cxtra-htcrary interest, it has been several times reprinted 
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he was specially addicted to translation' in prose and verse from 
ancients and moderns. But in 1570 he produced a volume of Epitaphs^ 
Epigrams^ Songs, and Sonnctsy Turbcrville has not much power of 
continued poetical flight, but there is in some of his lyrics a genuine 
and unforced sweetness which is extremely agreeable, and at this 
time very rare. 

His friend Barnabc Googe,^ who is thought to have been born 
about I 540, and who died in 1594, cannot be complimented on much 
lyrical gift ; but some Eclogues of his have importance, and in his 
Cupid Conquered he has some of the appeal of a pre- 
(^eccssor—though afar off—of Spenser. He came from 
Lincolnshire, and was a son both of Oxford and Cambridge, a 
client of Burleigh’s, and a particularly active and miscellaneous trans¬ 
lator, of extreme Piotcstant tendencies in his selection of books to 
translate. The most obvious oddity of (iooge’s original poems, fhc 
extraordinary fashion in which the lines are divided -for instance, 
decasyllabics being split up into fours and sixes, and Alexandrines 
into quarters—is thought to have been due to the mcie mechanical 
shiftlessness of the printer, who had a small page and large type. 
(lOOge, when he is not simply flat, often sins by the use of the 
bombastic and fustianish style, which was common, and at which 
Shakespeare l.iughs with such mciciless good-nature. 

Among these shadows and others more shadowy still—the very 
“ Henry Pimpermd and old John Naps of (ireccc ” in English 
literature-—George Gascoigne gives us at least something like a sub- 
. stantive figure His life, though not so long as Church- 
^ ’ yard’s, was nearly as typical, and his work was much 
better. Like most of the men with whom he is here associated, but 
even more than most of them, (hiscoigne was a person of birth, 
breeding, and education. He was the son of a Bedfordshire knight. 
Sir John Gascoigne, and was connected on his mother’s side wath 
Frobisher the seaman He was a Cambridge man, his college being 
Trinity, and, like most University men perhaps for some three 
centuries, finished his education at the Inns of Court—in his case, 
Gray’s Inn .iml the Temple. He was born about 1537, and can 
have^ been hardly of age when he entered Parliament, sitting for 

^ Reprinted in CTalini'rs, vol 11 

Sec Mr. Aibcr’s Rcpnnti. Of Googe’s translations, the Popish Kingdom 
(from the Rignum Papistuum of Naogeorgus ot Kirchmeyer) liad the honour of 
an extremely handsome black-lcttcr reprint m 1880, the editor being Mr. R. C. 
Hope It IS in fluent and freely alliterated fourtecners, but its liUraiy interest is 
very small. 

^ Poems in Chalmers, vol. ii , and more completely by W C. Hazhtt ; the 
Steel Glass, the Complaint of Philomcne, and the Note^ in Arber’s Reprints. 
There is a good study of Gascoigne by Di Schelling <»f Philadelphia. 
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Bedford in 1557. He must have begun to write verse very early, 
but printed nothing for some years. His translated or adapted 
tragedy and comedy already referred to (p. 231) were acted in Gray’s 
Inn Hall in 1566. He married in 1567, served in the Netherlands 
in 1572, and onwards to 1574, and in the first of these years pub¬ 
lished, or had published for him (there was often a little innocent 
make-believe about these things in those days), a collection of poems 
styled A Hundred Sundry Flowers^ which m the later issue of 1575 
was divided into Flowers^ Herbs, and IJWds. He had to do with 
the Kenilworth Revels in 1575, and next year published his S/ee/ 
Glass, a regular satire of considerable lengtli m blank verse. He 
died in October 1577. liesides the w'orks already mentioned, Gas¬ 
coigne is noted for the first translated prose talc from Bandello (a 
style so much followed by Painter and others), and for his very 
impoitant Certain Notes or Jnstrurtio 7 t'i conLcrnitig the Making of 
Verse or Rhyme in Englidt. 

These Instructions, being criticism not creatifin, escape the draw¬ 
backs of the other work in regard to intrinsic merit, and hold a 
secure position, comparable in English, though, of course, with great 
abatement of scale and genius, to that held by Dante’s 
De^VuIgari Eloquio in Italian. They are very short; 
and although Gascoigne had a long ])ast of English 
behind him, it wall readily be apprehended by intelligent readers of 
the foregoing pages that his actual knowledge of English poetry was 
not great. The study of Anglo-Saxon was indeed rc\ivmg m his 
time, but it did not affect ordinary men of letters for many genera¬ 
tions to come. Nor do Gascoigne or his contemporaries and followers 
seem to hdve been acquainted with any Middle English winters 
before Chaucer, though Piers Plowman was not an unknown book. 
Gascoigne himself only glances at alliterative metre in the tcims of 
Chaucer’s own scoff at it, does not mention a single poet by name 
except Chaucer himself, and as his followers, the later Elizabethan 
critics (see chap, vi.), also did, though still more decidedly, confines 
himself mainly to a rhetorical abstiact of the Art of Poetry, dw'elling 
successively on the necessity of fiesh invention and the avoidance of 
commonplaces, on the importance eff ‘‘keeping the measure,” and 
not (for instance) slipping from poultei’s measure—Alexandrines and 
fourteeners—to fourteeners by themselves ; on quantity, accent, and 
metre generally; on the disadvantage of polysyllables, and the 
impropriety of coining wmrds for rhyme’s sake ; on the danger (a 
caution very specially needed, as w^e have seen) of excessive allitera- 
< tion and of inusitate word-inversion; on the pause ; on rhyme-royal 
and other stanza forms ; and on “ riding rhyme ” (the heroic couplet). 
The most really noticeable thing about the whole is Gascoigne’s 
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assumption (nil the more important because he is evidently not satis¬ 
fied with it) that the decasylLihle must be confined to strict i;iinbics 
and (with an easement, it is true, as to rhyme-royal) to the middle 
pause. VVe have seen how this undue, but for flic time salutary, 
restraint was arrived at; we shall see how it was removed. 

Gascoig’ne’s practice, as compared with that of his neighbours, 
certainly does not discredit the maxim tlial “every poet should con¬ 
tain a critic.” Except Sat kville, he is the best poet of the ^roiip, 
and he goes far beyond Sackville in the one point of 
His poem,. The blank verse of the S/rr/ Glas^ is indeed 

marred by the at this time universal fault of stiumio movement—the 
lines being far too often concluded within themselves in sense, and 
the monotony being increased by the poet’s accejitance of the middle 
pause, and by his abuse of the practice of beginning successive lines 
with the same vvord.^ Yet though not Mvid, it is generally vigorous, 
and sometimes even incisive. I'he lyrit s and stanza ])oems escape 
this drawback, and, though the author recks his own rede aliout 
excessive alliteration but ill, attain very commonly to prettiness and 
not seldom to pathos. The same mark of a certain childishness is 
still on the verse ; but it very often has the grace as well as the 
immaturity of childhood. 

Theie is nothing (hildish about the few and noble verses of 
Thomas Sack\ ille.- They w'cre published in a curious book which, 
except in the pages contributed by Sackville himself, has very small 
literary, as compared with its historical, interest. The 

I he flhf ror ... r n* • i i i r 

/orjifacis- Mirror for Magt^lraics was planned m the reign of 

oatc\ Queen Mary by William Baldwin, an Oxfoid man, a 
priest, a scholar, a schoolmaster, and a printer, who seems to have 
been born not long after the begnnning of the century, and George 
Ferrers, a member of the same University, of Tancoln’s Inn, and of 
Parliament, a writer on legal and historical subjects, as well as of 
interludes, who died in 1579. The book, which was intended to be 
a sort of supplement to Lydgate’s version of Boccaccio’s Foils of 
Princes., is said to have been punted in part as early as 1555, but 
was interfered with by (kirdiner and did not attain license for publica- 

’ It IS of the first interest to notice how this practice, which is so effective for 
good in the mobile-centred and complex-footed veise of'I'ennyson, iiggiavates the 
monotony of strict decasvllables with tlie immovable middle pause 

Sackville’s drama has been already dealt with llis life only touched 
literature in thevse two early passages of it. He was born (his father, Sir Richard 
Sackville, was Chancelloi of the Excheijuer) about 1536, at liiickhuist, and is 
supposed to have been a member of Hart Hall, St John’s College, Oxford, 
and of the Inner Temple He w'as made Loid Biickhurst in 1567, K.O. in 
1589, Lord Treasurer in 1599, and Earl of Dorset in 1604. He died at the 
Council table four years later 
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tion till I 5 59. It contained nineteen “ tragedies ” by Baldwin, Ferrers, 
and J’hacr(?), Sackvillc not being yet a contrrbiitor. His two pieces, 
the hiiiuctiofi (not to the general work but to such ‘‘ tragedies ” as 
Jie mig^ht wTite) and the Comp/aifif of appeared in the 

second and enlarged edition of iS^Si to which Churchyard also con¬ 
tributed. To complete the general story of the book, in JS 74 John 
Higgons issued a fresh batch,’ taken from earlier times between 
l^rutiis and Caesar, and four years later Thomas Blcnneihassett added 
pieces dealing with the first thousand years of the Christian era. 
Baldwin’s and Higgins’s, but not Blenncrhassett’s, parts were united, 
(still with new matter) in 1587, and at last, m 1610, the whole, again 
with additions, came together. Consisting, as the book docs, entirely 
of tragical stories from English histoiy, and covering, as its vaiious 
issues do, almost the whole period during which, as we shall see, 
verse-history was a specially favourite foim, it cannot lack a certain 
.ntercst. But its merit as poetry is almost entirely confined to 
Sackville’s contributions ^ 

'Phey c'lrc short enough. 77 /c I/iduciion and The Complaint of 
/lenry^ Ihikc of Bucktny^ham (Richard III.’s victim, not \Volsey’s) 
occupy between them less than 200 stanzas in rhyme-royal, or 
rather more than 1300 lines. The language, as c omports 
with the metre and with the design of the book to supply 
a sort c:)f sequel to Lydgate, is a little archaic. Thcie is 
even an attempt, doubtless also deliberate, to keep up fifteenth-century 
style both in pci sonifying allegory and in a sort of modified “ rhetoric.” 
But hardly a single stanza, certainly no single page, can be read 
by a poctically-mindcd reader without his being w'ell aware that an 
eimrely new music is sounding m his ears, a music of which per- 
ha])s a faint, far-off anticipation may be disc'ovcrcd in the “ Cressid ” 
st.i^ of Henryson already so highly praised, but which is now fully 
organised in diapason. This is by no means due merely, though it 
is in part, to the foct that the writer has entirely shaken off the 
metrical palsy of the fiftcicnth century itself, and has, moreover, 
emerged from the swaddling - c lothes of the tiansition prosody. 
Even his archaism does not make .Sac:kville stiff; even such un¬ 
comely survival - catchwords of poetic diction as “ hugy ” do not 
make him stale or flat. He has thoroughly saturated and in¬ 
formed his old stanza with the vigour and variety of the new^ line 
w'hich the poets from Wyatt onwaards had been gingerly and tenta- 
■^tively fingering at. He has not the slightest need of the clumsy 
stop-at-the-end wath which they arc wont to stay themselves like 
skaters in their noviciate, who bring themselves up by digging in a 

^ 'I'he athletic Haslcwood grappled w'lth the whole in his three-volume reprint 
(1815), but the adventuie has not been re-attempted. 

S 
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pointed stick for fear of slipping, and nc\cr dare strike out. It can¬ 
not be expected that he should have mastered (as indeed nobody did 
till Shakespeare) the crowning' secret of English \eise, the glorious 
liberty of the ubiquitous pause. But he already knows how^ to vary 
it, avails himself fully of the license as to the middle place granted even 
by Gascoigne to his metre, and rings the changes not merely upon it, 
but upon stopped and unstopped lines, with a master’s audacity and 
sureness 

Nor is this all. His merely formal improvements no doubt 
help iiim to attain, but by no mc.ins wholly account for, the new 
music referred to above. It has been said that the fifteenth century 
Itself w'as strongly impressed, more strongly than the Middle Ages 
themselves, with the tenor of death—that 

Timor moitis contuibat me 

w'as more than a mere literary catclnvord wath it. But this mere 
terror is here dianged, m English verse for the first time, to that 
greater and nobler RenaissaiK e mclanebol), the sighs of which 
served as wand to blow^ the organ music that distinguishes the best 
European poetry generally, and the best English poetry m particular, 
from about 1550 or later for a hundred years onwards, and the last 
echoes of which die away in the poetic })rosc of Browne and the 
Pindaric verse of the better part of C'owley. The ]?idiictton^ w^here 

Sorrow in peison leads the poet to the infernal regions and shows 

him the doleful places ; the Complauit^ with its story of civil war 
and public treason and private treachery and roy.il ingratitude, lend 
themselves, of course, very well to the play to be played on this pipe, 
but it must be remembered that they equally well invite the mere 
doleful dulncss which the poets of the fifteenth century too often 
permit them.selves. Sackville is not quite so f.ir from this in the 
Complaint^ where the difficulty of telling actual historical details cem- 
fronts him, as he is in the Induction^ where poetry has free play ; 

but he is far from it in both, and absolutely at the other pole in the 

first piece. I’assages in it have been made familiar by many histories 
and anthologies, but the wdiolc of its 500 lines or so ought to be 
known by every cme who desires to acquaint himself with the full 
range of the powers of English poetry. Campbell, w'hose naturally 
excellent taste was still vitiated by eighteenth-century fallacies, could 
see little in it but gloom, though he admitted its poetry. The truth is 
that the poetry should make us forget the gloom, or rather remember 
It only as the vehicle, the occasion by which the poetry is exhibited. 
Sackville never lets mere “ dismals ” get the upper hand ; it is always 
the poetry of the dismal that he keeps before us. And this is the 
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gift that we find before perhaps only in Chaucer, tlie giP of making 
the subject, whatever it is, quite subsidiary—a mere cup in which to 
present to us the wine of poetry, a mere canvas on which to display 
its colours and forms. 'I'he cup and the canvas arc indeed necessary; 
we could not have the picture or the draught without them. But 
they are merely inseparal^le accidents: the property is the poetry.^ 

* Nufr to Setond AW/tioo —If the poem on St M.iiy M.iL^dilcnc' (published by 
the 10 K T. S ((*( 1 . Summer i8qo|, since the fust edition of this history appeared 
and .ittnhuted to a certain 1 )i. J honias Robinson, Dean of Diiihciin) he rightly 
dated “ before 1569,” it belongs to the matte/ of tins chapter. And if so it would 
(leserve noti(e, not for its poetical meiit, though it has some in the florid style 
which characterises late Kli/.'ib<*than work, but betauM of Us stan/a, an octave 
tonsistingof seven deiMsyllables and .111 Mevandnm , ihvmed abahhac. As this not 
tally anticipates Spenser in the Alexandrine terniination but fhles Fletcher m the 
actual arrangement, it W'oiild be, if leally of the above date, very remarkable 
indeed. But this attiibution, and the c'.ideiice for fixing the date, arc ver\ far 
from certain, and the st\le of the po<mi sugg«‘sts a peruid .it Ic.ist a quarter of a 
century later. Tt may bo well to add m leference to the mere Ali'vamlrmc ending 
of a stanza that, as (hicst pointed out (Engltdi Rhythm':, p. 6O9, note), it may be 
found as far back as Sir T lomas More. 

Note to J'hird hd/h'on --.Since this note wa^ vvntlen its suspicions have been 
eonfirmcd by the cancelling of l>t Sonimei’s attnbution and the dating of the 
poem at "about 1621 
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Sf'hNSKK ANI> HIS CONThMPORAkIFS 

The* T.('iccstoi House nicle—Sidney—His hie 'The soiuuls- ] he Defetue of 
The Aycadia —Spensei — '1 he “ i lassical ineite” ci.i/e—Other poets 
of Sidnt'v's circle—Watson —Grcville —Warner—d'he sonneteers of 1592-96 
—(.'onstable —The satinsts 

Thl gossiping mid personal side of literary history has always 
attracted rather excessive th.in insufficient attention. And it has 
naturally not been neglected in the endeavours to account for the 
sudden transformation, about the year i 579-80, of English 
literature from a rather dreary nursery ground, in which 
not very numerous and extremely unskilful workers were 
laboriously ('anying out liortuullural expennicnts, to a very garden of 
the Hesperides. A good deal will be found in some books about 
a certain “Areopagus” at Leicester House, the equivalent of the 
famous French cf'fiaclcs of earlier and later times. We must not, of 
course, make loo much of this. Spenser had certainly found his way, 
if not fully, before he was ever introduced to Leicester, and there is 
little or no evidence that the Leicester House influence counted for 
anytliing at all in the great dramatic outburst. 

Hut the coterie just mentioned did play a part, important, though 
not to be exaggerated, in the new development. It included Sidney, 
Spenser, the future Lord Hrookc, Harvey, Dyer, and others, with 
the occasional accession of notable foreigners, such as 
.u nc>. (Giordano Hruno, and the participation of ladies, of whom 
Sidney’s sister, the Countess of Pembroke, was the chief. Nor is 
there any reason to doubt that Sidney was in reality, as well as in 
position and rank, its centre and head. His genius was indeed 
inferior to Spenser’s by a long way. But it exceeded that of any 
other of the members, and it is peculiarly noticeable that it looked in 
more directions than one. For a young man—he was but just over 
thirty when he died—living in a time with, so to speak, no literary 
background, with no master to imitate, no blazing popularity to envy 
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and seek to share, it is no mean thing to have left the Arcadia, the 
Defence of Poesy, and Ashvphcl, with minor things accomplished, and 
with a sort of tradition of established influence which is inferior to that 
of few in our literature. The tradition might have been a fond imagin¬ 
ation or the work of flattering parasites, but the work is there to 
supprirt and justify it. The work may be flawed, tentative, unequal, 
but the tradition is justly to be counted in .is no mean in.ikeweiglit. 

Philip Sidney was born in 1554. Ills father was Sir Henry 
Sidney, afterw'ards Deputy of Irel.ind ; his mother Lady Mary 
Dudley, sister of Leicester and daughter of the beheaded queen- 
naker who was for a time Duke of Northumbeiland. 

He gave an early example of those public-school friend¬ 
ships which have counted for so much m English history, with 
Fulke Greville at Shrew'sbury ; but the pair w'ere not undergraduates 
ogether, for (h'e\illc went to Cambridge and Sidney to Christ 
diurch. But it was probably ow ing to Grc\ ille that Sidney, w’hen, 
iftcr much foreign travel, he settl(‘d in London, came in contact, 
irobably about 1578, vvth Gabriel Harvey, and through Harvey with 
Edmund Spenser. Sidney’s heroic death at Zutphen did not take 
ilace till October 1586, and though his attention to hter.ature must 
lave been broken by more than one employment, he had the best 
lart of ten years (for he returnc'd from his travels in 1575) to 
vork in. 

'The actual achievement in his books ^ is high—much higher than 
las sometimes been allowed ; but the genius of Sidney was fine 
ather than vigorous. What is most eminently remarkable in him, 
ind w'hat most justifies the reputation he achieved with his contem- 
loraries, is the extraordinary way m whic h his performance, under all 
ts disadvantages, covers almost the whole ground, in criticism or in 
^reation, of Elizabethan literature. He wrote no dramas (unless the 
liucnile Aady of May'^ be called a drama), and in his Defeme of 
Poesy he what we now see (w'ith the easy cleverness of pos¬ 

terity) to be the wTong side about the kind of drama to be cultivated. 
But he made no mistake about the fatal folly of (iosson’s objec tion to 
Jraina and poetiy generally, and in the immorUil words about 
•‘Chevy Chase” he gmve, all unknowing it, the motto of English 
fioetry. Nay, he did more than this, for in his practice of verse, 
though comparatively scanty, occasional, and utterly unrevised, he 
indicated and essayed in many forms the lyiic which was to be one 

^ I'hfre js no modem edition, I think, of Sidney’s whole Work'^ Dr (irosart 
in 1873 eolkicted the whole Poems; A strophel and Stella sevei.il tunes 

•^epar.itely reprinted. So has theDi. Sommer in 18y i lepriiited h.uid- 
:5omely the first edition of the Arcadia. 

“ A suit of masque, said to have been written for Elizabeth at M^instead in 
1578, and appended to some editions of the Arcadia. 
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of the coming age’s chief exploits, and he struck the note which was 
to be the note of the poetry of that age gcneially. So too, though 
his prose consists only of the tiny critical tractate of the J)cfc7iLe 
and the large but rather formless romance of the Arcadia^ he 
managed here also to exhibit the coming events with a wonderful 
precision of shadow. In form this prose is not great ; the nearest 
approach to mere flattery in regard to him is the attempt, counte- 
nanted by no less a man than Dniyton, to represent his style as a 
deliberate counterblast to the extravagances of Lyly. On the con 
trary, there is nearly as much “•Euphuism” in the Ar((xdia as in 
Jiuphucs^ thougli it is Isuphuisni with a more definitely Spanish 
difference. IJul it is true that the JhfL’?uc exlnbits a much moie 
sober scheme of jiiose ; and it is also true that in throwing the 
Arciidid into the form of the pi'ose romance Sidnc)' was anticipating 
by generations, and almost by centuries, the shajie into which certainly 
the most cojiious, and some of the most exquisite, developments of 
English prose weic to be cast. 

The Apology J 07 ' J\H'i7')'^ or Dcfe7icc of Poesy^ as it was successi\cly 
named, must, from the known date of Oosson’s pamphlet, have been 
composed about 15 So or the next ye<ir. The same period, during 
which Sidney is known to have made a long stay at Wilton with his 
sister, probably saw the (omposition of most of the 

The sonnets 1 

A7'i(uva^ which in its turn (ontains a very large propor¬ 
tion of the Poems 'Phe date of the writing of the Ast7ophel afid 
Stella sonnets is unceitain, Penelope Devereux, who was pretty 
certainly Stella, was already married to Lord Rich when Sidney 
married F'rances Walsingham m 1583, but all attempts to date the 
sonnets exactly are guesswork. 

Their form is that specially English scheme in w'hidi the triumjihs 
of Shakespeare were to be achieved, and which is arranged in three 
quatrains and a (oiiplet ; while the rh)me arrangement vacillates. 
The uncertainty, however, of the period is .shown in the occasional 
adoption of Alexandrines instead of decas} llables as the base verse— 
an undoubted mistake, as the Alexandrine in Engli.sh is too long a 
line to adapt itself in bulk to any complicated stave. 

Many minor details show', as this does, the immaturity of the 
writer, and the f.ict that he wxis waiting, so to speak, in the dark, or 
only with the dim lights of Surrey, Wyatt, and Sackville to help him. 
But the stuff is of the best. The final line of the first sonnet — 

Fool ! said my muse to me, look in thy heart and write ; 
the splendid soar of the opening of the seventh - 

When Nature made her chief w'ork, Stclla’.s eyes, 

In colour black why wrapt she beams so bright t 
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the famous “ Moon ” sonnet, familiar from many anthologies, and 
exhibiting in the most interesting fashion the superiority of the 
opening couplet—of the first jet— to what follows ; the enigmatical 
‘‘ I might,” on which many hypotheses have been built ; the various 
“ Sleep ” sonnets, exercises m a most favourite tourney of the age ; 
the interesting 

I never drank of Aganippe’s well ; 


the brilliant extravagance of the “Edward the Fourth” piece; and 
the stately music of the hundred and seventh and hundred and tenth 
sonnets— 


and 


Stella, since thou of light a piincebs art, 


Leave me, oh love, which leachcs but to dust,— 


these things, with many others, make up a tale which in the circum¬ 
stances is merely astounding. The songs included in Astrophel and 
Stella^ with one exception, arc a little inferior to the sonnets, but they 
are not less interesting, inasmuch as the effort to secure a lyric 
medium is obvious, and though not quite successful, js not wholly 
defeated. The heavy thud of the best work of (moge and Church¬ 
yard, even of Tuiberville and (jascoigne, is gone. We do not yet 
quite “ sing,” but we have quite got rid of the fatal drop into unques¬ 
tioned “ saying.” And in all Sidney’s verse—the Arcadia fragments, 
the Psalm versions, etc.—this sense of the broken ice, of the fleeing 
winter, of “ Lent coming with love to town ” at last, is the pervading 
charm. 

The virtues of his prose are different, and have been partly 
anticipated The Apology 01 Defence (first printed as the former in 
i;95) has so far an interest of style that it is in parts straightfor- 
w^ardly and vigorously written. Put its interest of matter far outruns 
this. Gosson (see note ante') had exhibited the clash of the two 
currents of the day which had most force in them—the scholarly 
and literary impulse on the one hand, and the Puritan “ craving for 
righteousness,” as some call it (the intense desire to make somebody 
else uncomfortable even at a slight sacrifice to yourself, as it is 
phrased by others), Sidney, a scholar, a poet to the bone, and an 
experienced politician, young as he was, must have felt the danger, 
and may have attempted a sort of niodiis vivendi; yet much of the 
Apology^ in its exaltation of the classical theories, is 
merely an echo of what had been said twenty years 
earlier by the Pleiade in France, if not of the common 
form of the Renaissance in all countries. It is unlucky, no doubt, 
that he joins the heretics who say that verse is only an accident of 
poetry, and that he condemns that very mixture of tragedy and 
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comedy which at the moment in two different countries, Spam and 
England, was raisinj^^ and to raise the drama to su(h a height as it 
had never previously attained. But no one ( an Ije inoie wise than 
destiny. 

'J'he A 7 radia is, except m scale, less intercstini^, if only for the 
tolerably sufficient leason that it is excessively difficult to make out 
exactly how much of it is Sidney’s at all. lie wisln^d, it is said, on 
his deathbed, to burn it. But his sister would not consent, and as 
ZZ/c C(>i/?i/css of ]\^mb7'okc\s Anai/nr it was published in i 590. It 
is an obvious following of the late (jreek lomames and the Spanish 
Aviaiiis senes, in the spirit which was at the same lime, 01 a little 
later, to bring forth llonoie d’Urfe’s Astnr and the enormous roll 
of French imitations. It is thus principally noticeable m scheme as 
an instance of the impulse towards prose fiction whic h has affected 
all ages, though it never came to .inythmg till long after 
\\x.A 7 .aiiia high hcroic spirit it displays capti¬ 

vated all good wits m its own and the following generation. But it is 
a “ Teudenz-hooV ” rather than a book in itself, and it illustrates the 
eager striving which animated Sidney’s circle with less success than 
Astrop/tel ami Stella. The mannerisms of its style, which have 
puzzled and misled commentatcirs, appear, as has been said, to be 
directly imitated from the Spanish ^ 

It may be thought that too much space is given to Sidney. 
Yet his personality does seem in some strange way to have rayed 
out more influence than that of any man of his generation. And his 
positive achievement has been more often belittled than exaggerated. 
Indeed, if Edmund .S|)enser himself had died when Sidney did, and if 
nothing of his survived but what was published before that date, 
there would be poetical justification for calling Sidney the greater, 
though the less accomplished, poet of the two. 

Very little is known, though a good deal has been laboriously 
inferred and conjectured, about Spenser s jiarcntage and his early years 
generally, 'fhere is no reasonable doubt that he was of a family of 
Spensers settled near Burnley in Lancashire ; but he was 

Sjuiistr jjQjn in London about 1552. He appears to have been a 
Merchant Taylors’ boy, and certainly matriculated at Pembroke Hall, 
Cambridge, in 1569. He seems to have been poor, and was assisted 
from charitable funds. But if (and there can be no reasonable doubt 
of it) the translations from Petrarch and Du Bellay into English blank 
verse, which appeared in the same year in Van der Noodt’s Theatre of 
Voluptuous JVo7'hillu£s, and which in 1591 were, with alterations from 
blank \’crse to rhyme, reprinted as his, be genuine, they are evidence 

^ See p 271 St/ of Mr Davul Hjiiii.u'.s 'Jhe Latif (Fdinbuigh, 

1898) 
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that he was a very promising scholar. He remained at college for 
the then usual seven years, taking his Bachelor’s degree in 1573, and 
his Master’s in 1576. He was not fortunate enough to change his 
si/arship for a fellowship ; and seems to have left Cambridge for the 
North With very dubious prospecis. He had, however, made filends 
with a man somewhat older than himself, Clabriel Hai vcy, a Fellow of 
'J’linity Hcdl. By 1578 Haivey had, in some way or other, secured 
the patronage of the powerful favourite J.eicester, and he wrote 
to Spenser to come and share his good lu( k. Whether, as is at least 
probable, this was the origin of Spenser’s introduction to Sidney, 
Leicester’s nephew, or whether, as suggested above, Fulke Creville 
had made the Cambrulge literary group l 4 iown to lus schoolfellow, 
IS impossible to say, and does not matter^ indeed, the two things 
are cpiite compatible. But Spenser was uncjuestionably from this 
time enlisted in the Leicester House set, and he seems to have 
been s^h^ by Leicester to France m the autumn of J579. Next 
year he was made secietary to Lord (}rey of Wilton, Deputy of 
Ireland, and with him was present at the famous Smcrwick business, 
where a crew of Spanish .ind I’apal filibusters were put to the sword, 
on the 10th of November. He did not lcM\e Ireland with (irey, but 
received various offices theie, and m 1 588 obtained, or rather bought, 
an allotment of some three thousand acres of the forfeited Desmond 
lands in County Cork at Kilcolman, where he pn^ceeded to reside, 
buying also the ofiico of Clerk of the Council of Munster. In 1589 
he went back to England, being now under the protection of another 
favourite, Raleigh. He spent at least part of two Nears in l.ondon, 
frcc|uenting the C'ourt and playing the part of suitor, not without 
some grumbling But he obtained a pension of ^50 a year, a 
considerable sum for the time and sovereign, against, as tradition 
has it, the influence of Burleigh. Three years later, at the mature 
age of forty-two, but v\ith poetical results worthy of twenty, he 
married a certain Eh/abeth, probably Elizabeth Boyle. He went 
back ag^ain to London m 1595; but the end of his days was not far 
off. In 1597 he returned to Kilcolman w'ltli his wife and three, soon 
to be four, children. He became Sheriff of Cork in September 1598, 
and immediately afterwards Tyrone’s rebellion broke out, Kilcolman 
W’as burnt and Spenser fled, first to Cork and then to London, where, 
in January 1599, he died, there is no trustworthy evidence from wfliat 
cause, 

Spenser’s life, though the facts arc scanty, is not uninteresting, 
and it is not cjuitc unimportant to know that he shared the strenuous 
and varied living of his great time; but he might not have done this 
and yet be one of the foremost figures of English literature. His 
plans and projects w ere numerous and early ; not a few of them 
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seem to have been actually carried out, though no remains exist. 
But his exile in the hills of the North, though it seems to have wit¬ 
nessed an unhappy love-affair with the “ Rosalind ” of the Calendar^ 
j^avc him lime to exercise poetical genius. Nearly ten years had 
passed since he showed what he could do as a mere boy in Van der 
Noodt’s book, when this hi^ first real work appeared, ushered and 
commented on by one Pk K.,” “from my lodging at London this 
loth of Apiil 1579,” dedicated to Sidney and addre-^sed by the editor 
to Gabriel Har\ey. 

About this “ E. K.” disputes ha\e arisen. One monstrous theory 
has been started to the effect that it was Spcnsei in mask—a theory 
of which all that can be said is that, if it be true, Siienser, instead 
of being, as he is gener.illy taken to have been, one of the noblest 
and most high-minded of English men of letters, was a shameless 
self-puffer. Indeed, the style and general tone arc unlike SpensePs, 
and argue very little original genius or even talent in the writer. 
That Spenser may have supplied some of the information is very 
probable, and would not he m the least discreditable. Meanwhile 
“ E. K.” is identified, in fair likelihood, with a certain Tulward Kirke, 
a conteini)orary and friend of Harvey and Spenser. He supplies a 
good deal of elaborate ushering, some not useless glossarial and other 
exposition, a fi'w comments, harmless if nothing more. If he is to be 
believed, he wrote other commentaiies on woiks of Spenser’s wdnch 
have not come dowm to us 

( As for the Calcnda7- itself, it is a collection of Iw’elve eclogues, 
one for each month of the year, and mostly, though not always, in 
dialogue. There is no prevailing metre, the first eclogue being in 
the six-lino stanza ; the second in the famous metre which, as we 
have seen, is found as far back as the Genesis and Exodus of the 
thirteenth century, but wIjk h Coleridge thought himself to have 
invented, and certainly re-invented, m C/ir/siade/; the third m another 
six-line stanza of shoiter lines; the fourth divided between elegiac 
Cjuatrains and a lyric sta\ e ; the fifth half Chaucer, half Chrisiabel ; the 
sixth in octaves ; the seventh in the rather lolloping eights and sixes 
which the earliest Edizabethan poets had lo\'ed ; the eighth partly in 
sixains, partly in eights and sixes, treated with more freedom than 
before; the ninth again in the Christahel form ; the tenth in a 
different si.xam ; the eleventh again in quatrains and a sort o^Pindaric ; 
and the twelfth in the sixains of the first. Each has at the end one 
or more “ emblems ”—a variety of the “ posies ” so much affected by 
the Elizabethans. 

( The general scheme of the poem or poems w’as taken naturally 
from preceding eclogue-writers—Theocritus, Virgil, and the moderns, 
Mantuan, Marot, and so forth. The language (as ought to have 
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been seen from the first, and indeed was partly) is not a natural 
dialect of any kind or district, but partly imitated from Chaucer, 
partly seasoned with Northern words. It is much cruder and more 
unskilfully archaic than the exquisite vocabulary which Spenser was 
soon to work out for the Faerie Oiiecuc; and is chiefly responsible 
for Ben Jonson’s too cavalier sentence that Spenser “in imitating the 
ancients wiit no langua.c^e 

The Shepherd's Ca/endar^ does ncit contain any of the finest 
passai^es of its aiithoi’s jioetry, but it at least shows the existence of 
an instrument on which the finest jiassa^es of poetiy could be played. 
Eor the next ten years Spenser was busy on other things as well 
as on poetry, and it Mas not till the ist of December 1589 that the 
first three books of the !'aerie (Ji/eeiie were entered at Stationers’ 
Hall. They a)jpeared 111 the following spring. In 1591 a volume 
containing J'he Rinn^ of Tum\ Ihe l'eari> of the Muses^ rir^^i/’s Gnai^ 
Mother Hnbhard'‘ s l'ah\ The Ri/i/is of RomCy Miiiopotiiioii, and the 
r/sio/n^ and including, as lias been said, a rcMsion of the twenty 
yeais earlier j’fvemlia^ was published It is woith noticing that 
Spenser here for himself, as Kirke had earlier done for him, gives a 
list of promised books which newer appeared 'I’his phenomenon 
IS by no means uncommon in literature, and it may l^e set clowm 
with ecpial probability to an actnc imagination outrunning possibility, 
«ind to a ruthless critical teiniier which w’ould not allow’ anything 
that it did not think perfect to apjiear. This xolume w'as generally 
entitled ( 'oniplaints^ Spenser at this time being in melaiu'holy mood, 
and Ihiphnaida^ which follow’cd, exhibits the same diift. His marriage 
changed his tone remarkaldy, and 1595 saw iha Amoretti sonnets, 
hpithalanuuin^ and Calm Cloiifs Come JIoine Again ; w^hile at the 
very earliest of 1596, the completion of the 1 'aerie Oueem\ except 
the odd c'antos, was pubhslicd, with the glorious Fair Hym)n\ and 
the Rrothatainium, not like the iLpithaianiiidm on himself, followed. 
He published nothing more, his prose State of Ireland not appearing 
till long afterwards. 'J'liere arc no Spenserian Apocryplia worth 
mentioning, save Britaiifs Jda^ a pretty poem, but quite obviously 
of a later cast, in the key of the imitations of Shakespeare’s two 
earlier poems and Mailowe’s Hero and Leander. 

Almost the whole of this later work (w'lth, in the c'ase of the 
1591 volume, exceptions for some evidently early things not quite 
perfectly revised) stands on the same level and deserves the same 
praise. The towering bulk and the substantive interest of the Faerie 

^ The title w'as undoubtedly t.ikcn from a book extremely populai in divers 
languages with the generation befoie—a work of astrological, medical, moial, and 
miscellaneous infoimation, the eaily English form of which has been reprinted by 
Dr. Sommer, London, 1892. 
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Quec?ie ^nve it the necessary supremacy amon^ its smaller peers. 
P>ut if they stood alone without the epic and without the Calend<r7\ we 
should undoubtedly be deploring the unkind fate which had pievented 
the po(‘t who gave us these from giving us anything greater. The 
1591 \olLime and Daphnania rank much neaier to the Caloidar th.in 
the rest of the minor works ; their positive beauty is not of thc‘ 
absolut(‘ly commanding ordei Yet then* is a < ertain advaiu e in the 
mastery of imne veise, in tlie f.i< ulty ot communK .itmg “cry’ and 
ec ho. And m Mo/hcr I/id)batd'\ 'I'alc there has been generally and 
rightly notic(‘d the exhibition of .1 satiiical faculty which is not 
subsidiary, which is complementary, to the faculties displayed in the 

But the others are of far higher (juality The ProiJudamhim for 
Lady Ehz.ibeth and Lady K<itherine Somerset is a delightful poem ; 
but It naturally lacks the personal ]).ission of the Attiorctfi and Uie 
KpPhidtimium^ the former the best early sonnets in tinal (oupletform 
next to Shakesjie.ire, the lattei by common consent unsurpassed in 
Its owai kind, as arc the Four Hymns in theirs. 'I'hese poems, 
which It IS very desirable to t.ike together, e\})ress a [leculiar 
Renaissance noU*, the union of intellectual and s(‘nsual lapture, 
as no others do. And their form (oiresponds to then matter. 'The 
poet can by this time do anything he likes with rhyme .ind ihythm, 
with language and metric .il scheme. No bead-roll of the greatest 
poems in English, whith disregards conditions of mere bulk, tan omit 
the Epiih(da 7 ntum and the l 'on?‘ Hymns. 

' Neveithc'less the Fame (Jucenc., the best known, is also the best 
of Spenser’s wmrk. In this great poem, w-hich some h.i\e put first 
for actual greatness, and which can hardly in any com})Ctent estimate 
yield the jilac e for ( harm, if not for majesty, among long ])oenis in 
English, Sjienser disjilays at the \ery full all the gifts and graces 
whic h he show'ed in his minor work, and moie. The Calendar and 
the Sonnets^ the ]\pllJiaJainnfffi and the Jlymns.^ are but the chapels 
and chantries of the cathedral of the h'aenc (Jnecne. Rather strange 
attempts have sometimes been made to belittle the achievement, 
which IS the most striking and the most pervading in the book, 
the invention of the Sjicnserian stanza. Some have even said that 
he “took it from the Italians,’' which m any sense which is not next 
to nonsense is simply false. Others have dismissed it as a simple 
puttings of an Alexandrine on to the eight-hne stanza. The fact is 
that it is one of the crowning achievements of poetical inspiration in 
form. It stands alone in the combination of individual beauty and 
faculty, with suitableness to a long connected poem. Naturally, and 
it might seem inevitably, the latter quality is found in nearly all 
verse forms to exist in inverse ratio to the former. The Spenseiian 
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almost alone combines the two ; and while the single stanza is often 
as complete and as beautiful as a sonnet, the whole flows with an 
evenness and absence of break which not the most ingeniously 
arranged “sonnet-sequence” has ever attained. 

The poet’s success in language is certainly more contestable ; 
but not much diminution can be allowed in the credit due for it. 
The extreme and somctirnes rather rugged archaism of the Calendar 
has been smoothed away, and Spenser’s immense advance in melody 
at once makes it easy for him to select only beautiful words, and 
unnecessary for him to carry aichaism beyond a slight degree. It is 
but now and then that there w^ould be any difficulty in printing a 
stanza of the Faenc Oi/eene in modem spelling wathoiit a single strange 
w'ord, though no doubt the poet sometitnes sees his account m using 
licenses both in vocabulary and spelling. 

With such a metre and such a lexicon marvels in verbal music 
become almost easy. Hardly any tw'o stan/as of this enormous w^oik 
will be found exactly to repeat each other in cadence. The secrets 
of varying the ca'sura of the line and of using or abstaining from 
enjanibemcnt or overlapping, wdiich have been by turns ignored, re¬ 
covered, and abused, and on which rests practically the wdiole art 
of rescuing any metre from monotony, w'ere perfectly w'ell knowm to 
Spenser, and as cunningly used by bun as by any c^f his follow’ers. 
Nor can he be said to be ignorant, though he employes them rather 
less, of the other Iw’o great metrical secrets, the use of trisyllabic 
feel and the distribution of w'ords of varying weight and length over 
the line. 

As for subject, SpensePs was a great one ; and it w’as capable, 
even in his own time, of being regarded from curiously diverse points 
of view. Half told as the tale is, it is impossible to be certain how- 
far Spenser had a fixed plan of adjusting the w hole to that slightly 
concealed allegory of the state of England which, though too much 
attention may be paid to it, the poem does contain. There wxas more 
than the mere courtiership of the time in the obvious glances at 
Queen Elizabeth, not merely m (Ilonana, but in Eelphoebe, and 
pcrhapis to some extent in Eritomart. We may wish that there were 
less colour for the hint of Leicester in Prince Arthur, and of Queen 
Mary in Duessa, and it may seem rather idle curiosity to inquire 
whether Artegall really has anything to do wath Lord Grey of Wilton, 
wLcrc Raleigh comes in, and so forth. There can, however, be no 
doubt that there is a certain amount of double meaning of the kind, 
that it interested contemporai ies, and that it was intended to lead up 
to some sort of end. Indeed, the general story of the chief characters, 
though very slowly and with vast overlayings, does make some pro¬ 
gress even as it is amid the completer histofieties of the adventures 
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of the several Knights of the Virtues, and the almost bewildering 
panorama of beautiful pictures which the poet rails up at every step, 
and which no doubt constitute the mam interest and delight of the 
poem to modern readers. 

To Spenser, morc'over, as to all the g-reat men of his great gene¬ 
ration, virtue and vice were not commonplaces m any sense that 
admitted of their being despicable or negligible. By a rcdoublement 
of his allegory—not so much the allegory, which had not yet entirely 
relaxed its v^ery tvrannous hold on the later Middle Ages, as that 
which must always maintain its giasp on poetry — the lujcrie 
( 2 ueene was also intended to be a picture of Life, of Conduct, worked 
out by the ticatment of certain great \hrtues or excellences. Holiness, 
Temperance, and Chastity, Friendship, Justice, and Courtesy, aie 
celebrated in the books actually existing Magnificence, in the full 
Aristotelian sense (though he must rather have meant Magnanimity), 
was intended, we learn, at once to provide the special subject of 
another, and, as exeniplihed by Prince Arthur, to appear m and 
dominate them all. But of the actual distribution of the last six 
books no trustv\orthy testimony remains, and only tradition vouches 
for the fact that they, or some of them, perished in the sack of 
Kilcolman. Only the odd “cantos of Mutabihtv,” intended to be 
attached to a book of Constancy, siirvuve ; and as they are not 
inferior (they contain the gorgeous procession of the Months and 
Seasons) to the very best of the earlier work, it is pretty certain that 
what we have lost would be no disappointment if it were found. 
Indeed it is, for many sound reasons of poetical criticism, extremely 
probable that Spenser piocecded on the plan of indulging his genius 
by the composition of great fragments such as this, and, instead of 
hastily cobbling up a context, left them till he could worthily work 
them into the larger whole. 

It IS not tiue that such passages, though they are not perhaps 
very difficult to identify and separate now^adays, form the sole or 
even the chief attraction of the poem. On the contrary, they arc 
never so beautiful as in their proper places ; and the Faerie Quex7u\ 
more than almost any other poem, demands and deserves to be read as 
a whole if its full charm is to be comprehended and enjoyed. But 
there js no nxisonable doubt that the accessories of Spenser’s scheme 
have become of more importance in poetical appeal than those things 
which to him were perhaps the chief. We shall never, if wc are wise, 
forget that he is, as Milton called him, “ our sage and serious Spenser,” 
but wisdom will still insist that we regard him first of all as the poet 
and prophet of Beauty—the beauty of heaven and of earth alike. 

This is perhaps the best place to notice a strange craze already 
referred to, which seems at one puie to have been in danger of 
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seriously infecting Spenser the projected “ reform ” of P'nglish verse 
by the production of actual classical metres, especially hexameters. 

This was a general and, strange as it may seem, a not quite unin¬ 
telligible mania of the Renaissance generally, and had been tried in 
other countries besides England. The reason of it is perfectly plain. 
The eager spirits of the day in both France and England 
had outgrown the good old verse of their respective Via/?* 
nations; they thought (and rightly) that the recent 
\vnse was not very good, and being as yet novices in comparative 
criticism, they jumped to the conclusion that what they justly 
admired in Greek and Latin poetry might be reproduced, or at least 
rivalled, by the use of an identical prosody. It was certain that such 
a learned body as the Sidneiaii dicjuc would at le.ist not reject this 
notion ah and for a time it seems to have received a favour¬ 

able hearing there. Ascham, a delightful prose w'riter but of a most 
unpoetical turn, had advocated the thing long before, and Thomas 
Drant, another St. John’s man of a younger generation, had left 
certain posthumous rules on the subject. 

This mania was taken up, either from crotchet or sincerely, by 
many in- and outside Sidney’s circle, including the meritorious critic 
Webbe (7//V/c and by none more than by (Ld)riel Harvey, 

who had become Fellow of Trinity Hall. Harvey is one of those 
intrinsically unimportant persons who by accident have acquired a 
very considerable place in literary history ; and there have even been 
fierce battles over the question whether he w'as a pedant or not. If 
not, it is very difficult to know to whom the adjective can apply. 
He W'as a genuine scholar in his own way—pedants very often, 
though not invariably, are. He deserves much thanks for having 
managed to put Spenser in the way of a preferment which enabled 
him to follow his genius instead of languishing as a poor scholar or 
hiding himself aw-ay as a country curate. It is not so certain that 
Harvey was wholly to blame for the distaste which he showed to the 
London Bohemian school, which will be shortly noticed ; the great 
Marprelate dispute in which he w’as mixed up is still so mysterious in 
parts that it is very difficult to form any but the most guarded judg¬ 
ment on any matter connected with it ; and it is certain that his 
principal literary antagonist and reviler, Thomas Nash, was at least 
as unscrupulous as he was clever. 

But Harvey is condemned out of his own mouth. It is not Nash 
but himself who informs us that he thought the Faerie Qiiccne —the 
greatest poem that English literature had yet seen but one, if with 
that exception, and the greatest poem save three or four, if with 
these exceptions, that English literature was to see—a fantastic trifle, 
much inferior to nine pseudo-classical “comedies,” probably some- 
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thing like Daniel’s later ones, which Spenser had also written, and 
which he had the good sense never to print. And again, it is not 
Nash, nor any one who trusts to Nash, but Harvey who tells us 
that he believed in the hexameter craze, that he exemplified it in 
many preposterous examples, and that he tried to force it on his 
contemporaries. 

It IS not certain how far Spenser himself was seriously carried 
away by this lunacy. Some have seen nothing but irony m the 
somewhat guarded and fair-spoken replies which he makes to Harvey 
on the subject, and it is certain that his own attempts in the style 
are few and rather laboriously ineffective, with a touch of genius in 
them, than hopelessly mad and bad. Lut we may perhaps see in his 
attitude rather that of an honest jierplcxity striving to adjust itself to 
what his elders and betters seemed to like, but convinced of their 
error by native genius, than any deliberate/cr.v//474,'c 

At any rate, he did little in the kind. Others were less wary, 
and Richard Stanyhurst, an Irish gentleman, achieved one of the 
most preposterous books of English literature in his version of Virgil. 
Nor did the craze die soon. It was formally revived after some years, 
and with some differences, by an exquisite poet m true English verse, 
Thomas Campion, and formally denounced by a true though less 
exquisite poet, Samuel Daniel. It animated, as we shall see, the 
interesting if limited body of Elizabethan critics. And the echo of it 
may be found long afterw'ards in Milton’s curious heresies about 
rhyme—-heresies which may be set down in part to an innate genius 
for blank verse striving to assert itself, but which, seeing that Milton 
could wTite as beautifully in rhyme as wathout it, may be more safely 
imputed to the singular cross-gramedness, the innate nonconformity, 
which mark the author of Paradise Lost in almost every relation of 
life and literature. 

Besides Sidney, Spenser, and xhew c^racioso Harvey, the Leicester 
House circle included divers othei men of letters. Sir Edw'ard Dyer, 
a very great friend of Sidney’s and one of the pall-bearers at his 
funeral, but an older man, has the accidental interest of 
.s?(^K‘y^Tirli(^ ^i‘'iving been born at vSharpham Park m Somersetshire, 
the birthplace neaily two centuries later of Fielding. 
He was an Oxford man, a traveller, a diplomatist and courtier, and 
he outlived Elizabeth, dying in 1607. He had a very great reputa¬ 
tion in his time as a poet, but his remains are small, and only one of 
them, the famous and excellent, but not superexcellent. 

My mind to me a kingdom is, 

has obtained much place in the general memory. ' Abraham Fraunce, 
a protege of Sidney’s, was a Shrewsbury boy and a Fellow of St. 
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John’s College, Cambridge. His name occurs with fair frequency in 
the literature of the time, and he appears to have been a good 
scholai, but the most interesting thing about him is that he quoted 
the Faerie Quccne two years before it was published. 

More important than Dyer, and much more important than 
Fraunce, was 'Phomas Watson, a rather short-lived bard who died in 
1592 at the age of thirty-five, but who, save for a certain frigidity, 
would take a high place, and who perhaps, considering 
his earliness, deserves no low one as it is. Watson,^ 
who w'as a Londoner by birth and an Oxford man by education, trans¬ 
lated the Aniigonc into Latin in 1581 , but next year he produced an 
English verse book of gre.it mark, the J/daiompaf/iia^ or Passiofiafe 
Century of Sonnets. 'Phis, it is important to observe, w’as the very 
first of the great Elizabethan sonnet-collections, for Sidney’s, though 
written, did not appear till years afterwards, and it w^as the tenth, not 
the ninth, decade of the century which saw the regular sonnet out¬ 
burst. Watson was dead before this, but after his death another 
sequenc.e, the Tear^; of Fancy., made its appearance, and he did 
other work. 

It is just possible that if Watson had Ined a little longer (though 
he w’as outgrowing the ripest poetical age when he died), or if he had 
been born a little latei, the frigidity abo\e referred to would have 
been melted. It appears to be the result, not so much of any want of 
natural heat m the poet, as of his mind being somewhat sickbed o’er 
with learning. As was the case wuth all these early ^Elizabethan poets 
of the great age, e.xrept Spenser, he could not w^ear this learning lightly, 
anrl he hardly dared use a phrase or form a wash if somebody (ireek 
or Roman, somebody French or Italian, had not authorised the pro¬ 
ceeding. 1 hat the sonnets of the Hecatonipathta are not quatorzains, 
bii a long eighteen-line form, of a class which the Italians had 
wisely feiected, does not matter much. 'Phe form is not so successful 
as the quatorzain, but neither Watson nor anybody else could tell that 
till he had tried it. It is more fatal that each piece has a prose 
commentary and discussion of itself, pointing out its originals and its 
special features with parallel passages and all the most approved 
apparatus of classical editing. The 7 ears of Fancy are couplet- 
tipped quatorzains, after what is the specially English model; but 
ihey do not gain much m freedom. Perhaps nowhere do we feel, 
so much as in reading Watson, the enormous benefit wdiich w^as 
conferred upon English literature by the lawless excesses of the 
playwrights—some of them, Shakespeare at their head, men of no 
University culture at all. 

It cannot be said that the last (and except Spenser and Sidney 
1 Ed. Arbcr. 

T 
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by far the greatest) of this set who remains to be noticed offers any 
exception to this caution. Fulke Grevihe,^ who was exactly Sidney’s 

c rfviiie contemporary, was born at Ecauchamp Court, Warwick¬ 
shire, in which county Ins father represented a good 
family, w hile his mother was of the illustrious house of the Nevilles. 
He and “Astrophel ” entered Shrew'sbury together, and though they 
were parted during their University sojourn, the friendship continued, 
and the tw^o served together, when they w^ere tw^enty-three, on an 
embassy to the Palatinate. Grevillc w'as heir to great wealth, and 
increased it by liuying lucrative offices. He w'as a favourite of the 
Queen who, no doubt, did not like him less because he seemed to 
have no fancy for marriage. He was knighted in 1597. 

At the opening of the new^ I'cign, Gieville, who had already 
received many gifts from THizabeth, had Warwack Castle, which has 
remained with his descendants, bestow'cd on him. In 1614 he be¬ 
came C'hancellor of the Exchequei ; and in 1620 was ennobled as 
Lord Iliookc of Ileauchamp. Eight years later he waas, it is said, 
stabbed by a serxant in his house, the name and site of w'hich are 
perpetuated by Tit00k Street, Holborn. In his youth he seems 
to have been the fnend of most of the best men of his time from 
Sidney to Lac on ; in his age he ajipears, though not certainly, to have 
acquired a character for avarice .ind morosencss. Almost nothing of 
his considerable w'ork waas published during his lifetime, the chief 
exception being the play of J/us/ft/j/za, 1601. Some of his poems 
appeared in 1633, his Ijfc of Sidney in 1652, and more poems in 
1670 He was thus a practitioner in all three kinds, poetry, prose, 
and drama, and it is probable, though not certain, that his best work 
was early. 

The plays Mnsiapha and A/n/iam^ w'hirh could not possibly be 
acted, show the influence of the coterie m their form, w’hich is that 
of the Scnccan drama chiefly, and liave a double portion of that 
special characteristic of (irevillc winch will be noticed presently, as 
have his longer poems or poetical tractates on Monarchy and other 
things. But Civlica is one of the earliest, and certainly one of the 
most remarkable, of the fashionable sonnet and song'^ collections to a 
real or imaginary mistress. Some of the things in it arc purely 
delightful, the best of all being that beginning 

I, with whose colours Myra dressed her head. 

But as a rule delight, except of a very peculiar kind, is not the 
sensation wdnch Greville is apt to excite. Like Donne, his junior by 
some years, though with less exquisite exceptions to the rule of his 


1 Works, ed. (irosart, 4 vols. privately printed, 1870. 
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incompleteness, he is an example at once of the immense capability 
and of the desperate dangers of the Elizabethan cast of thought, and 
(till the dramatists had broken down many of its trammels) of the 
Elizabethan conception of literature. (Ireville would not write for the 
vulgar, and, as has been seen, he scarcely condescended to give it 
any opportunities of judging his work. From first to last there 
seems to have been on him a sense that liteiaturc ought above all 
things to be scholarly in form and elegant m substance, that it ought 
not to deal with trivial things, that “words to the w'ise,” cryptic 
raptures, enigmatical sentences were the things to attempt. Not 
meiely the “abstruscr cogitations” m verse, in which Lamb had 
perhaps a slightly paradoxical though no doubt also a genuine 
delight, but his simplest prose works, exhibit tins characteristic of 
laboured remoteness as do hardly any other things in English. In 
both he is eccentric, unpopular, impossible, but not iincharming. 

A few indnidual poets and two interesting groups of poems have 
still to be noticed as properly contemporary with Spenser, Shake¬ 
speare and Drayton and Daniel being kept for later treatment. The 
chief of the former w'as William Warner, a poet who ^vamer 
had his resurrection rather too early, and who perhaps 
on that account (he figures m Chalmers’s Pods has had rather less 
attention than he deserves. Warner, who w'as probably born in 
1558, and certainly died in 1609, w’as born m Oxfordshire and 
educated at Oxford, became an attorney, attached himself in some 
w’ay to Lord llunsdon, perliaps translated the A/rmrc/imt, and 
certainly wrote A/bioji^s Eiti^land^ 1586, and Syrinx^ i 597- The 
latter, a collection of prose stones, is not of much importance ; 

- MMofi's Efiyhuid has a good deal. At first sight it fidls distinctly 
into the earlier and ruder class, being wiitten in fourteeners, which, 
liowever, the poet did not divide, as his only modern editor has for 
convenience’ .sake ruthlessly divided them, into eights and sixes. It 
anticipates Drayton and Daniel ; and it show's some similarity to 
Sjienser, not in its verse, but in its attention to the history of England ; 
while it has a further likeness to Drayton m trying to do for the 
hi.story very n\uch what the Polyolbion does for the topography of 
the island. 'Fherc is little of the new learned grace or of the new 
passion about the thing ; but it has many vivid touches, some 
passages of rhetorical force, and a general sense of power. 

The poets other than Warner, w'lth two exceptions, were not better 
executants than himself, and were much smaller men. Thomas Howell, 
an outsider of the Sidneian group, who wrote from i 568 to 1581 things 
almost sufficiently designated by their titles —The Arbor of A mi tie^ 
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his Dci’iccs^ etc.—belongs to a lower division of the same class with 
Tiiiberville and (ioogc. Humphrey Gifford, whose Posie of Gil/y- 
flo7vc7's appeared in 1580, has much more original force, could do the 
ballad measure well, has a spirited war-song, and some skipping 
anticipation of the Nynnphtiha measure Much below either is 
Matthew Gro\’e, whose poems were published in 1587, but must 
have been written someuhat earlier. Yet the care \vhich has been 
expended in reprinting these * is not lost, because nothing can be 
more valuable than to have, at such periods as these, specimens of 
the ordinary run of verse. When such verse comes to be written, as 
in our own time and in others, by hundreds of volumes eveiy year, it 
ceases to possess this interest altogether, and, except in the case of 
some singular cataclysm, is not likely to recover it. But some would 
except from these remarks the pair above referred to—Richard 
Bamfield (1574-1626) and Robert Southwell (i 560 ?-] 595). 'I’he 
former,^ a Staffordshire squire, wrote not a little, but his memory is 
chiefly attached to The Affertiotiafe Shepherd (1594), an amatory 
poem of classical or Italian rather than English inspiration, some 
others of no very dissimilar character, and one exquisite thing, the 
famous 

As It fell ujion a day, 


which used to be ascribed to Shakespeare. Southwell,'’ a Jesuit priest, 
who w'as imprisoned and executed as a traitor, h.is also, but more 
certainly, left one splendid poem, The Burning Babe^ and other re¬ 
ligious pieces, which, in spirit if not in form, are much above the 
average. 

The two groups which have been referred to above as necessary 
to complete the survey of poets strictly contemporary w'llh Spenser 
are the sonneteers and satirists. Both, in their close connection with 
each other, and in their apparent adoption of fashionable styles, show 
that immaturity which is still characteristic of the time ; each in 
different w'ays show's that lime’s abounding faculty. 

It IS not possible to decide with absolute c ertainty what induced 
the sonnet outburst of the last decade of the sixteenth century in 
England, and especially of its middle years. The form “non moins 
docte que plaisantc invention itahenne,” as Du BcIIay 
sonneteers calls it—was no novclty in the colder climes of England 
uf 1592*96 France; it had taken both by assault nearly two 

generations earlier wuth Wyatt and Mclhn de Saint-Gielais. But it 
is perhaps the best testimony to Sidney’s real importance in English 
literature, that it was not till after his death, and till his sonnets 


^ All three rippc-nr in Di. Grosait’s OaasioNal Jss7u's 
“ Ed Arbei. Ed. Grosart. 
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were gradually divulged, that the sonnet outburst came. There was 
no mistake about it when it did come. .Sidney’s poems became 
known to the general in 1591, and the earliest form of Constable’s 
(see below) next year. In 1593 appeared three remarkable collec¬ 
tions, wholly or mainly in sonnet form, the PiU'thoiophil and 
Pa7'thenoJ>he of Tiarnabe Barnes, the Ltiia of Giles Fletcher, and 
the Pfnilis of Thomas Lodge.^ Lodg^e will reappear as a satirist, 
as a dramatist, and also as a pamphleteer. The chief achievement 
of P’lctcher is to have been the father of two poets better than 
himself; and the sonnets of neither are very remarkable, though 
they testify to the powerful influence m the air. Barnes, though he 
did other work in prose and verse (a Treatise of Offices^ a Divine 
Centiiiy of Spiritual Sonnets^ a ^jlay called the DeviVs Charter) 
must stand or fall by Pa?-thenophtL It has been variously judged, 
and can never by a sane judgment be set extremely high, seeing 
that the author has no measure and would sometimes be much 
the better for having some. But it is a good s}:)ecimcn of the 
poetical intoxication of the time, which contrasts so curiously w ith the 
unintentional sobriety of the Googes and even the Gascoignes.- 

These pioneers of the sonnet seem to ha\e encouraged follow’ers, 
for the next year, 1594, was very fertile m similar books. William 
Percy, a cadet of the house of Northumberland, and an Oxford 
man, published Cevtia (the trick of framing the set of sonnets as an 
address to a real or feigned mistress established itself at once). 
Two major poets, Drayton and Daniel, who will have separate notice 
later, issued, the first hica^ the second Delia, An anonymous 
collection, Zephei'ia,, has not only intrinsic merit, but is one of the 
few Eliza jethan books which represent very strongly and directly 
the French Pleiade influence. Willoughby’s Ai’isa (nothing is 
known of Willoughby or of Avisa, but the book has been drawn 
into the Shakespearian comment-vortex), though not formally consist¬ 
ing of sonnets, belongs to the group m other ways. But this group’s 
most characteristic constituent was the fuller form of Constable’s 
Diana, 

We know^ a very little more about Henry Constable*^ than about 
most of the interesting and obscuic personages of the time; but we 
do not know' \ery much. He was probably of the distinguished 

^ All these, with most of thosi* to be mentioned presently, except Zepheria, 
me m Di Orosait’s Oetauonal Jsnu’s Several, including Zt’/Z/er/a, are m Mr. 
Aiber’s English Carncr 

Hariies’s birth- and death-dates are unknown He was a friend of (jabriel 
Harvey's, and, as Harvey's fiionds weie wont to be, imu'h mixed up in th(‘ literary 
asperities ol the time, being for instance bitterl\ l.unpooned by 'I'liomas Campion. 
Hut we have no real knowledge about him 

^ Poems, ed. Hazlitt, I.,ondon, 1859. 
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family still seated in the Tloldcrncss district of Yorkshire ; he may 
have been born about 1554 (some say in 1562); he seems to 
Const'iMe taken his decree at St. John’s College, Cambridge, 

in 1579; and he was a friend of the bacons; but he 
was a Roman Catholic, and, as such, inevitably a member of an 
Ojiposition which m those days was exposed to things more 
unpleasant tlian mere exclusion from office. How he can, as some 
say, have formed jiart of Queen Mary’s household m Scotland is 
not clear, seeing that he cannot have been more than fourteen at the 
date of the battle of Langside ; but he certainly spent much of his 
middle life m exile abroad ; and when he revisited England towards 
the end of the Queen’s reign, lie was thiown into the Tower, whem c 
he only emerged after James’s .iccession, and then not at once. He 
died before 1616 (some say in 1613). His verse was very highly 
esteemed by liis contemporaries. It consists of the twenty-eight 
sonnets (twenty-tliiee only had been printed in 1592) of Diana^ 
the title of which, if it be n(‘(ess.iry to seek any speci.d origin for a 
thing which might have had so many, was piobably suggested by 
the famous Diana of Montemayor ; of another thirty 01 more, obtained 
from MS. on profane, ami some sevemteen on spiritual, subjects ; of 
four jiielixed to Sidney’s Apo/oi^^y w'hen it was jirmted, ami of four 
contributions, not sonnets, to Knyhindh Ifcluon. 'J'he note of the 
whole of this \voik is a remark.d^le elegance and scholarly jierfec- 
tion, less “ translunarv ” perhaps th.in the brightest comet or rocket 
effects of Elizabethan poetry, but steadier, more sustained, and in 
correcter taste. 

A/a 7 ia, by “J. C. in 1595, contained sonnets by name which 
are as far from the sonnet nature as those of Az'nsa, ljut which are, 
as verses, sometimes pretty, though usually slim. And 1596 made 
up for the comparative sterility of its predecessor by giving not 
merely Spenser’s admirable Anioreft/^ but thrive cycles by persons 
of whom next to nothing is known, D/i/fssa by Raitholomew Griffin, 
DtcUa by Richard Lym h, and 67/4^7r by William Smith. Fidcs'sa 
is the best of the three. Robert 'Tofte "added Laura in 1597, and 
Alba in 1598. The general characteristics of these sonnets will be 
best given in the Interchapter summarising this Rook. Rut the 
poetic impulse which they show was diffused over all the later years 
of the reign, and it is not least well shown m the last and best of the 
Elizabethan Miscellanies, Kngla?iiVs Helicon (1600) and Davison’s 
Poetical Rhapsody (ibo2). 

The tendency of the Elizabethans to write in schools, and after 
for some time neglecting a model that lay before them, to copy it in 
flocks, is only less exhibited in the curious group of satires which 
coincided with the sonnet outbreak. Wyatt, if he had not quite 
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hit, had gone very near to, the regular satire form, and Gascoigne 
had actually achieved it; but their examples for a time produced no 
effect. It is still very uncertain what credence is to 
be attached to a MS. ascription of Donne^s Satires to 
a date as early as 1593; and Donne’s work will be best 
treated together and m the next Book. But Lodge, so often 
mentioned, and to be mentioned, most certainly issued A />> for 
Momus^ satirical in substance and in form couplets, as early as 1595; 
whiHi makes the challenge of Jose}jh Hall, afterwards Bishop, to 
^‘follow him who list, And be the second English satirist,” a piece of 
rather ill-tasted jactation. Hall published his Vir^idemiariim in 
1597, and was followed by Marslon the dramatist with Satires 
accompanying his Pypnahods Imaye in 1598, and The Scourge 0] 
Villainy in 1599. Guilpin’s Skialciheia, Tourneur’s Transfomied 
Metamorphosis^ and a few other things belong to the same school 
and nearly the same date.^ 

It IS a school not to be contemned if we look at its members ; less 
estimable, perhaps, if we look at this particular division of their 
w'orks. Almost aP are tainted w-ith a very great coarseness, and 
injured by a singular and still not quite intelligible harshness of 
verse, which is most plausibly explained as coming fiom a corrupt 
imitation of Persius. The satire, like satire generally, has some 
value for its picture of manners, especially in Hall and Donne; but 
even this is vitiated by an obvious and rather tedious exaggeration 
both of tone and detail, w^hich reaches its acme in Marston, as 
obscurity of thought and phrase does in Touineur and roughness of 
versification in Donne. 

^ Donne’s and M.irslun’s satires are in all he editions of then work, Hall’s 
are in Dr (Jiosart’s Oimsional Issms, as is Sk ilethcia. the Tranpormed Meta- 
morphoui^ ib 111 Mr. Churton Collins’s edition o lourneui 

\lafth Edition, The study of the sonnetee s has been immensely facilitated 
by Mr Sidney Lee’s learrangement and amj ifiLation ol Mr. Arbor’s Eniilnli 
Ganivr issues in two \ols. oi Eliza bet ha n SohUits (London, 190^). This con¬ 
tains an Inirodintion of gieat length, leainmg, and \alue But it may be pcrniilted 
to suggest that Mr Lee lays rathei too mucl stiess on the borrowed character 
of the Lh/.ibethan sonnet. 'J he latts are [leihr ps not quite so much m favour of 
boirowmg (still less of stealing) as of a eerCii “ community of goods ” among 
sonneteers e\er sums' IVtiaich, and inde(*d In-fo him ] 



CHAPTER V 

THE UNIVERSITY Wl'I’S 

The g-eneral drama of 1570-90—The Umvcisity Wits—I^yly—His plays—Peele 
—(iioeno—Mailowe—Kvd-- Lodge Nasli—Their work - Its kind in drama 
—Its vchiele in blank verse—Peele’s i)lays—I'hose of Greene, Lodge, Nash, 
and Kyd—I he l)ncs t)f the group—Mailowe’s plays 

The history of the English dramji during the particular stage of 
evolution which preceded its fullest development is, except m one 
well-defined and interestingly-peopled section, not so much difficult 
, as impossible to trace. We have seen how the dramatic 
drama ot work even of a person who stands out from the common 
r57o-yo- so much as Stephen (iosson is (though it would 

have been to the interest of the actors and poets whom he deserted 
to publish it) entirely lost. We know that the “ Marprelate ” con¬ 
troversy {in'de next chapter) was actually brought on the stage in the 
Armada year or thereabouts, and the fact that, as we should expect, 
the play was instantly stopped, does not entirely account for, still 
less reconcile us to, the loss of the piece. Above all, it must have 
been at this time, that is to say m the years between i 570 and 1 590, 
that the early chronicle-plays and others which Shakespeare honoured 
by selecting them as the canvases or palimpsest parchments for his 
owm work first saw the light and the boards. But such remnants as 
we have of these plays are almost invariably of later date in their 
existing forms. 

For the disappearance of this transition work more than one 
cause*, probable a ;^)rio 7 'i if not certain historically, is usually and 
reasonably assigned. Not only were the plays wanted for acting, not 
reading ; but it was in the first place the clear interest of the rival 
companies, strolling or fixed, to keep their rt^pertoircs as much as 
possible to themselves. Further, the constant demand for novelty 
by audiences, and perhaps also the operation, in a different form, of 
the just-mentioned wish to keep a monopoly, seem to have led to 
the working up from time to time of old favourite pieces with new 
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ial, either by members of the company or poets specially 
ccl. The variations which (to take examples both from the 
ling and end of the seventeenth century) we find between the 
quaito and folio editions of Shakespeare’s Hivnlet^ between the quarto 
and the folio of Dryden’s and Davenant’s ada})lation of the Tempest^ 
show in the case of known men, who had an interest in keeping 
their work in some form, what must have happened in the case of 
unknown men, who were usually botching up, for a few shillings, matter , 
which had not come to be regarded with even the smallest literary 
interest. " H ^ ^ ’ 

Towards the close of this twilight period, however, we come to 
a group of dramatic work jiroduced by known or at least named 
persons (for our positive knowledge of most of them is extremely 
small), distinguished from the doggerel of the inter¬ 
ludes and the starched sterility of the early blank verse 
plays by the presence in almost all cases of considerable, 
and in one or two of all but the highest, gifts, and exhibiting a very 
interesting eomnumity of ciicuinstance, equipment, and even definite 
literary aim. All these men were probably, and all but one or two 
were certainly, of Uni\ersity training, an advantage less uniformly 
possessed by their immediate suc cessors. For once the centie and 
source of a great literary movement m England was what it ought to 
have been the tw’O Universities. Not indeed that in all cases the 
various sets which fostered, and the \arious schemes which carried 
out, the literary developments of the time were actually formed at 
Oxford or at Cambridge, though there is reason to believe that in 
most cases they wrre. JUit the vast majority of the distinguished 
writers of t ic time (Sliakespeare, it may be remembered, is not early) 
were University men ; their friendships, whii h m the eager discussion 
of literary novelties alw'ays jilay so great a part, were in many cases 
University friendships ; and it is notorious that the mighty group of 
playwu'ights who founded the English drama w^ere called, not quite 
amiably, by the players who employed and rivalled them, “ University 
Wits.” ' 

In this honourable function Cambridge had a little (though not 
so much as very pardonable jiartisanship has sometimes endeavoured 
to make out) the piiorily and the predominance. Thus Harvey, the 
“regent” (m scholastic and French sense at least) of the Areopagus 
or Sidneian coterie, was a Cambridge man, and so was Spenser ; but 
Sidney himself was of Oxford. Of the great early dramatic group 
Marlowe, Cheenc, and Nash were Cambridge men, but Lyly, Peele, 

^ The locui, clameus for all this is The Rctm'n from Parnassus, an extremely 
interesting set of three plays, first completely printed by W D. Maciay (Oxford, 
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and Lodge were Oxonians, as Greene himself subsequently became 
by incorporation. But there is no need to urge this controversy. 
The important point is that both the Universities did now begin to 
play, and played as they never quite have done since, their proper 
part m the national literary life, "i'he reasons for this are not diffi¬ 
cult to find, but they are interesting. The conversion of monastic 
property, and the shutting up of chantries, mon.istenes, etc., as 
outlets for jirivate benevolence and piety, had made the founding of 
colleges, and of grammar-schools, the feeders of colleges, more than 
ever jiopular. I'he climbing of the secular clergy on the ruins of the 
rcig^ul.ir, the jiermission of marriage to them, and their close con¬ 
nection with the collegiate system, established perhaps the happiest 
combined scheme of education and professional subsistence that any 
country has ever had—a sc heme existing nearly untoucJied till our 
own day, when it was rashly upset. The various forms of new learn¬ 
ing made the Univ^ersities interesting, not least owing to their con¬ 
tests with the old ; the g'radual opening of piofessional careers to 
laymen gave outlet and promotion from them ; and if the demand in 
this w'ay for clever graduates was not so great as now, it w^as in¬ 
creased m a way not now opeii by the institution, bad or good, of 
great men’s households, about w'huh young men of education and 
promise were wont to hang in a fashion, vague and now not quite 
intellgpble, but certain as a matter of historic fact. 

The oldest of the University Wits, though an outsider of the prin¬ 
cipal group, was probably John Lyly, and he deserves first mention 
not merely for this double fact, but because his chief literary perform- 
^ j ance (to be mentioned in the next chapter) was, though 
not in diarna, considerably anterior to most of their 
w^ork. Although we do not know very much about him even in his earlier 
dates, while his later arc quite obscure, our knowledge is full and 
clear when compared to the “] 3 lanket ol the dark” which surrounds 
such names as those of Kyd and, later, Dekker. Lyly was a man of 
Kent, and must have been born somew^here about 1553. He went 
to Oxford, his college being Magdalen (where he was probably a 
demy), took his degree m 1573, and tried a year later to obtain a 
fellow'ship throug-h Cecil’s interest. In the spring cjf 1 S 79 he took 
his' place onc.e for all, though with an inteival of obscuration, in 
English literature by Euphues (^ndc infra\ and in the same year 
was incorporated at Cambridge. He furnished Thomas Watson 
(vide suprd) with a letter commendatory in 1582, and between 1584 
and 1594 (in the first year at least he was still battelhng at Mag¬ 
dalen) furnished the Revels with nine plays, acted by the choristers 
either of the Chapel Royal or St. I’aul’s. These are Campaspe^ 
Sappho and P/uw, Endymion^ Galatea^ Midas, Mother Bofnbie, the 
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IVotnan hi the Moon^ the Mai(V<i Metamorphosis (?), and Lovc*s Meta¬ 
morphosis. A dismal petition to the Queen in 1593 sums itself up 
in one of its clauses : “Thirteen years your Highness’s servant and 
yet nothing.” After this we know nothing of him positively, and 
even the entry vvhirh is supposed to be that of his death in 1606 is 
only connected with him by guesswork, for “ Lyly ” (Lilly, Lillie, 
etc ) has always been a common enough name, and there is little 
iilentification m “John.” 

Lyly’s plays,^ like his person, stand quite apart from those of the 
rest of the group, with which they have nothing in common except 
the strong classicism, the presence of “Unnersity wit,” the striking 
breach with the old tradition of horseplay interlude or ^ 

wooden tragedy, the c\({iiisite l}nc which sometimes 
diversities them, and their inliuence on the greatest dramatist of the 
next or any age. Written not for the public stage but as court 
amusements (or “abridgments,” as Theseus would say), they have 
a good deal in common with the Masque. The ver) maiked, not to 
say conceited style, and the strong, almost bitter, satirical spirit 
which appear in Euphaes are also visdde. but their most interest¬ 
ing histoiical characteiistic is the way m which, uncertainly and 
tentatively, they strike out the way of Romantic Comedy, the most 
arduous and least frequently trodden of all dramatic ways, but when 
trodden successfully the way to the rarest and choic'cst of dramatic 
paradises. We must not say that if thcie had been no Etidymion 
and Wdman ni the Moon there would have been no Midsummer 
Night's Dream and no As You Like Jt. but we may say boldly 
that before As You Like If and A Midsummer jVioht’s Dream it is 
vain to 1(')k for anything of their special cpiality elsewhere than in 
Lyly. 

At all events the difference between these plays and those of the 
other members of the group is most remarkable, and lies not merely 
in individual genius but in kind. The whole scheme and texture con¬ 
trast with the vast majority of the work from J^eelc to Shirley. 'Ihey 
come nearer to the anticpie form of the Interlude, though with little 
or none of the ci tidily of this. Eudymion is a eu])huistic allegory, 
where the loves of the hero, of Cynthia, and of Tellus, themselves but 
a shadowy centre or canvas, are fringed with humours more shadowy 
still. Idle accepted story of Campaspe and Apelles is treated in the 
same manner; wdiile those of Sappho and ClaUtea form mere start¬ 
ing-points, from which the author diverges in directions not at all 
warranted by what may be called his authorities. It is much the 
same with Midas^ while in the three last certain plays (the Maid's 

^ Ed. KnrlioU, 2 vols l.,uii(ioii, 1858. IToiks, vd. Bond, 3 vols O.xfoid, 1902. 
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Metamorphosis ^ is not at all like Lyly) the writer trusts his fiincy 
almost entirely, weaving, for instance, in the lVo?nan in the Moon^ 
out of the myth of Pandora a satire on woman, only suggested, and 
that m a most modern fashion, by the original. In short, the 
dramatic element in these plays is more than shadowy, it is phantcas- 
magoiic ; and the form does hardly more than ser\'e as vehicle for 
the author’s glittering, if somewhat cold, fancy, his melancholy satire, 
and the point-ite-Tne spruceness of his tyiannically mannered style. 
He “ sits a little apart,” like Claverhouse in iramtenn^ 1 J"i///e’s 7 h/c, 
and there is nothing in him of the “dancing and deray ” of the rest. 

Of these (icorge I^ecle- was slightly the eldest. He seems to have 
been of a Devonshire family, but may have been boin in London 
about 1558. He v<ls at any rate a illue Coat boy and a member ol 
j Lroadgates Hall (later J’embroke College) at Clxford, 
where he took his degrees—B A. in i 577, M./\. two years 
later. I’eele remained even longer than the customary seven years 
at Oxford, and seems to have only left it on his marriage, when he 
went to London and at once fell among the literary set. But he 
did not break his connection with his Univeisit), and m 1583, ha\ing 
already distinguished himself as .1 jilaywright, su]:)ennt(‘ndcd the 
production of (lager’s Latin pl.iys at Christ Chinch before Prince 
Casimii. In the s.ime ytar he contiibuted commendatoiy verse to 
/-/i'catompathia Next >ear appeared his Ai‘raii^nment 0/ 
Pans, a sort of mascjuc which had been wiitten for the children of 
the Chapel Royal to jilay before the Queen. In yet ancHher year, 
1585, he was charged by the City with the disposing of the Lord 
Mayor’s pageant, then no \ ulgar thing. 

These d(‘tails are not otiose, because, though they cannot be 
said positively to disprove, they do not by any means fit in with, the 
tradition which makes of Peele a Bohemian lepiobate, who died of 
debauchery and lived as a sort of vulgai Villon in London taverns. 
The former scandal is due to a gibe of Francis Meres, the egregious 
person who spoke of Anthony Munday ■' as our best plotter (though 
there was possibly a gibe in this too) ; the second depends almost 

^ This piece (whith is net in Fairlwlt’s edition, but will be found in the first 
volume of Mr Bullcn’s O/cf Flay^, London, i 88 j ) is in couplets chielly, whereas 
Lyly mostly affects lilank verse or prose, and has been ihouLdit, with some prob¬ 
ability, to be an e.irJv work of John J lay 

Kd Dyco, 111 I vol. w'llh Gieene (London, 1885) , ed Bullen, 2 vols. 
(lAindon, 1888). 

® Munday (15^3-1633) w'as one of the busiest liteiary hacks of the time, a 
playwright, a constant botcher-up of pamphlets about eriines and executions (he 
had brought about some of the latter as an ex-Jesuit seminarist and informer 
against Jesuits), and a voluminous, but according to Southey unfaithful, trans 
lalor of the Spanish Romances of chivaliy. 
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wholly on an apocryphal farrago of stories, most of them centuries 
older than F*eele’s time, called the Jests of Geo?'ge l\elc or Cieorge 
“ i^yeboard ” (a play on the name). There is absolutely no knoun 
fact in the case except a letter of Pocle’s to Burleigh in 1596 (two 
years before, according to Meres, he died), which letter pleads 
poverty and sickness. It is ])ossible for a man to be poor and ill 
without debauchery being the cause of citlier inconvenience. 

Indeed much of the sUitf which has been talked about the loose 
lives of this j^roup of men of letters may be brushed away here iti 
1 inline. It has been most insufficiently remembered—first, that the 
Puritan party, then growing alwM\s stionger and more unscrupulous, 
stuck at no libels against everybod> and everything connected with 
the stage ; secondly, that quarrels and jealousies between men of 
letters, unfortunately, have not been unknown to any age ; thirdly, 
that the appetite for scandal m re.iders and the cjucst for “ copy ” 
in writers were not checked or corrected by any exact and regular 
;ittcstation of fact. “ Cro water’s cfiicxsts’ were known, but it maybe 
suspected that they were \ery irregularly held : there was no regular 
system of police, stid less any of incalic.il inspection, registration of 
deaths, and the like. In short, though theie is no eMclence justify- 
mg«us in regarding the life of the Uui\(‘rsity W’lts in town as a 
pattern of morality and sclf-iestiaint, the evidence to the contrary is 
of the flimsiest and most suspu'ious description In any case, Peele 
suffered less from it than either IMarlow'e or (ireene. 

Of this famous jiair (Ireene, the less gifted, was the older His 
birth-year is not known, but he may have been as old as Peele and 
can hardly have been born later than 1560. At any rale, he was 
admitted at St. John’s Cc^llege, Cambridge, m 1575, and 
took his degree four years later. He subsequently not 
only proceeded M.A. m his owm Uni\ersit\ but was incorporated as 
such at Oxford. Meanwhile he had traA'elled in Italy and Spam, 
and on his return to England in 1580 had launched one of the 
so-called “Pamphlets,” which will be dealt with in our next chapter, 
or rather he had obtained a hcen.se for it. For almost exactly a 
decade, from 1582 to i 592, he seems to have lived in London (for the 
attempts to identify him with a Robert Greene w^ho during part of 
the lime w’as m ordeis and held a living are quite gratuitous), and he 
certainly died in the year last named For some time before his 
death he had been engaged m waiting a senes of pamphlets, some 
of wdiich appeared posthumously, and one of wdnch, the Gnoaf s-worth 
of Wit., contains a famous passage about his friends and Shakespeare, 
or at least “ Shakescenc.” These purport to be dying speeches of re¬ 
pentance from a man who was conscious of an evil life and washed to 
warn his friends. They w^ere taken at more than the letter by others, 
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and .1 legend, due mostly to Gabriel Harvey, grew up of Greene’s 
having died of a surfeit of “pickled herrings and Rhenish,’’ and of 
his having lived in disreputable associations for some time previously. 

The (ireene legend is still less lurid than that of Greene’s greatest 
companion. Christopher Marlowe \vas of rather lower social status 
than Peele and (ireene, both of whom seem to have been sons of per¬ 
sons of some position. His father was a shoemaker at 
Canterliury, a clerk of St. Mary’s Church there, and a free¬ 
man of the (ity. The poet was born in i 564, and at the age of seven¬ 
teen, after earlier education at the King’s School of his native place, 
entered Eenet (Corpus Christi) College, Cambridge. I’erhaps he was 
a/r^//<,Vof the Chief IJaron Manwood, a Sandwich and Canterbury 
magnate, on whom Marlow'e perhaps w'rote a Latin epitaph. Eut all 
these things are uncertain, and some of them shaie the uncomfortable 
doubts thrown on the trustworthiness of John Payne Collier. At 
any rate Marlow^e (whose name occurs in the original documents in 
varieties—Marly, Marlcn, Marlyn, and so forth - unusual even for 
that age of orthogiaphu license) took his BA. rather soon, in 1583, 
and his M.A. about the usual time from matriculation, in 1587. He 
must have gone immediately to I.ondon, for I'amhurlaincv^Ti's, produced 
m the same year, or even in 1586, though it wa^' not produce^ 01 
published under his name. Jli:» c.ireer was cxtraoidinanly short, and 
except from the legend we know nothing of it, while even the closing 
fact tliat he wms stabbed in the eye by a certain Francis Archer in a 
tavern at Deptford on 16th June 1593, the blow' being gnen by 
Archer m self-defence, is partly legendary, and the slayer’s name is 
sometimes given as Ingram. Fuither, the occasion of the quarrel, 
if it has any evidence at all, rests on an allusion in a satire of 
Marston’s, which has absolutely no verific'ation. I’uithcr yet, some 
of the unlucky persons wdio have grubbed up every wretched docu¬ 
ment about our great men of letters of this time have unearthed an 
information by one Bame or Baines, a man wdio was aftcM'vvards 
hanged at I'yburn, charging Marlowe wath disgusting vices, wath 
loathsome blasphemy, and with the most offensive brag and chatter 
about both. It is not sentiment but a sound feeling wdnch has led 
all true scholars to take refuge in the magnificent eulogy of Drayton, 
who must have had abundant knowdedge, and who was no milksop, 
though we know that he held aloof from the Boheinianism of the gutter. 

This nauseous form of gossip fortunately gatheis less about the 
rest of our group. Of the birth, fortunes, and death of Kycl next to 
nothing was known till the very recent discoveries of Mr. Boas. 

He may have been born about 1568, and was somehow 
involved in the charges against Marlowe. Of Lodge 
and Nash we know a little more, but of the first even legend has 
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nothing grimy to say» and of the latter not much. Doth were named 
Thomas. Lodge was the son of a Lord Mayor and w^ent to Trinity 
College, Oxford ; while that he look to literature early is ^ ^ 
shown by his answering Cosson, vuic sj/pra^ I 579- L 
is thought that he was probably then about man’s estate. ITc for some 
years pursued the w’ay of play, poem, and pamphlet. Lut by a fortu¬ 
nate chance, w'hich may partly ac count for his escaping the snares of 
London, he went to sea with Ca\endish m 1591, and on his return, 
though he at first settled down to the old luetary round, he seems to 
have soon had enough of it. He turned to medicine, took degrees 
at Avignon and Oxford, became a Roman Catholic, and died in 1625. 

Nash, the last of the group, was also the youngest. He was born 
in 1567, the son of a minister at Low'estoft, and entered vSt. John’s 
College, C'ambridge, as a sizar in 1582, when Creene had already 
made, and Marlow'e w’as just about to make, a reputa¬ 
tion. He died in the year of the century, at the age 
of only thirty-three, having lived apparently rather a struggling than 
a jovial life, having stoutly defended his friends (he left Cambridge 
in I 589, and therelore had time to know' Greene and Marlow'e), having 
done much rather ephemeral but vigorous and inteiesting w'ork, in 
ptOse chiefly, and having repented with a repentance not open to the 
suspicion which besets that of his master and model Greene. He 
had perhaps the least genius of all the set, but he had abundant 
talent, and w'as even more than any of them a t\j^e. 

But It IS tunc to pass from the lives of these men, so little knowm, 
SO idly chattered over, so unimportant except to themselves, to their 
perennially imjiortant and interesting w'ork. The constituents of this 
have been summed up above--play, poem, pamphlet. 

„ , IT, » F >1 1 Thfirwork. 

From Marlowe and Kyd we have no pamphlets ; from 

Lodge very little play ; from Nash not very much more, and hardly 
any non-dramatic v^erse w'oith speaking of But the thiee classes 
were in this or that way the work of all. The prose wall be dealt 
wath in the next chapter; the non-dramatic verse—save in the case 
of Mailowe’s Hero and I^eande?', and the exquisite lyrics which most 
of the group with unpremeditated, certainly with unimitated, art 
could pour forth—is not of much importance. “ "J'hc play’s the thing ” 
with the group as such. 

The devotees of explanation hav'e weai'ied themselves over attempts 
to get at the origin of tins play. J Vahaps it cannot be got at. Dickens, 
with all his genius, was not a very literal y person, and yet he settled 
the riddle of literary history once for all in his account of 
the origin of Pickwick “ I thought of Mr. Pickwick,” 
he says ; but how he thought of Mr. Ihckwick he does 
not tell us ; probably he could not have told. It will be enough 
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for the wise that to some man or some group of men in England 
somewhere about 1580 the kind, blended as usual, of English 
play suggested itself. It is related to the older developments of the 
interlude ; it is related to the classical play; it is still more closely 
related to the cuiious sub-variety of that play which was achieved in 
Nero’s tune by Seneca the tragedian, which affected all Renaissance 
Europe Avith so strange an influence, and which, as has been told 
above, had been already introduced into English. Kyd, one of the 
group, translated ConicUc^ the most Senecan of the great Pleiade 
dramatist (iarnier’s imitations of Seneca. AH his companions, it is 
clear, were students of Seneca Fortunately, however, what ultimately 
attracted them most m this enigmatical writer w.is not the regular 
but the irregular side of him—not the stately iambic and the correct 
construction, but tin' lyric excursions of the chorus, the frcc[uent 
tendency to the introduction of ghosts and supernatural agencies, 
the “blood and thundei,” the bombast and the rant. It m.iy seem 
a singular thing to give cntical thanks for these last. Yet, so f.ir as 
it IS possible to decide upon such matters, it is practically certain 
that the period of viok'ut fermentation for which these things served 
as yeast did aciually give us, and to all appearance w'as needed to 
give us, the strong wine of the comjileted and perfei ted drama for 
some thirty or forty years after Marlowe’s death. The earliest 
Elizabethan theatre had many faults, but the worst of them is its 
terrible flatness and w'oodcnness. The drama of the Mailovve school 
may be called, if any one ple.ises, “a barb.iric yau'p” ; but it is, at 
any rate when it is characteristic, never wooden and never flat. 

Nobody ever innovates all at once and all of a piece ; and it 
would have been something like a miracle if all of this drama had 
been characteristic. On the contrary, a good deal of it ap})roaches 
the older stamp, and this may be particularly said to be 
\\Vuikversl" with the work of the two eldest of the group, 

Lyly and I’eele, though both informed it with far 
greater literary gifts and accomplishments than any earlier diamatisi 
except Sackville had had it in him to show. This may be due, not 
merely to their age, but to the fact that, as has been said, both 
catered, rather for ( ourt and other similar pageants than for the 
rough appetite of the popular theatre. But both did w'ork strikingly 
good, and Peelc much more than Lyly exhibits proficiency in that 
strange new vehicle of dramatic blank verse whic:h is the triumph 
and glory of the school, wdiich practically gave us Shakespeare, and 
wdiich in isolated examples was fashioned—by Marlowe especially, but 
also by more than one other member of the school—with a majesty 
and music never since surpassed. 

This is one of the points in which Lyly stands apart. He has 
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blank verse, but it is of a different quality, and by far the greater part 
of his plays is in prose,—the natural instrument, though he could 
disport himself charmingly in lyric, of the author of ^ ^ 

Ettphttc'i. Where blank verse appears, as in the ]Vo?na/i 
in the Moon^ it is noticeable that the play is late, and that the fashion 
of the verse has nothing in it very individual. Peelc, if Sir Clyonwn and 
Sir Claniydes be really his, wrote at least one play in the old fourteener 
which had been so popular, and which, as Shakespeare’s Love\^ 
lAdwiii^s J.ost^ to take no other example, shows, retained its hold upon 
writers and hearers pretty late. 'I'his play, which may be called a 
romantic interlude—it has a “vice” and two or three allegorical 
characters besides Alexander the Great, the two knights, queens, 
princesses, etc.—is of great inl(‘iest, marking as it does an experi¬ 
ment in transition. T he very eaily Arrajonnunt of Fai'is is part 
in fourtecners and in heroics, part in blank verse. Edward /.—a 
play which has been rather unnecessarily leriled, because it adopts a 
popular ballad-scandal against Eleanor of Castile-—has prose, blank 
verse, and doggerel. The Old UiiuA Ya/c, which, in more ways than 
one, comes close to Lyly, is m prose with blank-verse passages. The 
Battle of Alcazar TmiX David and Ikthmbc are in blank verse only. 
Taking these facts together, combining with them that of Peele’s 
seniority to Marlowe, and then e.xamming the texture and quality of 
his blank verse itself, we may probably assign to this writer the chief 
originating impulse in the great change uhich the group impressed 
upon the form. His own, though it never attains to Marlowe’s 
“might,” is much sweeter than Marlowe’s usual strain, and perhaps 
more equably good. He has not discarded all the tricks which we 
noticed in Gascoigne, being still fond (though not to the extent of the 
Steel Glass') of beginning batches or arrangements in verse with the 
same or nearly the same phrase. He has not quite emerged from 
the tyranny of the stopped line, though he seldom or never allows 
his feet to btuin]i with the wooden tramp of Gorboduc. But he has 
learnt modulation, variety, cadence, and occasionally he can even 
soar —the best gift that this group discovered in the unrhymed deca- 
syllable. It would be hard to find, in any author born earlier, such 
a “ tower ” of verse as in this speech of Tamar, which yet is not one 
of Peele’s stock beauties— 

Cast, as was Eva, fr{)ni that glorious soil, 

Where all delights sat bating, winged with thoughts 
Ready to nestle in her naked breasts. 

To bare and barren vales with floods made waste— 

To desert woods and hills with lightning scorched 

Where ^ death, wheie^ shame, where ^ hell, where ^ horror sit. 

^ The original has “ with," but “ where" is clearly needed. 

U 
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And he is sometimes almost .Aliltonic (Milton was a student of Pecle) 
in such “carryings over” as — 

My sister 7 'hniTiar, when he feigned 
Sickness. 

In fact, the bl.Tnk verse of E’eele would repay a far fuller study than it 
is possible to j^ive it heie. 

The minor members of the group are less remarkable in this 
respect. Circcne,^ especially in liis best play, P'nar Baton and B'tiar 
Bunguv^ succeeds occasionally in imititing both the soaring and the 
fluency of Peele ; but, as a rule, he is still somewhat too 
('.rreiierLodge, mucli acldictcd to the stopped line Lodge, an agreeable 
Na^h, and prose writer and a charming lyrist, suffers still more 
from this old fault m Ins only known unassisted play, the 
IVounds of Civil \]\ir Nash, a great p)amphletcer, has ])ut two plays 
to his credit, of which Dido is known to be partly the w^ork of Marlowe, 
while great part of Will Summer's Testameni is in prose, and the 
blank verse not merely shows a constant tendency to drop into 
couplet, but has no very distinct (juahty even when it is pure. Kyd, 
the last of the group, is much more important than any of these as 
a ]ilaywright. But Jeronimo^ if it be his, constantly lapses into 
couplets; the Spanish Tragedy shows something of the same 
tendency as well as much of the sto])ped line ; while the enormous 
speeches of Cornelia, overmastered by the monotony of their French 
original, succumb with too much regularity to the same malign 
influence. 

But side by sich* vith the faculty for blank verse, all the poets 
hitherto mentioned have a lyric gift which certainly ought to have 
suppled and inspirited their “blanks,” and perhaps did so. The 
universally known “ Cupid and Cnmjiasjie ” of Lyly is 
The lyriLs inost regular, by no means of the 

most charming, of the songs scattered about his plays ; 
and here as m other respects Pecle is even more than his compeer. 
Cireene’s lyrical work, which is fortunately obtainable - separately 
from his very inaccessible prose and not too common theatre, contains 

^ ^ His dramatic \V(jrk.s, A Lookiny-G/a^'* for London (the history of Nineveh 
written with Lodge), James the Fourth of Scotland (cjuite unhistoncal), Alphonsus 
of Arnigon, etc., aie with Peele in Dyce’s ed , and by themselves in n Clarendon 
Press ed. (1905) hy Piofessor C^hurton C'ollins JTose complete only in Dr. 
Grosart’s “ Huth Library ” Lodge’s and Kyd’s plays aie m Ha/litl’s Dodsley, 
and Kyd in a Clarendon Press ed. (1900) by Professor Boas Nash is in course 
of editing by Mi. R M'Kerrow (London, 1904 stj , vols. 1 111 ) 

2 See Dyce’s and Collins’s edd. of plays, and a volume of Bell’s I^oets (with 
Marlowe’s). See also Hell’s Songs from the Dramatists and Mr. Hullen’s Lyiia 
Jrom Elizabethan Dramatists and Romanies, 
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nothing so exquisite as the best of these two nien‘b work or of 
Lodge’s ; but is more abundant, has a little less the chararter of the 
mere snatch, and seldom or never sinks below a level more than 
respectable. As for Lodge himself it is in pure poetry, not m drama 
or in prose, that he can make his safest claim to a high position in 
English literature. His famous madrigal, “Love in my bosom like a 
bee,” nearly the most charming specimen of a charming kind, then 
popular, is very closely approached by others of his achievements. 
Kyd and Nash seem to liave had their lips less touched to song ; 
and Marlowe’s taste does not seem very frequently to have inclined 
him to the lyric, thougdi another w’orld-renowned evamplc, “The 
Passionate Shepherd,” shows what he could do when he chose. But 
his great contribution to poetry other than dramatic w’as the still 
more “ passionate ” narrative of Hero and Leandcr^ which ranks wath 
Shakesfieare’s Juvenilia, and, if it lacks the range and amplitude 
which, even at this early time, distinguish the work of Shakespeare, 
exceeds them in intensity and flame. 

In Marlowe ^ himself the mighty line is so closely associated with 
the whole spirit and tendenc) of his drama that we cannot but take 
them together. We have from him, besides the work just mentioned, 
and some translations of Ovid and Lucan, seven plays 
—the two parts of Tamlmrlatne^ Doctor Faiutus^ 'The 
Je 7 v of Maltay Edward the Second^ the Massacre at Dan 
and Dido. The two last aie the weakest, and contain little which 
we can feel sure that others may not have written Of the remain¬ 
ing five Edward the Second is a regular chronu le-play, aiming at 
some unity of construction ; the other four romantic tragedies of the 
wildest ’<md. In the two parts of Tanibie? tame the conqueror, in¬ 
vincible in fight, insatiable of bloodshed, and hardly human except 
bv his love for his wife, “ di\ me Zenocratc,” sw'eeps slowly past, 
regardless of all power and life and majesty but his owm, trampling 
on Bajazet, putting man, woman and child to the sword, “ show¬ 
ing ” the virgins of Antioch “ death ” at the point of his lances, and 
only worsted by Death himself, who carries off first Zenocrate and 
then the tyrant. There is here no central action, only a dissolving 
senes of scenes of terror and blood ; no character except the dim and 
gigantic one of Tamburlaine. If the poet’s imagination wTre of a 
less grandiose magnificence, or if he were not able to interpret it to 
us by the unsurpassed splendour and majesty of Ins versification and 
phraseology, the thing would be simply dull. The scale is too vast, 
the personalities too vague even to excite lively and poignant terror. 

It has not even “ the fierce vexation of a dream,” only the chaos 
of one. 

' Ed. Dyce in one volume , ed Hullen in three. 
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This cannot quite be said of the Je%v of Malta. Barabas, the hero, 
is very much more of a person than the huge and shadowy figure of 
Tamburlaine, and the action is concentrated, or at any rate confined, 
within a much more manageable area. But the illimitable, the apeh'on 
of Marlowe’s imagination, intimates itself, for good and for evil, here 
also. Although the procession of the Jew’s crimes is almost as little 
artistic as that of Tamburlame’s triumphs and butcheries, the 
intensity of the poet’s personification of hatred and avarice and quasi¬ 
religious jealousy makes it far more alive, ^'et perhaps no play 
makes us feel so acutely and distinctly the difference between Marlowe 
and Shakespeare, even if we take for comparison such possibly 
doubtful and certainly early and immature work as Titus Amh^omeus. 
Aaron has not received the touches which make lago and Richard, 
Shylock and Macbeth w'hat they arc. He has still much, and too 
much, about him of the mere liorror-mongermg which is characteristic 
of this middle sta^e of our drama, and he is, of course, much less 
magnificent than Barabas. But he is also much more of a human 
being 

Although it is among the mo^t chaotic, there can be little doubt 
that Doctor Faustus is the best of Marlowe’s plays. Foi the chaos 
here is not quite out of keeping wath the wald theme ; and that theme 
itself, in every other respect, is absolutel) suited to Marlowe’s genius. 
The whole spirit of the Faust story comports with—nay positively 
requires—not so miK'Ii a regular dramatic action as a phantasmagoria ; 
and its separate scenes are, most of them, well suited to stimulate the 
towering imagination, the passionate fancy, the tameless and restless 
energy of this woncleifully though partially endowed poet. That the 
Helen passage and the death scene contain, with the single exception 
—if with that—of the great purple patch of Tambia'taine., as to “ the 
pens that poets held,” the most exc|uisite outbursts of sheer poetry in 
Marlowe, is no more than we should expect from the coincidence 
of inspiring quality m the subject and formal competence in the 
worker. 

Edivard the Second falls short, for the complement of the reason 
which makes Faiistus so eminent a success. The history-play is not 
extremely exigent of order or of unity ; but to be good it must have 
something of both. Now order and unity were what Marlowe could 
never give. Nothing is more natural than that the foully-wronged 
Queen Isabel should transfer her affections to Moitimer. But 
Marlowe either cannot or will not take the little trouble necessary to 
bridge the interval which separates the loving and even forgiving 
wife from the rancorous adulteress. It might have been a little more 
difficult, but it was certainly feasible, to project the character of 
Edward himself so as to render the awkward facts credible and not 
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disgusting. But here again Marlowe does not so much as attempt 
It. The petulant and unmanly fribble of the first acts might have 
passed into the tyrannical and arbitrary prince, the not unwarlike lord, 
of the middle, and he in turn into the almost majestic victim of the 
end. But “ the flats are not joined,” and the magnificent speech— 

Leicester, if gentle words might comfort me, 

sounds utterly out of place in the mouth of the abject to whom we 
have been earlier introduced. 

Yet in Marlowe two things never fail for long—the strange, not 
by any means impotent, reach after the infinite, and the command of 
magnificent verse. He may, as I have s.ud, have learnt something 
of this latter from Peele, and he seldom approaches his master in 
sweetness, while he has some of the tricks of the whole school—the 
constant and sometimes very irritating habit of making the characters 
speak of themselves in the third person, the still too great tendency 
to stopped lines, and the like. But the weight and splendour which 
he impresses on his best passages made them famous at once, and 
liave kept them so, except during the period when all these good 
things were forgot. 

And what is tiiie of Marlowe eminently, of Peele in a not much 
lower degree, is true of the whole group, save perhaps Nash, who is 
only a poet and dramatist by accident. They all intend greatly; 
choose great subjects ; handle them, if sometimes with an almost 
childish want of common sense, yet with poetic imagination and 
(reative force ; make them the occasion of passages distinguished by 
verse of a sjilendoiir and momentum, if less often of a lightness and 
easy mo\ement, never previously known m ICnglish. For anything 
Jiat resembles the echoing thunder of the best decasyllabics of these 
poets (not by any me*ins of Marlowe only) we must go back to the 
hcndecasyllable of Dante, to the hexameter of laicretius, to the choric 
phrase of Aeschylus, and there is no fourth paiallel in any language 
before them. Their contemporaries might sometimes gird at the 
“drumming decasyllabon.” But the rub-a-dub of a drum is a 
curiously weak and inapprcciative simile for the sound of the line of 
Marlowe, even for that of Peele and Kyd, of Greene and Lodge. It 
much better deserves one suggested by the words of that fioet and 
critic of our own who has best appreciated it— 

The thunder of the trumpets of the night. 



CHAPTER VI 

LVLV AND HOOkl'.R- 1 HE TRANSLATOkb, PAMPHLETEERS, 

AND CKI'J ICS 

Ascham’s prose—L)<*tects of tlu’ type- The ebb and ilow of style—Euphuism— 
Kuphuts- huphucK, the Anatomy oj Wit — l.uphues and hi\ Envjand 
st)le — Us ancient instances— Its vcrnacul.nity—Us unnatural history — 
Hooker — Contemporaries of Lyly and Hooker—The translators—Their 
ehaiattenstn s—llie parnphleUcis—Martin Matptelate—The tiitics 

The pros(‘ of the ^reat period of Queen Elizabeth’s reign is one of 
the most interesting divisions, historically speaking, of all English 
prose. We left that medium of CAprcssion some years after the 
Oucen’s ac cession in a state which was best indicated by 
the work of Ascham, the i^nncipal prose-writer by far of 
the lime, and one who embodied its dominant charac¬ 
teristics. The period of mere tentative, of experiments m stocking 
the vocabulary and arranging the syntax, had ceased, experiments in 
all directions had been made in point of subject, and at length a 
fairly normal style had been attained, suitable, as Ascham hirnseh 
showed, for a good variety of literary purposes, if not for all. 

“ Fairly,” it has been said, but by no means finally. The style 
of Ascham was a pretty good style of all w ork ; but it was not 
capable of distinction in more than one or two kinds. It w^as per¬ 
fectly clear, very fairly advanced in balance and cadence, 
Vhl^^ypc.^ and ]K)sscssing yet further capacities in that direction, 
well proportioned, logical, and sane. But like the later 
plain prose style of the eighteenth century, it had two drawbacks. 
It was very ill fitted for fanciful, gorgeous, or passionate expression, 
and it was constantly liable, when not used with something more 
than ordinary scholarship and taste, to degenerate into tameness, 
commonness, insipidity. In its horror of “ inkhorn ” terms, it was in 
danger of becoming dull; in its adherence to Latin arrangement and to 
certain stereotyped, or likely to be stereotyped, tricks of parallelism 
and antithesis it was in danger of losing raciness and vernacular 
variety. 
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Attempts to variegate it were certain, and they have been traced 
with more or less probability, or fancifulness, in the transition writers 
between 1 560 and 1580. But these tendencies were carried so much 
farther, and the ideas which lay behind them were so much more 
brilliantly and importantly expressed in the famous book called 
EupJiucs^ that It is really unnecessary to look behind that, except in 
making a special study of the particular subject. And even such a 
study might perhaps wisely avoid cumbering itself too much on the 
question whether Lyly’s original is to be found through Berners in 
Guevara, or elsewhere, or in many elsewhcres, or nowhere. The law 
of maxima and 7 mnima is more certain and c onstant in prose style 
than almost anywhere else When the elements of such a style 
have been once got together, florid or plain style (it does not much, 
or at all, matter which) appears, and is in its measure and degree 
perfected. As it approaches perfection, men get tired of it and try 
something new, plain or florid, as the case may be, which ,, 

- n-i 1 1 11 The ebb 

in Its turn rises, flourishes, decays, and is superseded. and flow 
At hardly any tunc (though there are a few apparent 
exceptions) does either flourish quite alone ; in hardly any case can 
the innovation, whatever it is, be directly traced back to any single 
case or beginner. Flux rules all, and we can only note with any 
precision the greater turns of the tide. 

Euphuism was certainly one of these. Like most things, it has 
been exaggerated as well as depreciated in importance, and objections 
have been taken to this or that use of the v'ord—especially to the 
habit of employing the term generally, as well as speci¬ 
fically. d'his seems hypercritical. Eup/tues was the first ^ 
conspicuous example in English of the determination to achieve an 
ornate, variegated, and rather fantastic style ; and it is quite reason¬ 
able to allow the employment of the abstract terms formed from it as 
denoting, first, the specific characteristics of the book itself; and, 
secondly, in the usual transferred fashion, those of the genus to which 
It belongs, and which renews itself so constantly in species, with only 
minor differences. 

The life of Lyly has been already (p. 282) dealt with, but this 
book ^ preceded his plays. He was probably about six-and-twenty 
when its first part, Euphues^ the Anatomy of Wit^ appeared m the 
spring of 1579. He was certainly still resident at 
Oxford, and an address to the “ Gentlemen Scholars ” 
of that University appeared in the second edition, which followed 
within the year. * The second part, Euphucs and his England^ 
appeared next year (1580), and both were rapidly and frequently 


‘ Ed. Aibcr, London, 1868, and liond, u.s. 
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reprinted. The influence of the book has been sometimes a little 
exaggerated, and sometimes more than a little pooh-poohed, while 
from a period tolerably early in the seventeenth century to the middle of 
the eighteenth it was forgotten, and from the middle of the eighteenth 
to the middle of the nineteenth misrepresented. But there is no 
doubt at all that for at least twenty years after its first appearance, if 
not for thirty or forty, Euphuism was a living, an active, and in the 
usual way and with the u^ual limitations, a triuinphant force. Almost 
the whole of the more literary art of the curious pamphlet literature 
of the time followed it ; it coloured, at least as much by direct imita¬ 
tion as by indiixH I revolt, Sidney’s equally influential Arcadia ; it had 
a very great influence on the dramatists, especially Shakespeare him¬ 
self in his youth. 'I'liis history guards most carefully against the 
undue interchange of post‘dnCi propicr; and we might have had, we 
should doubtless have had, Donne first and Browne later, with all 
the gorgeous language and quaint thought of which the two are the 
chief representatives in verse and prose, without Lyly. But in that 
case Donne and Browne, and all those about them, would have had 
to do for themselves something that, as it was, they found done to 
their hand. 

It is necessary (and it has not always been done) to keep the 
matter and intention ofLNlys woik separate fiom his manner. In 
the first point he was no innovator, and though it would not be 
correct to say that he was behind his time, he was not more than on 
a level with it, and was nearer obsolescence than innovation. His 
book IS, in drift and thought, exclusively a Renaissance one ; it is 
concentrated upon E^ducation, and takes that view of Education 
itself which the Renaissance derived from I’Jato, and conditioned with 
its own thoughts in politics, religion, art, and what not. Nominally 
Kup/iiies IS a romance. Its first part, Eitphucs^ or the Anatomy of 
Fjtphues ir opens at Najfles, and treats of the courtship of 

tin Anaomiy tlic heroine Laic'illa by the two friends, liuphues and 

oj It. I’hilautus—the Amadis and Clalaor^ mutatis mutandis 
of the story—and by a third suitor, vastly inferior to either, named 
Curio. In all Lyly’s work (whether for leason or not, we have no 
evidence) there is a deep and heartfelt satire on woman, which quite 
transcends the mere stock railing of the Middle Ages ; and Lucilla, 
of course, chooses the un fittest. I kit the bulk of the book is not 
story at all, and ’s made up of various letters of Euphues, the longest 
being one to Philautus after he has quarrelled with his friend for 

^ These contrasted (seriou.s and light-o'-love) wooers of the great Portuguese 
or Spanish romance, themselves slightly alteied copies of Lancelot and Gawam, 
jiroduced an immense eitect on the Renaissance, and were reproduced by hundreds 
of authors in different forms of poem, romance, and play. 
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Lucilla, and she has jilted them both; an orthodox dialogue 
between Euphues and ‘‘Atheos,” the latter a person rather rife at 
this time ; and, above all, a very important tractate entitled “ Euphues 
and his Ephobus,” which is based on Plutarch’s treatise of education, 
and contains a great part of the real gist of the book. This includes a 
rather sharp criticism of the condition of things at Oxford, to which 
Lyly plays “Terriic Filius” a hundred and fifty years before Nicholas 
Amhurst, though not from the political point of view. 

Euphues and his Englafid lands the hero and Philautus in the 
author’s own country, and after a short time at court. In this part 
Philautus IS the chief actor. He pays his addresses to a certain 
Lady Camilla, a court beauty, who is unkind, and is, by 
the favour of another Lady Flavia, permitted a platonic and ins 
friendship with her niece Frances as “his violet,” which 
at the close of the book seems to give ]iroiiiise of being turned into 
something warmer. Meanwhile ITiphues, after another quarrel with 
Philautus, withdraws himself first to study generally, and then, after 
eulogies on the ladies of England, Cecil (Lyly’s patron), and the 
Queen, to the mountain Silexedra (“ Flint-scat,” in party Cireek- 
Latin), whence the subsequent pamphleteers occasionally evoked his 
forlorn and somewhat priggish eidolon. 

The leally noble aims and the somew^hat romantic, but by no 
means unsound, views of love and life and learning wLich the age of 
Elizabeth held would hardly have saved this curious book from the 
fate of many others not far its inferiors m sue h respects, ^ 

if Lyly had not been a great mannerist in style, as well * 

as an active practitioner in thought, and if his style had not looked 
forward instead of backward, or at least merely at the present. It 
is evident that he was utterly discontented wath the plain classicalised 
style of the Cambridge school. He was as classical as any of them, 
and he borrowed from them (or more probably from their originals) 
the practice of balanced sentences, in which some critics have 
erroneously seen his chief title to mention in the history of English 
prose. Here he wars simply in the direct succession . he started 
nothing new as compared with Ascham or even Fisher. 'Phe point 
in which he was a pioneer, by which he c.iiight the ear of the rising 
generation, and by which he has earned his real place in the story, is 
quite different. It is his revolt against the plain style, and the 
special means which he took for arming and enforcing that revolt. 

These were two, or it may be three, which shall be mentioned in 
the order of their departure from the practices common before him. 

The first and by far the least original was a peculiar fashion 
of bringing in classical examples as similes or illustrations. Such 
examples in themselves had been commonplaces of the whole Middle 
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Ages, and had come thicker and faster in the fifteenth century and 
the early Renaissance. But Lyly used them with a difference. 

“ liuccphalus lieth down when he is curried,’' says he, 
^instan^ce”* passing Over as known already the ancestry and birth of 
Alexander, his campaigns, his death, and a few particulars 
about his successors, which the genuine medicnval taste would have 
thought excusable, nay, desirable, at this juncture, while even writers 
like Brandt and his translator Barclay would have thought it sinful 
to dismiss Bucephalus in less than a paragraph or stanza. 

The second, in which he innovated a little more, though 
still he had numerous forerunners, was the introduction—by way of 
contrast, to enforce his meaning, or for other reasons—of distinctly 
vernacular phrases, “ I am of the shoemaker's mind who 
veinacukrit> careth not so the shoe hold the plucking on." Such 
phrases, as we noted, are not uncommon in Ascham him¬ 
self ; but they are much more frequent in Lyly, who in this respect 
is as Ascham and Latimer rolled into one. To which head may be 
added his practice in alliteration—a common one, as again we have 
seen, at the time—but in him far commoner, and far more of a 
deliberate artifice of style than with most. 

Yet here again we may say that had there been nothing else than 
this in Euphues^ it had never attained the position it held, and after 
a long period of eclipse now again holds. Its real differentia, its 
real quality^ lies elsewhere, and under a third head, 
storythat of tlic extraordinary simiics drawn from all heaven 
and earth, but especially from the fanciful zoology of the 
Middle Ages, which it is hardly possible to open two pages of 
Euphiies without discovering in greater or less abundance. 

The usual efforts have been made to show that this curious and 
sjdient feature is not entirely original, and may be found before Lyly. 
No doubt it may ; no doubt any feature of any writer, except the last 
and highest strokes of the individual genius, may so be found, while 
even these strokes are sometimes only the result of slight changes 
on precedent matter It is cjuite legitimate, if not supremely im¬ 
portant, to indicate, in this writer and in that of the third quarter of 
the century, the symptoms which are premonitory of every literary 
change, and therefore of this. But what entitles writers to a con¬ 
spicuous place in the story of literature is their use for the first time 
on a large scale, and with striking effect, of certain means to attain 
certain ends. Lyly was undoubtedly the first to lavish this peculiar 
kind of simile and illustration, especially with the definite end of 
heightening and variegating his style, so as to produce on the reader 
a distinct rhetorical effect, to make the common uncommon, to pro¬ 
duce style in and for itself, manner independent of matter. Before 
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Lyly, as we have seen, there had hardly been any one of whom this 
could be said, except Fisher, and Fisher’s means were as different 
from Lyly’s as was his aim. 

We do not know that Lyly deliberately and consciously set 
himself against the principles which Ascham and his set had 
enunciated thirty years eailier, and which they or others had faith¬ 
fully carried out; but that the opposition w^as in effect diametrical is 
certain. “ Inkhorn terms ” were no longer tabooed ; the ambition to 
say things in a manner different from that of other people was not 
only not discouraged, but was distinctly and definitely encouraged ; 
conceit, quaintness, individuality, were reintroduced into literature. 
The whole bulk of the pamphlet prose to which we shall come 
presently, expressed the understanding of this, which Lyly’s juniors 
at once manifested. 

Meanwhile a contemporary of Lyly’s was bringing the plainer 
style itself to a jierfcction which in this particular stage was the 
highest it ever reached, and w’hich showed that in competent hands 
it need not lack a sober grace, almost beyond that which 
ornatcr orderings could attain Richard Hooker was a 
native of Heavitree, a suburb of Exeter, and had been born in 1554 
in poor conditions. He had, however, forebears and living relations 
better off, and his uncle, John Hooker, was an Oxford man, a 
continuator of Holinshed, and a person of consequence under 
the Elizabethan reconquest of Ireland. He is said to have recom¬ 
mended his nephew to Ihshop jewel, and jcwvel assisted Hooker to 
go to Corpus Christi College, Oxford, procured him private pupils, 
and though he himself died when Hooker had not nearly completed 
his Oxfoid course, w.is the cause of his becoming first Scholar and 
then Fellow^ 01 his college, and Reader in Hebrenv in the University. 
He married very foolishly, and was henpecked ; but his friends were 
stanch to him, and he obtained first the living of Drayton Beauchamp 
in Buckinghamshire, then the Mastership of the Temple in 1584, 
then the living of Boscombe in 1591, and lastly that of Bishopsbournc 
in Kent, where he died in 1600. At the 'Feinjile he had become 
involved in an equally unsought and unseemly controversy with his 
subordinate, the Lecturer, Travers, a bitter Puritan. Hooker’s views, 
wEen he was transferred once more to the quiet of the country, took 
form in the great treatise called the Laivs of Ecclesiastical Polity^ 
of which the first five books, as it now stands, are certainly genuine, 
while as to the last three it is as certain that they do not appear as 
he wrote them, but not quite certain how far there was intentional 
garbling m the arrangement of their present form. 


1 Ed. Kcble. 
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We are here concerned with only one side of this great Apologia 
for the Anglican Church, which, written while the spirit and intentions 
of those who presided over its transformation were well known, has 
an authority that no later work could claim, and which in the most 
charitable spirit, and with absolutely no bitterness of feeling, utterly 
ruined, from the logical and historical side, the position of the English 
Puritans. Long after Hookers death they achieved a brief victory 
by calling in the secular arm, but Hooker’s argument, and his history, 
remained unanswered and iriumphant. We are not here further con¬ 
cerned with It than as a masterly piece of English prose, and in this 
capacity it can hardly be too highly praised. No one, speaking 
otherwise than at random, would give this praise unmixed. Hooker’s 
style has the faults of its d.iss - a classicism now timid, now unduly 
audacious ; an unnecessary fear of vivid and vernacular expressions. 
But its author handles the methods and means which he has received 
with original genius, attaining to a really exquisite balance of 
sentence, to a harmony sometimes quite ineffable, adjusting his 
longer and shorter constructions with almost infallible art, and 
affording a specimen never surpassed, and hardly ever equalled since, 
of argument maintained on abstract and scholastic points without the 
slightest dulness, of ornament which is never daubed or stuck on, 
but arises from the proportion of the phrase, and the careful selection 
of the vocabulary. Had it been possible to have all prose written by 
Hookers, nobody need have wished to seek much further experiment. 
But this was dearly impossible, and the constantly broadening and 
varying demands of the different subjects to which prose was applied 
helped the tendency in the air, the mere wish for change, to bring 
that change about. The Ju cles/as/zca/ Polity is at least ten years the 
junior of EiipJitics^ but it is its elder by as much or more in the order 
of style. 

Accordingly, in the general work of the time, it is the influence of 
Lyly, not the influenc e of Hooker, that uc find prevailing. The idea 
that Sidney intended the Arcadia as a protest against Euphuism has 
^ , been dealt v\ith above, and is almost beyond doubt 

of Lyivaud crioncous. Sir Philiji is as great a Euphuist as Euphues 
Hoo'cr. hijyiself. So, though his taste was much purer and he 
came nearer to the stately mannerisms of the Jacobean and Caroline 
time than to tlie fantastic coxcombry of purely Elizabethan prose of 
the ornate kind, was Raleigh ; so was the difficult and sententious, 
but often striking, Fulke Greville. All these were almost exact 
contemporaries of Hooker and Lyly (Raleigh was born in 1552), and 
they present, as no others could do, the union of courtly practice, 
gentle blood, great talents, and a 'Competent education. If Spenser, 
another contemporary, shows a plainer style, we must lemember first 
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that Spenser was a poet, and had the fuller harmony in which to 
express himself when he listed; secondly, that we have but one 
piece of prose of his of any length ; and thirdly, that this piece is a 
sober State pajDcr, though a very admirably written one. Historians 
like Camden (who, indeed, wrote chiefly in Latin) and Knolles and 
Daniel had also little temptation to indulge in ornateness, not to 
mention that Daniel, even in verse, prefers neutral tints to brilliant 
ones, and that Knolles (i. 1544-1610) belongs to a somewhat elder 
generation than that which we are now discussing, and, though 
he has a stately enough style of his own when he pleases, follows 
chiefly classical models. We should not expert much Euphuism, 
though there is some, in Philip Stubbed, the Puritan whose AtiatotJty 
of Abuses^ a characteristic but childish work, ajipeaied in 1583 ; or 
in an enthusiast for jiractical ediuation like Richard Mulcaster. Yet 
this latter’s Treatise of Rifif WTitiny; of the E?igiish Tofigiie^ 1582, 
is quite to our purpose in subject if not in style. Mulcaster, 
an Eton boy, a member both of King's College, Cambridge, and of 
Christ Church at Oxford, IVIaster of Merchant Taylors’ School in 
1561, High Master of St Tkaufs from 1596 to within three years of 
his death in t 6 ii, and Prcbcnd.iry of Salisbury, is an interesting 
person, and was an admirable schoolmaster for the time, holding as 
he did a firm belief in the virtues of the classics for study, and in 
those of English for practice. But he was not himself a great man 
of letters, and he had not reached the promised land of English 
prose style to which he cheered others on.^ 

Still, It is not an exaggeration to say that when a man of this 
period and generation docs endeavour at style, it is much more prob¬ 
able that 1 IS attempt will take the form of ornateness, whether in the 
smaller or in the larger sense of Euphuism, than that it will aim at 
the simpler graces of stiut pioportion and cadence. And this is 
specially to be observed in some groups of prose writers, who may be 
best noticed here, postponing to the next Book some further com¬ 
ment on some of the works glanced at in tlie last paragraph, which 
belong to the very latest yeais of the Queen, or to years later still. 
These are the translators and the pamphleteers, to whom the critics, 
as closely connected with both, may be usefully appended. 

'J'he importance of the Elizabethan translators had never been 

Raleigh and others will h.ive fuither notice. The chief pieces of Greville's 
prose (see (Irosart’s edition of his woiks, 4 vols. 1870) are his Life (which is not 
a life) of Sidney, for matter, and his Ijitter to a Lddy, for thought and style The 
late Mr. R. H. Q)uick, an enthusiast for education, printed (London, 1888) 
Mulcaster’s Positions, dealing with that suliject, but not the other treatise, entitled 
also, with a pleasant quaintness, The Fust Part of the Elementary. Richard 
Knolles’s Hutoiyof the 7 appeared in 1603, with subsequent editions in 1610 
and 162T. which are not difficult to obtain. 




302 ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE TO SPENSER’S DEATH bk. v 


wholly neglected, owing to their connection with Shtikcspcarc ; but it 
is only recently that it has been fully recognised and the texts them¬ 
selves brought anew to general knowledge.^ We have 
translators from almost the earliest mcdid'val times to 

some extent, and more fully as the centuries passed by, 
each generation endeavoured to familiarise itself \\ith at least some 
of the great writers of anticjuity, as well as with those modern books, 
chiefly in Frendi but latterly in other tongues also, which supplied 
important litcr.iture During the time, however, while English was 

simply m the making, it had more to receive than to give, and 
Caxton’s naive and delightful adminition of the “fair language of 
French” is only an instance of what was going on. But now an 
original sap was mounting through the trunk of English prose, and 
the results were nowhere more apjxirent, were perhaps nowhere more 
influential, than here. For a century to come North’s - Pluiarth and 
Florio’s Afo?ita2gfH' at least were lead and re-read with an attention 
which few other English books (except the translation of the Bible) 
could command. The former, as all know, furnished Shakespeare 
with no small proportion of his subtccts, and Shakespeare’s genera¬ 
tion, as well as at least that which follovccd it and another still, with 
their most familiar topics and in^t.inc es of human conversation and 
pohtic'nl ethics I'he Utter heljied to cieate the English ICssay, de¬ 
termined to a l.irge extent the course of English pfliilosophy for a time, 
helped (not cpiite so foitunately) a certain ebb of the national character 
from romantic to sordid schemes of life, and by a cross of the French 
politique begat the English ‘‘ trimmer.” Nor were the minor translators 
111 their own day and way less influential. Among these Philemon 
Holland, bom at Chelmsford in 1552, a Fellow of 'rnnity College, 
Cambridge, a doctor of medicine and a schoolmaster at Coventry, 
where he died in 1637, executed rather late in his life versions of 
Li\ y, Pliny, Jflutarc h (the A/ora/s), Suetonius, and Xenophon ; 
'J'homas Underdowne did Heliodorus and Ovid ; Nicolls ventured on 
Thucydides, but Thucydides was beyond him ; William Adlmgton, of 

^ In the vtM y Ir.inclsonu* senes of Tudor Tran slat lous published by Mi. Nutt 
and edited gener.illy by Mi, W K IIcMilry, with introductions by v.'uious hands 
Florio has also been given by Mi. Waller in a very pietty little edition (6 vols. 
London, 1897). 

^ Sir Thomas North w.is of the funilv which became so notable later, and 
was second son ot the first Lord North Veiy little is known about him. His 
Plutarch first nj)pe.ned in 1579, and he did other translations. 

® Of Itahari extraction, but born 111 London about 1553 Hr was a member 
of Magdalen College, Oxford, and Ijegan as eaily as 1578 a senes of handbooks 
in the modern languages, of which he was a teachci The chief is his World of 
Words, an Italian-English dictionary He was much patronised by Elizabeth’s 
nobility, and held places in the household of her successor. His Montaigne 
(licensed m 1599) first appeared in 1603, and he died in 1625. 
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University College, Oxford, took Apulciiis ; “ R. Englished some 
Herodotus ; Sir Henry Savilc, the learned Provost of Eton, did 
Tacitus ; and Angel Day wrought Longus through Amyot into the 
vernacular. 

It will readily be understood that whatever interest these transla¬ 
tions possess arises to hardly the smallest extent from faithful repre¬ 
sentation of the originals. Savile certainly, Holland to some degree, one 
or two others more or less, were scholais ; but the most 
famous and popular of the versions were usually taken, charSerlsMts 
not direct from the origm.il, but from pre\ lous French or 
Italian translations, and it was hardly the object of a single one of 
these writers to give their author, their whole author, and nothing but 
their author, in rigidly classical English. Had it been so, they had 
been of far less interest and value to posterity. On the contrary, 
such community of design as is to be seen in them (and it is rather 
remaikable) consists in the effort to be at once as vernacular and as 
variegated as may be. They compress, expand, omit, or sometimes 
even insert, as no modern translator would dare to do ; they exhibit 
to the very fullest the double tendency of Euphuism to the finest and 
the most familiar expressions ; and following m this respect Lord 
Berners, if not earlier translators, they put English dresses on foreign 
W'ords and terms in a w’ay in mutely delightful and full of refreshment 
to the tongue, but such as w'ould make our modern purists stare and 
gasp. To this day these translations are a repertory of slang that 
still exists, of racy but obsolete expressions which would else be lost, 
of Latmisms, Gallicisms—isms of every kind. No class of work is 
fuller of that most English of all idioms, the turning of any noun, 
adjective or substantive, into a verb. They had, no doubt, little idea 
of proportion, choice, grace ; but these were not the things the lan¬ 
guage needed .it the time. It wanted to be thoroughly suppled, 
thoroughly vern.icularised, and at the same tune to be charged with 
store of good words, native and foreign, classical and modern, from 
which a standard vocabulary could be, as it w'as, riddled out after¬ 
wards. The late fourteenth and the fifteenth century writers had 
done their part in teaching English prose “to go” ; Fisher and the 
Ascham school had given it a thorough grammar-school education. 
But these writers and others of Elizabeth’s time w'ere putting it to 
the university, practising it in all sports ;ind arts at once, allowing it, 
it may be, rather a full allow^ance of wald oats, but enriching it, exer¬ 
cising it, giving it possessions, memories, experience ; preparing it 
for its future business in a fashion as necessary as the more orderly 
and sedate processes of training w^hich it had previously undergone. 

Exactly the same drift and tendency, though in more original 
matter, is shown by the curious and interesting range of pamphlet 
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literature which, connected very directly in point of authorship with 
the group of University Wits, fills the last twenty years of Elizabeth, 
and extends into those of James and even Charles. This 
pamphleteers, touches all, or almost all, varieties of subject with a univer¬ 
sality which comes not so very far short of the modern 
newspaper ; while in some of its developments may be found a stage 
—a far-ofif and rudimentary one, it is true—of the great change 
which converted the romaiK o into the modern novel. These pam¬ 
phlets ^ —a form of publication which could hardly have come into being 
without the printing press, and Avhich the printing press was almost 
certain to bring about—had been in their earliest shape either 
devoted to the controversies of the Reformation, or else shortened 
chap-book versions of mediaeval literature, romances in verse and in 
prose, jests, books of saws and instances. 'Phe sharp discipline of 
the Tudor Oueen made the religious pamphlet a probable, and the 
political one an almost certain, short way to the gallows, or at least 
the whipping-post and chopping-block, so it was little cultivated. 

Yet one famous outbreak, that of the Martin Marprelate 
Marprclau. Controversy, defied, though only for a time, these pre¬ 
ventive checks. It concerned (as indeed the pseudonym 
of the various writers on the aggressive side confesses) the anti-pre- 
latical nio\ement in England, but was from the first strongly coloured 
by, and at last bec ame almost wholly merged in, the flood of personal 
reviling which, to the g reat discredit of the Reformers, they had been 
the first to let loose. The defenders of orthodoxy and authority 
included some giave churchmen and more irresponsible men of 
letters, whom a not erring instinct told that Puritanism was as much 
the foe of literature as of loyalty and order m religion and politics. 
Lyly, Nash, and the Harveys almost or quite to a certainty took part 
in it, and their lampoons, as well as some at least of tliose of their 
antagonists, display the revel and not of words which has been indi¬ 
cated above at its very wildest. 

This, however, was only an episode in the pamphlet history ; 
and it was quickly stopped.'^ The pamphlet itself persevered in less 

^ Until lecently most of them were inaccessible except in l.argc liliraries, and 
even now they arc best found in the piivatcly printed issues of Dr Grosart His 
“ IliUh Library” contains Greene, Nash, Dekker, Harvey, and his “ Chertsey 
Worthies” the enormous work of Nicholas Bieton The Marprelate tracts were 
printed half a century ago by the bookseller Petheram, and some more recently, 
with an invaluable account of the whole controversy, by Mr. Arber, whose English 
Gai'ner contains a great number of scattered pamphlets Lodge has been given by 
the Hunterian Club 

* I may be permitted to refer the reader who washes for more on ‘' Martin ” 
and the pamphlets generally to my separate history of Elizabethan Literature, 
pp 223-252. These byways of history are almost closed to the gtaieral historian ; 
at least he strays if he pursues them too far. 
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dangerous forms — novels, generally of a strongly Euphuist tinge ; 
personal reminiscences, true or feigned; disquisitions serious or 
comic, not very different, allowing for the time, from those of the 
Addisonian Essay ; a very curious batch of sketches of the manners, 
especially the lower and looser manners, of the capital , and lastly, 
literary criticism. In all these respects except the last, Robert 
(jrccne (see last chapter) was the most prolific, and on the whole the 
most g^iftcd. His sliort Euphuist stories, often diversilied by scrcips 
of verse, not merely furnished subjects to Shakespeare and others, 
but undoubtedly helped to foster m leaders a taste for imaginative 
fiction. His personal sketches au^ among the earliest of literary 
autobiographies, though they have to be taken with rather numerous 
grains of salt. Above all, his series on “ coney-catching ” rooking,” 
card-shar[)ing, etc ), though again not to be taken too literally, is a 
most amusing and, with caution, instructive collection, and continued 
as it was by Dckkcr in the next generation, gives us a panorama of 
the shady side of London life for nearly half a century. Nash, with 
less romantic gift than Greene, and with no poetical power, yet 
achieved in Jcuk M^ilton^ or iJic V7ifof‘/i(ftafc Tnwcllcf% a novel of 
merit, which “ coney-catched ” many generations as to the loves of 
Surrey and “ Cieraldine,” and besides his “ Marprelate ” contributions, 
])erhaps in consequence of them,engaged in a fuiious paper war, the 
other party to wdiich was Gabriel Harvey. Later, Nash, like otheis, 
wrote repentant and pious pamphlets. Perhaps, except in bulk, 
Lodge IS even the superior of Greene, m re 5 ])ect of the romantic 
tone of his prose and the exquisite lyric tone h of the verse with 
wEicli it IS strewn ; while the enormous p.amphlet work of Nicholas 
Breton, a Uep-son of Gascoigne and a voluminous writer in prose 
and verse, belongs, as does that of Dekkcr, rather to the next period 
than to this.^ 

Lodge, liow^ever, wull bring us conveniently to the critics of 
whom he w'as one, and who were very often the same persons just 
mentioned, engaged for the moment m literary controversies. The 
most important of these controversies wa're the Thiritan 
attack on plays and poetry generally, w hu h w as opened 
by the School of Abuse of .Sie])hen G<):>son f'ufe sufr<i\ and the 
other, longer, and more imjiortant controversy, first between metrical 
forms exactly corrc.spondmg to those of the classics, and then betw’een 
rhymeless rhythms adjusted more intelligently to the genius of 

^ 'Hie titles of these pamphlets play a great part in them—those of the 
“Marprel.Ue” s< t liavang a Rabekiisiaii cxtr.iv.igance, aiul often a wonderful 
length; others abounding 111 favourite Elizabethan catchwuids and word-plays, 
like that on “ Will ” and “ Wit” , and the more romantic pieces attaining great 
prettiness, as in Lodge's A Margarite of .imertca. 

X 
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English. The earlier stage of this is best represented by the 
Foi/r Letters of Spenser and Harvey, the later by Campion and 
Daniel. 

The little book of William W’ebbe, and the much larger one 
attributed to George Puttenham, both,^ especially the formei*, show 
the influence of the first part of this craze. The almost unknown 
William Webbe, who is thought to have been a member of St. John’s 
College, Cambridge, and who appears to have been tutor to the sons 
of an Essex squire named Sulyard, published his Discou 7 'se of Kfiglish 
Poetriem 1586. It contains enthusiastic praise of Spenser, “the new 
poet,” “ our late famous English poet who wrote the SJhcpherPs 
Calendarf refers a good deal to the ancients, and rather superficially 
to the English poets, “ scorns and spew^s out the ragged rout of our 
rakehelly rhymers—for so themselves use to hunt the letter,” as 
“ E. K.,” for self or partner, had done before it, gives us some 
very comical hexameters for the two first eclogues of Virgil, and 
with more zeal than discretion turns Spenser’s “Ye dainty nymphs’^ 
into a slipshod sort of slovenly Sapphics. But Webbe’s enthu¬ 
siasm IS pleasing, and his style lyjiical. Puttenham, if he was 
the author of the of English which appeared in 1589, 

was 11101 e cautious about the new mania. His volume, which is of 
some length, is a rather orderly treatise on I’oetics and Rhetoric 
mixed as commonly, divided into three books, the first of Poets 
and Poesie, the second of Proportion, and the third of Ornament 
—this last being almost entirely devoted to a very full list of the 
Figures of Speech. In dealing with proportion he does not dis¬ 
dain the fancy shapes—pyramids, etc.—which aroused the anger of 
Addison. As may be guessed from this, Puttenham, who quotes 
his own verse freely and seems to have written it fairly in the stiffer 
manner of the first half of the reign, «s rather a formalist, but his 
judgment, when he can get it out of stays, is not contemptible. The 
book is very full, learned, and careful, the work of a scholar and a 
gentleman, and far exceeding in detail and scope Jinything of the kind 
that was written for ages afterwards. 

‘ Both 111 Ml. Arber'b Kcprinis. But the documents of tlie whoh* subject have 
novr been made accessible in a standard edition by Air. Ciregory Smith’s Fliza- 
bethnn Cntaal Essays (2 vols Oxford, 1904). 



INTERCHAPTER V 

Attention hiis often been drawn to the ambiguity of the title 
Elizabethan Litcralurei, as commonly used. ‘'Is it not,” they say, 
absurd to include under such a head the work of men who, like 
Milton .and Browne, were not born till after the Queen’s death, and 
did not die till the last cjuarter of the seventeenth century had arrived 
or was at the door?” “Is it not even the fact that most c^f the 
masterpieces of this literature were not produced at all till the reign 
of James?” It is desirable to remember these facts; but it is still 
more desirable to remember the others, hist tliat all the seed of the 
whole period called Elizabethan w.is sown, and that not a little of it 
had come up, before the Queen’s death ; and secondly, that the quality 
of the period 1580-1660 is essentially one and indivisible. 'I'here 
are differences between Milton and Spenser, l^ut they are differences 
rather of dcgiee than of kind. The diffeiences between Milton and 
Dryden arc differences at least of species, almost of genus. 

Our present arrangement has the advantage of keeping both 
sets of faCiS in view, and in especial of directing attention to the 
characteristics of the first generation of the period, the generation 
wEich, as typified by Spenser, ended a little bcTore the last evil days 
of Elizabeth’s own life closed. It is pcifectly true that among the 
completed work of this time wo find but one name, that of Spenser 
himself, which represents, undoubtedly and unquestionably, a star of 
the first m.agnitude and the widest orbit, and that perhaps two others, 
Marlowe and Hooker, are the only companions that can be assigned 
to him by a criticism which unites exactness wath liberality. But it 
is not at all necessary to take refuge from this fact in another, the 
fact that, in the last date at least of the time, we have the w onderful 
beginnings of Shakespeare in drama, of Bacon in prose, of Donne 
and others in pure poetry. There is a third aspect under which the 
period requires no allowance, no compensation of any kind, and which 
enables it to stand on the credit of its own capital and revenue. It 
is this aspect too, which makes it peculiarly desirable to mark it off 
distinctly, though not too sharply, from its successor. It was the period 



3 oS ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE TO SPENSER’S DEATH bk. 


of the reJiiakin^'-, lii different decrees for the different departments, but 
in all of the remaking, and in one practically of the making, of English 
Literature. 

This process is most definitely and clearly mapped out in regard 
to Poetry. If the facts of the foregoing Looks and the concentrated 
lessons of their Interrha])ters have been followed, the necessity for the 
remaking will here need little enforcement. Chaucer had gathered 
up all the stuff and all the methods of medneval work in English 
verse, had .idded much of his own, and h.id left ]>oetry in a staj^e of 
relative perfection. Put the succession filled Even men who were 
of more than man's estate at the time of his death, like Lydgate and 
Ocrleve, could not manage what he left them ; and changes, obscure 
in process but obvious m kind and m lesult, increased the difliculty 
for their successors. Nor were \V\att and Surrey in a position to 
undertake the reshaping’ with a \ieu to the future not the past. Both 
had genius, but it was genius rather fine than strong : both were 
short-lived ; and both came a little too earl) for their task. Nor did 
they for a long time find any seconds, and perhaps it was just as 
well. 'I'he obscure alterations of constitution, the changes of life, 
had to complete themselves before the new poetry could come. 
'Then “ the new poet ’’ brought it. 

On the whole, what Spenser did has been ralher under- than over¬ 
valued, and his greatness only depends in ])art, and hardly the largest 
])art, on the personal ojiinion w’hich this oi that reader may form 
of the pocticail merit c\en of the FaiTie Oucok. It may be, as 
some think, a \cnerable and m parts beautiful but tedious and out-of- 
date allegory, or it may be, as others think, by far the greatest long 
poem in English. It may be anything bctwa-cn these tw'o estimates. 
But the testhetic variation has no place m the clear verdict of 
history. It is indisputable (whic'h is not the same thing as being 
undisputed) that .Spenser practically c reated the diction and prosody 
of English poetry as both have subsisted in the mam to the present 
day. He did not, of course, finish the creation. .Shakc^speare had 
to come, and IMilton, at least, before that was done ; but he did a 
great deal more than begin it. TIis versification had to receive not a 
littje extension, and an infinite process—-a process not yet ended—of 
permutations and combinations, but it has not to the present day 
undergone any fundamental change. IIis diction—correctly but 
short-sightedly condemned by Ben as “no language’’--was in fact a 
bold recognition of the fact that merely the current language of the 
day or any common day can never be the diction of poetry, that 
poetry needs a diction cunningly and carefully, but always to a greater 
or less extent, alienated, refined, distinguished from the diction of 
prose. The enormous dead-lift which he gave to poetry, and the 
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results of which were apparent in the ten last years of his life, and 
the fifty or more following it, was only in very small part due to 
direct imitation of his own work as such. It was due, even in 
the hands of Shakespeare, even in the hands of Milton, to the fact 
that Shakespeare first and Milton afterwards had in their hands the 
stock of languag-e, the plant of prosody, ^\hlch Spenser had first 
founded and set going. The kinds of sonnet and of satire, of history- 
poem and poem-philosophical which sprang up so abundantly in his 
footsteps are interesting, but they are not really so interesting to 
history as this complete reorganisation of the poet’s material and of 
his mciins, as this remaking of English verse. 

The position of the age in prose is hardly less important, though 
its achievement is much less decided. No single prose-writer of the 
time, not e\en Hooker, holds the same rank m prose that Spenser 
holds in poetry ; perhaps, indeed, no single writer, not even Dryden, 
ever has held that rank. For prose, the lower and less intense 
harmony, is the more varied and indehnitely adjustable instrument. 
And while it is conceivable that one man—indeed Shakespeare has 
very nearly done so —should catch up .ind utter m hint and intima¬ 
tion at least, the wEole sum of po(‘try, no one could do the like m 
prose. Here, too, the comparatne newness of the form had its 
inevitable effect; even the period of sheer experiment and exploration 
was not over w hen the sixteenth century ended. 

Very great ad\ances had been m.ide m both, and, above all, the 
a?iiinomy of prose, the opposition of the pkiin and ornate styles which 
w'as to dominate the rest of its history, was for the first time clearly 
posed and definitely w-orked out on (dther side. This could not have 
happened m the earlier jieriod of mere or mam translation as regards 
subject, of tentati\'e accumulation of \ocabulary and experimental 
adaptation of arrangement. Vestiges, or rather rudiments, of the 
antinomy would, of course, appear C‘ncouraged b)'nature of subject or 
temperament of writer. A Chaucer translating the metres of Toethius 
about the motion of the lieavens was not likely to write like a Cap- 
grave in his chronicle. Hut the opposition was accidental and rudi¬ 
mentary first of all. Not till the w^eariness of the “ aureate ” diction of 
the fifteenth century—itself shown chielly m \erse—led the Cambridge 
school to denounce ink-horn leims, and combined with their w’orship 
of the classics to devise a ])lain classical style, could the inevitable 
revolt and lebound ariay itself definitely with a purpose, a programme, 
a creed, and become, first in the hands of L)'ly and his followers, a 
striking grotesque, and then in those of Bacon and the great seven¬ 
teenth-century writers, a magnificent resurrection of rhetoric in a far 
more glorious form than she had ever known. Jiut at any rate the 
quarrel was at last fairly put, the “dependency” distinctly established. 
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Henceforward the ebb and flow of prose style has reigned with only 
superficial change for three centuries, alternately seeking the correct 
and simple or the out-of-the-way and gorgeous as ideals, and falling 
into the tame or vulgar, the extravagant or gaudy, as excesses. 

In Drama, the third duision, which descr\es to be kept apart 
from poetry and prose, not only because it indifferently apjilies the 
form of both, l^iit because by its importation of speech and action it 
introduces elements not strictly aj^propnate to cither, the imjiortance 
of the tune has commonly seemed greatest of all. It is certainly 
somewhat different in nature. Here we have neither .a reconstruc¬ 
tion and recovery in greater and more promising form of a state 
formerly reached and then lost, as m poetry ; nor a comjiaratively 
orderly extension of a campaign not yet crowned with complete 
victory, as in prose. But we most certainly have the sudden shaking 
together into their right places of elements which hitherto have been 
loosely whirling like the Lucretian atoms ; and it is at least arguable 
that we have the att.iinment of a final form. At any rate three entire 
centuries have failed to jiioduce any new really fertile cross, or to 
import, m conditions suitable to the climate, any foreign form capable 
of standing comparison with that Elizabethan ])lay, which shook itself 
into shape, a hundred minor hands besides those of IMarlowe and 
Shakesjjcaie aiding, by the date of the production of Every Man in 
his Hunioitr. 

Much as has been written aliout this play, it has perhaps been 
insufficiently recognised that its idea, whether the matter be tragical 
or comic:al, whether it keep these kinds apart or mix them as 
ingeniously as in the famous classification of Hamlet^ is essentially 
the same—to wit, that the jflay shall be a piece of life, rendered as 
faithfully and separately as possible, with all its divagations, its inter¬ 
ludes, its inconsistencies. Us interi upturns. This is, of course, 
diameti ically opjiosed to the classical theory, and to the theory of 
almost every modern drama except the S})anish, even to a certain 
extent of that. Aristotle’s at first sif^it odd, but, whether right or 
wrong, all-important comparison of a play to an animal ^ helps us, 
perhaps better than anything, to understand the difference. Nothing 
that is not vitally connected wph the animal—with the central notion 
of the play itself—must appear ; the Unities (not in their absurd seven¬ 
teenth-century caricature, but in their actual (ireck limitation) follow 
naturally ; second jilots are impossible, for two-natured is no nature. 
We may have intensity and accomplishment; but, above all, we must 
have limit. 

The Elizabethan idea is far more ambitious and grand, even if 

^ I am aw.ire that some of the latest authorities take in the sense of 

‘ ■ picture,” hut 1 cannot agree with them, at least for an exclusive explanation. 
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doomed to fail in all but the strpngest hands. The poet does not 
attempt to isolate action or situation merely; his play is but a 
piece of the life of the actors—their life is but a piece of larger and 
ever larger lives. Nothing is superfluous, irrelcxant, common, un¬ 
clean ; everything may and shall go in. The intenser nature of the 
interests of tragedy may give to the working of tragic plays a closer 
unity than that of comic ; the majesty or the pathos of some particular 
character may dwarf in presentation as in attention the episodes and 
the interludes. But the principle is always the same. The touch 
with the actual is never loosed, the fan ago of the play is the farrago 
of life. 

It IS the just and abiding glory of Marlowe that, so far as one 
man could, he really seems to have hit, consciously or not, on this 
vast conception, and that he certainly perfected, or went far to per¬ 
fect, the only instrument of verse that could possibly serve as a 
medium of execution for it. But his own plays as plays are after all 
only the most magnificent of failures, and without a Shakespeare the 
possibility of the thing could never have been shown. Whether the 
possibility of it hao ever been fully shown e\ce})t by Shakespeare is a 
point on which it would be partly irrelevant and wholly anticipatory 
to dwell here. 

That the mere form of play which was strong enough and elastic 
enough to give shape to this mighty attempt developed itself out of 
the beggarly elements of the mystery and interlude, with the 
undoubted but only partial help and crossing of the classical drama, 
has been, I hope, shown, with less violence to fact and probability than 
other theories require. But it can never be denied that the trans¬ 
formation IS astonishing. It was not so rapid, nor does it display 
such individual powder of genius, as that which in a single man’s 
hnnds evolved the relatively perfect poetical work of Chaucer from 
the interesting but in no single case perfect experiments of the 
hundred and fifty years before him. More than a generation had to 
pass, a vast company of men, unknowm, half-know n, and known, had 
to be continuously at work, before the childish puppet-plays—com¬ 
paratively speaking—of Udall and Sackville and Still passed into the 
completed work of .Shakespeare. But as the process w^as slower, so 
the result was more sure. Chaucer’s work, as w^e have seen, found 
no following except in a hrdf-foreign country, and from men who were 
themselves unable to hand on the art in living condition. The thirty 
years of experiment in drama, from 1560 to i 590, were succeeded by 
fifty more of the most abundant, varied, vigorous, and, for the best 
of the time, brilliant production that any literary form has ever 
enjoyed. 
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CHAPTER 1 


SHAKESPJiARK 

The luck of Jacobean literature — C’oncentration of the great drama in it— 
bhaki siicanan chronology- The lilc-- The woik -The poems -The SonneU 
— Iheir formal and spiiitual supremacy—Ihobablc divisioiL-s of plays: the 
earlier—Then verse .iiul phiaso - J hear construction— '1 heir characters—'Ihe 
middle division the A/rrry IT/t'm—T he Romantic comedies—Ihe great 
tragedies, Roman and Romantic- L.ist jilays—D jubtiul pla^s. 

It will have been seen already with wh.it large cautions and provisos 
the famihar term Eh/abethan Literature has to be taken The 
phenomenon to whith wc appl)' it took its use wTthin the reign of 
the Queen, or—if we take tliat use to be manifested by of 

the publication and appieciation of the Sewi^s iwd Somicls Tacohean 
on the latest eve of that reign. But it grew very 
slowly. More than twenty ^ears passed before anything really 
striking and decisive either in jirose or poetry appeared; nearly 
thirty before really characteristic and oiiginal drama emerged, and 
then not by any means completely, fiom the condition of experiment. 
I'Lven after Kuphucs and the SJupherd's Calcnda}" had distinctly fore¬ 
told great things m the two ordinary harmonics, another ten or 
fifteen years’ schooling had to be undergone before the general lime 
of production w as reached. And the greatest work of all, putting 
Spenser, Hooker, and Marlowe aside, was mostly borne, though as 
lion sua poma^ by the reign of James. 

Despite the extreme uncertainty of Shakespearian chronology, we 
do know that a considerable part of Shakespeare’s w^ork w^as done 
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before 1603. But certainly the best part was not. Very little of 
Jonson antedates the Queen's death; the meagre bundles of notes, 
interesting and pregnant as theyaie, which constitute the first edition 
of Bacon’s Essays, would, had they never been augmented, have 
given us no idea whatever of his real literary powers ; the best 
work of men like Daniel and Drayton was to come. What is 
perhaps not more really surprising, but more startling at first 
sight than the slowness of the rise of this great literature, is the 
rapidity, in the case of its most notable and characteristic constituent, 
of the decline. Omitting the work of Marlowe, which 
was prematurely brought to a close, the early work of 
Shakespeare, and a little more on the farther side, with 
a much smaller part of that of Ford, Massinger, and 
others on the hither —the whole bulk of the English drama was 
written between 1600 and 1625. Almost the whole bulk of it 
that has really commanding merit vias written between 1590 
and 1640—periods of exactly a quarter of a century in the first 
case, of exactly half a century m the second. Fletcher died 
less than ten years after Shakespeare, and in the work of all 
the men who j^uivived Fletcher decadence is apparent. There 
are, of course, those who would say that it is apparent in Fletcher 
liimself, even in those works of his which, being certainly, or almost 
certainly, in part due to Beaumont (who died before Shakespeare), are 
contemporary with the masterpieces of the class. But this is perhaps 
an extravagantly rigid and arbitrary scheme of classification. It is 
enough to say that between i6oo and 1625 all the best of our 
dramatists except Marlowe were working more or less simultaneously ; 
and that within this period all the known kinds of the great drama 
itself had been discovered and practised. What is more is that 
within this same time the great metrical effect of drama upon English 
poetry had been, for good, entirely accomplished, and was already 
beginning to turn to evil—an evil which was not limited to its own 
immediate form. 

Reference has already been made to the fact that an attaclq on 
the score of plagiarism and other misdemeanours, had been made by 
Greene, before his death in 1592, upon a certain Shakescene, who 
has been naturally identified with William Shakespeare, 
^chronology?” know with any certain or satisfactory 

knowlcdg-e upon what work of Shakespeare’s this attack 
w^as directed. All the more careful and reasonable accounts of his 
life and work mark the earliest play-dates, where they give them, 
with a tell-tale circa. It is only by guesses that anything is dated 
before the Comedy of Errors, at the extreme end of 1594 ; and the 
Comedy of Errors, unmistakably Shakespearian as it is here and 
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there in character and versification, is so exceedin^^ly crude both in 
these points and in composition generally, that the conjectural ante¬ 
dating of plays like Richani ///., and still more A Midsujtnncr 
NigJifs Ih^eam^ becomes from the literary pfimt of \'iew almost 
utterly incredible. And it may not be improper to add a very earnest 
protest against the attempt to group plays and classes of plays 
according to successive supposed states of the poet’s mind and 
temper. Where there is crudity of character, artlessness of verse, 
or very flagrantly chaotic comjiosition (it must be remembered that 
Shakespeare’s composition is not to be judged by the rules of any 
ancient ablu^ or modern journalist) then we may with a clear literary 
conscience ticket this as “probably earh.” Otherwise, in default of 
positive documentary evidence, there would not be much reason for 
putting The Tcnipesf later than A j 1 //cfsuj/////er ]')rcam^ or 

A WinicTs Talc than Romeo ami Jidici. A poet, especially a poet 
like Shakespeare, is not a vegetable ; you cannot (ount the years of 
his work by any real or fancied number of rings in his heart. Bad 
verse, inhuman character, clumsy composition—become after a time 
impossible to him; in temper and choice of subject he abides 
supreme *and free. 

The results of the almost ferocious industry spent upon unearth¬ 
ing and analysing every date and detail of Shakespeare’s life are on 
the whole very meagre, and for literary purposes almost entirely 
unimportant, while with gucsswe^rk we have nothing to ^ 
do. The certainties may be summarised very bncfly. 

William Shakespeare was traditionally born on the 23rd of April, and 
•'lertainl) baptized on the 26th of April 1564, at Stratford-on-Avon. 
His grandfather’s name was Richard, that of his father, a dealer m 
hides, gloves, corn, vood, etc., was John, and the poet’s mother was 
Mary Arden. He had two sisters and three brothers. I'hc family, 
which through Mary Arden had some small landed property, was at 
one time prosperous, at others not. .Shakes])carc himself married 
early; the date of the actual ceremony is not known, but a bond 
of marriage passed between him and his wife Anne Hathaway on 
November 1582, when he was little more than eighteen, and his wife, 
a yeoman’s daughter, eight years older. They had three children, 
Susanna, Hamnet, and Judith, and there is absolutely no docu¬ 
mentary evidence of the slightest value as to the terms on which 
they lived together. Tradition there is - though of no great age, 
and of exceedingly slight authority- -as to his leaving Stratford for 
London, perhaps in 1585, 1586, or 1587, and perhaps in consequence 
of a deer-stealing prank in the neighbouring park of Sir Thomas 
Lucy of Charlecote. He perhaps began his connection with the 
theatre as a horse-holder ; and was prettv certainly an actor before 
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long. In 1593 appeared his first work, the remarkable Ve^ncs and 
Adonis^ and next year the rather less remarkable Tmctccc, He was 
connected soon after the middle of the last decade of the century 
with divers theatres, became a shareholder in them, and by 1597 
could buy a good house, New I Mace, at Stratfonl, where he afterwards 
enlarged his jiroperty. It is to be noted that his constant residence 
at London during these ten years, his desertion of his wife, etc., are 
all matters of guesswork founded on barely negative evidence. It is 
not in the slightest degree impossible that Anne Shakespeare w'as 
with her husband for the whole time, or that he made frequent visits 
home. But there are fair giounds for supposing tliat London was 
his headquarters dining the tlt^'ade from 1586 to 159^), his partial 
residence during the next, and only occasionally \Msited by him 
during the third -at the close of which, in 1616 on 23rd April, he 
died. 'Jlie best-known detail about him perhaps, and a sample of 
the trivial things on which structures of gossip have been based, is 
his bequest of his seccmcl-liest bed to his wife, Personal references 
to him are not numerous and latlier \ague, though except in the 
case of Greene’s splenetic outbuist (if it be meant for Shakespeare) 
always ccmiplimentaiy. Ills leputation. though it has steadily growm, 
has always been great; there has never from the day of his death to 
this day been wanting testimony to his position from the greatest 
living names of the time in PInglish literature. 

Shakespeare’s woiks, in tlie generally accepted canon, consist of 
a comparatively small body of noii-dramatic poems, the two pieces 
above mentioned, a body of 154 sonnets, and a very few shorter 
^ pieces somewhat more doubtfully genuine, on the one 
hand ; cm the other, of about tw^enty times as much 
dramatic work divided into thirty-seven plays, wdnch m the original 
edition, published seven years after the owmer’s death by his friends 
Heminge and Condell (this does not contain /’cr/V/ci), are classed as 
“tragedies, comedies, and histones.” Before this edition, and during 
Shakespeare’s lifetime, only a few of the plays had been printed m 
quartos of doubtful authenticity ; the Venns^ the T.ucrccc^ and the 
Sonnets appeared witli his name and pretty certainly under his 
superintendence. The spelling of the name vanes from Shaxper to 
Shakespeare. But if (irccne’s gibe at it is good for anything, it 
settles the pronunciation as nearest the latter form, and this is the 
spelling on the title-page of the Sonnet llic only book of his pub¬ 
lished in his lifetime, after he w'as famous, and obviously with his 
leave if not by him. 

In view of the extreme uncertainty of date of most of the plays 
before 1600, the certain attribution of the two larger poems to 1593- 
94, and of the Sonnets (though they were not printed till 1609) to 
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1598 or earlier, when they are mentioned in Meres’s Palladia Tamia^ 
is very important and solid. These early dates, and the fact that all 
the three larger pieces or groups are concerned with love, show us in 
a more personal fashion than the scheme of the drama (always more 
or less impersonal, and in Shakespe.irc’s hands extraordinaiily so) 
what manner of man and poet Shakespeare was in his youth. 
The dominant tone in all three is passion, combined in the Somiets 
with an intense and widc-swcc]nng thought. In some more general 
and obvious characteristics Venu'i and Ado 7 m and I'hc Rape of 
Jjarcce diffei little from other members of a l.ngc (lass of Elizabethan 
poems refeircd to abo\c (p. 267). They select, on the pattern of 
many writeis of the k rench and Italian Renaissance, subjects at once 
luscious and tragical, and they ajiply the new melodious verse, of 
which Spenser had taught the secret, to the discussion of them in a 
manner which appeals at once to the sensual and the sentimental 
emotions. 

But if the class was the same, the individuals aie \ery different. 
There were already many tuneful singers in 1593 ; but none of them 
except the master himself could r.iise such a pageant of voluptuous 
imagery, or accompany it with such a symphony of harmonious 
sound, as w'e find in Vcfiu^ afui Adofzis. No one except Sjicnser and 
Sackvillc had evoked the rhyme-clangour of the stanza - w ith such 
delicate art , no one c.xccpl these tw'o had portrayed such vivid 
pictures as the arrest of Adonis by Wuius, the captuity of Mars, the 
portrait of herself by the goddess, the escane of the courser, the 
description of the boar and of the haie-hunt, the solitary night, the 
discovery of the foolish youth who has fled from Love’s arms to 
those of Eeath. But w'hile none, sa\e these, of men living had done, 
or could ha\e done, such w’ork, there was much here which— 
whether either ccnild have done it or not- neither had done. 

In the first plac'c there is, almost for the first time in English 
poetry since Chaucer, a dire( tness of observation m the sketches 
from nature. Sackville, so far as his brief space and peculiar subjects 
allowed him, Spenser far more, are great painters and 
describers. But even the later and greater poet rather 
displays a magnificently decorative convention in painting than a 
direct re-creative or reproductive touch. .Shakespeare, even m these 
earliest days, has this latter—the horse and the hare, though the 
most famous and elaborate, are only tw'o out of many instances of it 
m the Ve? 7 u^. In the second j)lace, the slow^ movement, which is of 

^ XTores’s extremely mtetesting ihougli singulaih uncrilic.il sketch of contem¬ 
porary and other Enghsli htciaturc will be found m Mr. Arber’s English Garner, 
ii 94 , .ind in Mr. Orcgoiy .Smith's Elizabelhan Cntnal Assays, a.s cited above. 

Venus and Adonis is m the si.x'-, Liicrete m the scvcn-lmcd sta\c. 
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the essence of the poctiy of Sackvillc and of Spenser, and which is 
certainly invited by the six-lined stanza in which the V^enus is written 
almost as much as by the rhyme-royal and the Spenserian, cannot 
adjust itself to the infinite variety and the directly lyrical flow of 
Shakespeare’s versification. It is not a mere accident which has 
made composers choose “ Lid me discourse ” and “ Lo, heie the gentle 
lark ” for setting lo song measures of the lightest quality; and 
throughout the poet shows himself—c\cn moie than Spenser, how 
much more then than any one else ’—the absolute master of his metre, 
the to wliom all ccmditions of jihrase and rhythm are 

merely viatcria pf-ima out of which he (an make whatsoever he will. 
And lastly, though of necessity m less measure and deg'rcc, that gift 
of indicating character, of opening up vholc unending vistas of 
thought by a single phrase, which is Shakespeare’s as it is hardly 
any one else’s, vs here. Of Ackmis, the story forbade him to make 
much. But it would have been so easy to make Venus contemptible 
or disgusting or simply tedious ; and she escapes all three fates so 
completely ! The escape, no doubt, is effected partly, if not mainly, 
by the unfailing intensity of passion which the poet suffuses, but w'C 
are concerned chiell> with the means of suffusion. They arc, I take 
It, mainly, if not wholly, com]>nsed in that magic of the single phrase 
m which Shakespeare (for this is not Spenser’s gift) reminds us of 
no predecessor but Chaucer, and in whicli he outdoes Chaucer more 
than Chaucer outdoes others 

Ten kisses short as one, one long as Iwcnty- 
I^eadiiig linn jinsoncr in a red-rose chain— 

Love is a spirit all compact of fire— 

He sees her coming and begins to glow 
Even as a dying coal levives with wind— 

Her two blue windows faintly she u])lR*avetli— 

Was melted like a vapour from her siglit- 

are mere specimens selected half at random from the things of this 
kind with which the piece swarms. “ tonceited,” “ over-luscious,” 
“ unoriginal ”—half a dozen other epithets the merely stop-watch 
critic may heap Ujion W'nus a 7 td Adonis, One epithet, sometimes 
used In disparagement, it does deserve—it is young, but with the 
youth of Shakespeare. 

Much of what Inis been said will apjdy to Luc 7 'cce^ which chiefly 
differs from its predecessor in having a seven-line stanza, and in 
dealing with criminal, and not merely unhappy and tragic, passion. 
It is, however, on the wliole, inferior ; being not merely longer (and 
the style is not improved by length), but waitten with something more 
of an approach to the old fifteenth-century manner of allegoric and 
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other padding. We should be sorry not to have it as well as the 
Venus^ but it could not supply its companion’s place. 

The Sonnets do not reveal to us a more exquisite or richly gifted 
poet than does the Venusj but they take us to a higher range of 
subject, where sensuous imagery is indeed not absent, but where the 
poet’s absorption in it has given way to a more direct .. 

^ , . , . . VheSonntfK. 

domination of the ideal, to meditation upon passjon 
rather than realisation of it. The endless discussions on the person¬ 
ages probably or possibly concerned must be sought elsewhere. 
The famous dedication ^ is, almost to a certainty, enigmatic of malice 
prepense ; but there is no reason to question the fact suggested by 
the text throughout, and explidtly asserted once in it, that “a man 
right fair ” and “ a woman coloured ill ” were the objects, either suc¬ 
cessive or simultaneous, of the poet’s passionate attachment. That 
these two persons were live individual beings ; that the passion was 
actually felt, but for one, two, five, or fifty other persons quite differ¬ 
ent from those adumbrated ; or that the poems have no necessary 
connection with any particular person, will never be exclusively 
asserted or denied by any one acquainted with human nature. 

All these theories and others arc possil^le; none is proved; 
and, for the literary purpose, none is really important. What is 
important is that Shakespeare has here caught up the sum of love 
and uttered it as no poet has before or since, and that in so doing he 
carried poetry—that is to say, the passionate expression in verse of 
the sensual and intellectual facts of life—to a jutch w^hich it had 
never previously reached in English, and which it has never out¬ 
stepped since. The coast-hne of humanity must be wholly altered, 
the sea must change its nature, the moon must draw it in different 
ways, before that tide-mark is passed. 

These Sonnets are written in the English form, w^hich is some¬ 
times called from them the Shakespearian, and which, as already 
explained, is quite entitled to claim equality wath the chief Italian or 
Petrarchian. Three quatrains, not connected by any formal 
necessary or usual community of rhyme, are tipped with and spiritual 
a couplet; and, generally speaking, though not invariably, 
the opposition or balance of octave and sestet which the Petrarchian 
form naturally invites is replaced lierc by a steady building up of the 
thought thiOLigh the douzain, and then cither a climax or a quick anti- 

^ “To tho only begetter of these ensuing sonnets Mi W H. all happiness 
and that eternity pioiinsed by our ever-living poet wisheth the well-wishing ad¬ 
venturer in setting forth T. T.” “ T. T." is admitted to be Thomas Thorpe 

the pubhshei ; the “ ever-living poet" is open to no doubt, as the title-page has 
“Shakespeare's Sonnets " But who “ Mr. W, H.” was, that i^ the question. It 
matters extremely little, but genci.il opinion and fair probability irichnc to William 
Heilx?rt, Iv.ul of IVmbroke, Sidney’s nephew. 
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strophe in the final couplet. The form is extraordinarily suitable to the 
subjects, and may be said to be, for the sonnet meditative, actually pre¬ 
ferable to the octave-and-sestet, though the latter may have advantages 
for the sonnet descriptive. No such samples of the peculiar phrase 
beauty of the Sonnets can be given as those which were possible in 
the case of the Vcjius^ simply because of their bewildering abundance. 
Every sonnet, and perhaps a majority of the two thousand lines or 
thereabouts, contains them ; and among them are numbered no small 
proportion of the highest, the iiitensest, the most excjuisite jewels of 
English poetry. But their general characteristic as verse is a steady 
soaring music, now lower, now higher, never exactly glad but always 
passionate and full, which can be found nowhere else—a harmonic 
of mighty heart-throbs and brain-piilsings which, once caught, never 
deserts the mind’s ear. Like all the greatest poetry, this is almost 
independent of meaning though so full of it ; you can attend to the 
sense or disregard it as you please, certain in each case of satisfac¬ 
tion. The thoughts are not so far-fetched, the music not cjuite so 
unearthly, as in some poems of the next generation, but they are more 
universal, more commanding, more human, 'fhe mastery which had 
been partially attained in Venus and Adonis is complete here. There 
is nothing that the poet wishes to say that he cannot say, and there 
is hardly a district of thought and feeling into which he does not at 
least cast glances of unerring \ision. 

7 'hc faculty, which m this direction attained such early command, 
seems m the more complex and various departments of dramatic 
exercise to have developed itself, as might be expected, more slow'ly 
in proportion to the bulk and variety of its accomplish- 
dlvVsiolisof inent. What really is Shakespeare’s earliest dramatic 
plays: work is, as has been said, in the highest degree un- 

certain ; and ol the pieces which are with more or less 
probability ascribed to his earliest period it is not definitely known 
how much is his own, how much supplied by or borrowed fiom others. 
From the beginning of the ])lay, as distinguished from the interlude, 
the habit seems to have established itself, in England as in other 
countries, of constantly reworking^ old pieces by new^ hands ; and 
it is probably to some exceptional popularity of Shakespeare as a 
refashioner in this w-ay that Greene's outburst refers. His early pieces, 
then, may be divided into anticipations, more or less original, of his 
special masterpiece, the romantic comedy, attempts in the blood- 
and-thunder melodrama of the time, and probably, in most cases, 
refashioned chronicle-plays or “ histories,” a kind, as w'c have seen, as 
old as Bale. To the first division belong Love'^s JjihouT^s Los/, the 
Two Gentlemen of I'erona, the Comedy of Errors (this touching the 
translated classical play), Measure for Meastf re (?), the scries culrninat- 
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A Mtdsufft 7 ner Nti^JiTs Dreatri; to the second Tttus A ftdronicus; 
to the last the majority of the j^reat senes of the English histones, 
while Eo 77 ieo a 77 d Juhet stands apart as what we may call a romantic 
traf^edy corresponding to the romantic comedy, and promising almost 
greater things to come. 

In all this work, guessing as little as we can, and proceeding as 
gingerly as possible, we can see the poet’s genius growing and settling 
itself m every possible way. In metre he begins with the lumbering 
fourteeners, not as yet quite spirited up even by him, 
the stiff blank verse which even from the first becomes and phVasr 
pliant in his hand, the richer but almost stiffer Marlovian 
hectoring style, the quaint fantasies and euphuistic devices of Lyly, 
all frequently lapsing into rhymed couplet and even stanza. But 
almost from the very first there arc glimpses, and very soon there 
are much more than ghinpses, of something that we have never 
seen before. Such a phrase, for instance, to take but the first that 
occurs, as the 

And shako the yoke of inauspicious stars 
from this world-wcaiicd flesh, 

of Ro 77 ic(y a 7 td Juliet takes ns a long way beyond Marlowe, a longer 
way beyond Peele. In both these masters there is a deficiency of 
vibration in the verse, and a certain poverty, or at least simplicity, 
of verbal music. “Native wood-notes wild” is rather truer of Peele 
than of Shakespeare. Even Shakespeare could not often outdo 
Marlowe m a sort of economy of majesty, the grandeur of a huge 
blank chff-f.ice, or of the empty welkin itself But as his meaning is 
more complex, farther-ranging, more intricately developed than theirs, 
so are his versification and his form, Ihe incomparable skill that 
was 10 achieve such things as 

Peace, jx'ace ! 

Dost thou not see iny baby at my breast 
'riiat sucks the nurse asleep ? 

or the famous Tc 77 ipcsf passage about “ such stuff as dreams are 
made on,” confronts us in the making (and a very rapid making) 
quite early. We find it in the quaint euphuisms of Love's Labour's 
Lo^t^ in the unequal speeches of the 'Lwo Gc 7 iile 77 ien^ even in such a 
partly farcical medley as the Co 77 iedy of Errors^ and such an ill- 
mingled mass of farce and tragedy as Measure for Measure. The 
real Shakespeare cannot help showing himself, if only by a flash of 
\crse here and there ; and then we are m presence of something 
new—of a kind of English poetry that no one has hit upon before, 
and which, as we cannot but feel, is revolutionising the whole 

Y 
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structure and character of English verse. He may rhyme, or he 
may not rhyme, or he may turn to prose; but always there is the 
new phrase, the new language, conceited to the despair of pedants, 
playing on words in a fashion maddening to dullards, not always 
impeccable from the stricter standpoints of taste, but always instinct 
with creative genius. 

In respect of (misiiuction and dramatic conception these early 
works, as we mi”ht expect, are less acKanccd. 'Phe chroniclc-play 
of its nature defies construction of the ordinary kind, though some¬ 
times, as in IVLiilowe’s Kihvard Jl. and Shakespeare’s 
struaiim Richards^ the actual story may be short and central 

enough to give something like definite plot. It is, how¬ 
ever, remarkable how Shakespeare contrives to infuse into these 
chronicles, or, as they may be not inaccurately termed, these dra¬ 
matic romances, something of the unity of the regular play oi dramatic 
epic. He will do it by the most various means—sometimes as in 
A'/V/g J(diu^ by the contrasted attraction of the tragedy of Constance 
and Arthur and the comedy of the Bastard Falconbridge ; some¬ 
times, as in Henry ] V .^ b) the uk lusion of a non-histoneal char¬ 
acter, like Ealstaff, of the very first inteiest and importance, with 
the subsidiaries necessary to set it off; sometimes, as in tienry V., 
by projecting an idea (m this case the p.iliiotic idea of England) 
in such a fashion that the wliole of the pla>, humours and all, 
imposes it on the spectator. Hat in the miscellaneous plays there is 
much less unity of construction, and, as yet, the romantic attraction 
of chaiafter is not quite secured. 'I’he defeat of the project of 
seclusion from womankind in Ijyvds Labour's Lost might hardly, in 
any case, have been sufficient by itself, and is certainly not made 
sufficient ; the play, agreeable as it is, loses itself in humours, and 
episodes, and single comliats of wit and love. The central story of 
the Two Gcnfhmeu is not more than enough for an ordinary 
and It may be (picstioned whether that of Romeo and Juliet is m 
itself much more. But lliis latter Is qumtessenced, and exalted to 
the heavens, by the pure and intense poetic quality of its verse, by 
the pity of it in the case of the hero and still more the heroine, and 
by the contrasted flashes of wit and gallantly in Mcrcutio and Tybalt 
and the rest. So in the other and lighter masterpiece, A Mid¬ 
summer NigMs Dream, which probably belongs to this period, the 
subtle fidelity to the dream-nature pcrhajis makes it unnecessary to 
give, but certainly as a matter of fact excludes, any elaborate char- 
acter-drawang. Indeed, always and everywhere at this period, Shake¬ 
speare’s character is far ahead of his plot. Some indeed, to whom 
critical adhesion can here by no means be given, would maintain 
that this was always the case, and that to the very last the dazzling 
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and transcendent truth and mastery of the great personages help to 
blind the 7 *eader to the want of that “clockwork” evcclicncc of con¬ 
struction which Jonson could pei'haps already give, and was certainly 
to give Ijiefore Shakespeare’s death. Let it rather be said that 
Shakespeare at this time had not quite acquired the art of construct¬ 
ing up to his character-level ; that later, w’lien he had learnt it, he 
never cared to give more construction than was neccssaiy for his 
characters ; and that in this he was light. It may be questioned— 
heresy as the statement wall seem to some- whether construction, 
pitched to the perfection of 'Jhe Sileiii IWvuan or of Tom Jo/ie^, is 
not something of a. ho/r dc ft> 7 rc^ and wliether it does 
not deserve Bacon’s jileasant sneer in anolhcT matter, ^ 

“you may see as good sights in taits.” Life does not 
f onsider or contrive so curiously. However this may be, Shake¬ 
speare at this time was certainly not “our best plotter”; he was 
.urc.idy at times an almost perfect artist m cMiaiacter, as he was a 
(juite perfect poet. Even in such “more rawer” woik as the Two 
{iC 7 ifIenieti^ “Who is Sihia.^” does not more show us the master of 
lyiic than Julia and Lance show' us the master of the graver and the 
lighter, the moie passionate and the more frivolous, psychology and 
ethology. Even in that iinec|iial niecllcv, Mcasior fo 7 ‘ Metninr^ the 
great scene between Isabel and Claudio so far transc.ends fUivthing 
that English, anything that Eurojiean, drama had had to show foi 
nearly two thousand years, that in this sjiecial point of view' it remains 
])erhaps the most wonderful in Shakespeare. Mai low e lias nothing 
like It; his greatest passages, psychologncally speaking-, are always 
monologues ; he cannot even attempt the clash and play of soul w'lth 
soul that IS so miraculously given here. Yet, though the jil.iy (which 
some call a c'omecly 1) is not known to have been acted till 1604, its 
general characteristics put it far earlier. 

The second or middle division of plays may be said to be con¬ 
nected with the first by the link between Hc)i 7 y J\ . and Jfc 777 y 
the latest and most matured of the early batc h, and the Me 7 ' 7 y U^z 7 rs 
of lV 77 idw 7 ', probably the first of the second. The niKidif 
Jifeny lT/ 7 'e 9 itself is a curious study. It has failed divisioji tlu‘ 
to find favour w'ith some, owing to a not ignoble dislike 
at seeing the degradation or discomfiture of Falstaff, but it must be 
remembered that Shakesjieare, though never cruel with the morbid 
cruelty of the modern pessimist, is alw'ays perfectly awake to the 
facts of life. And, as a matter of fact, the bowls that Falstaff played 
involve the rubbers that are here depicted. It has also been a 

* It is well to say notliing about Herny 17 , because, though I have no doubt 
that this trilogy is, as we have it, m the main Shakcsjreaie’s, it is also beyond 
all doubt, and beyond all others, a refashioning of earlier plays. 
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common sayin^^ that the play is little better than a farce. If so, it can 
only be said that Shakesjieare very haj)pily took or made the oppor¬ 
tunity of showing hou a farce also can pass under the species of 
eternity. I low infinitely do the most farcical of the characters, such 
as Sir Hugh and Dr. Cams, excel the mere “Vices’’ of earlier play¬ 
wrights ! Who ])ut Sh.ikes])eare had—we may almost say ^\ho but 
Shakespeare has—made an immortal thing of a mere ass, a mere 
puff-ball of foolish froth like Slender? If Chaucer had had the 
dramatic as he had the narratu'C faculty and atmosphere he might 
have done Mrs. (Juickly, who is a very near relativ^e, in somewhat 
lower life, of the Wife of Bath, and rapidly ripening for her future 
expeneiKCS in Eastchcap. But Shallow is above even Cdiaiicer, as 
arc also the subtle differentiation between Mrs. Rage and Mrs. Ford, 
and the half-do/en strokes which her creator judged sufficient for 
sweet Anne I’age. As for Falstaff, it is mistaken affection which 
thinks him degraded, or “translated” Bottom-fashion. He is even 
as elsewhere, though under an unluckit^r star. 

This completeness exhibits itself, not perhaps m more masterly 
fashion, but in a somewhat higher and more varied material, in the 
great tiio of Romantic comedies which is supposed to re])rescnt the 
work of the last year or two of the sixteenth (enlury — 
Zav’///// A/gZ/A d///<// a/w// Not hi no ^ and As You 

Like If ^\ hether this order represents the actual com¬ 
position or not, n certainly represents an intellectual and literary 
progression of interest and value, though the steps between the three 
are not wide. T^ocl/fh A/<////, like the Mciiy Ulves thoug^h not 
quite to the same extent, is pure comedy w ith a leaning to farce. 
'J'he e\((uisitc delicacy of the character of Viol.i suffuses it with a 
more romantic tone ; but the disasters of Malvoho are even less 
serious than FalstafPs, and the great appeal of the play lies wholly 
on the comical side, m the immortal characters of Sii 'Toby and Sir 
Andrew', m Feste, the first distinctly and peculi.irly Shakespearian 
clown, in Maria the “youngest w'len of nine,” in the glorious fooling 
of the plot against the steward, and the minor Comedy of Errors put 
upon Viola and Sebastian. There is no touch of sadness, thoiigdi the 
clown’s final song of “The rain it raineth every day” gives a sort of 
warning note ; the w'holc is sunny, and if less romantically imaginative 
than A Midsummer Nighfs Drcam^ it is almost as romantically 
fanciful. 

Much Ado about Nothing changes us from pure comedy to the 
tragi-comic—indeed, to w'hat threatens at one time to be tragedy 
undiluted. Perhaps here only, or here and in the Wintei'^s Tale, 
Shakespeare has used tragedy to heighten his comedy, just as he 
habitually does the opposite ; and the effect is good. But it is for the 
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lighter side—for the peerless farce of Dogberry, the almost peerless 
comedy proper of Eenedick and iieatrice—that we love the play. And 
the attraction of this couple, anticipated \ery early in Rosaline and 
Ihron, is used yet again and with absolutely supreme success in As 
Yon Like //, one of the topmost things in Shakespeaie, the inaster- 
piec e of romantic comedy, one of the great type-dramas of the woild. 
Here, as in so many other places, Shakespeare borrowed his theme, and 
even no small ]).iit of his minor situations ; but this matters nothing, 
ddie (yV/zy/c/jv/ is pleasant and \igoroLis, Lodge’s Rosnlytuie 

IS ingenious and fantastically artistic. Rut As' ) on Ijke Lt is part 
of the little “library of La Quinte”- of the few books exhibiting 
imagination and expression e([n.dly married. Rfisalind and Touch¬ 
stone stand, each in his or her own wa), alone. 

The aj:>parent change m the subject and tempei of Shakespeare’s 
w’ork at the beginning of the seventeenth century has been the sub¬ 
ject of much idle talk. 'I'liere is no more leason to behe\c that he 
was specially and personally merry when he wrote this 
group of comedies, than theie is to liclieve lliat he was 
sad or embittered during the period whuh produced 
Jnhns Caesar^ Othello^ Lea 7 \ Macbeth^ Antony 

and Cl copat 7 \i —to which some w’ould add Tnnlns and Cressida^ 
I'imon^ and even Measure for Mcasiirc^ as well as Coriolafius. To 
the present writer it is firetty certain that Measure for Measure^ 
I'nnofi^ and L'roilns and Cressida represent much earlier work, 
whether 01 no they had been actually produced. The three Roman 
plays, yz/Z/z/.s' Caesar^ CotdolanuK^ and Antony and Cleopatra^ make an 
interesting section to themselves, wdiich m Antony and Cleopatra 
almost passe ^ into that of romantic tragedy, and so joins the supreme 
cjuartette, Hamlet^ Macbeth^ Othello^ and J.ear. In all the Roman plays 
Shakespeare applied his English-chronicle method pretty exactly 
to the material that he found in North’s L'^lutarch^ and, since his 
faculties both of stage-management and of vei sification were now in 
complete maturity, w ith the noblest effect. Rut in character he does 
not create much, he only interprets- -till w^c come to the “ Serpent of 
old Nile” and her lover, who are neither the crowmed wanton and 
besotted debauchee of uninspired history, nor the anti-Roman 
sorceress and victim of Horace’s craven-crow ing ode, but a real hero 
and heroine of romance, luckless though not blameless, sympathetic 
though not ill served. 

Much, however, even of Antony and Cleopatra is only chronicle, 
and like the other tw^o, great as they are, falls beneath the magnificent 
creation of the four great romantic tragedies. In each of these, 
of course, Shakespeare had again his authorities, and, as his wont, 
he sometimes follow'ed them closely. Rut the interest of the four 
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does not depend in the very least upon Cinthio or Saxo, upon 
Geoffrey or llolinshed. Here, as in the great companion comedies, 
the dramatist breaks quite free ; his real themes are human passion 
and human action at Jarge, caught and einbod)cd for the nonce m 
individual character and fate. Nowhere else docs even Sliakcspeare 
lavish his resoun es as he does in these four pla\ s, and certainly in 
none does he manifest such a power of displaying the irony of life 
and fate. X'lcwed fiom one standpoint, all four are as well entitled 
to the motto “ Vanity of \anities” as Iscdesiasics itself. The love, 
the heroism, and the gre.it leading qu.ihties of Othello and Macbeth, 
the filial duty and intellectu.il subtk'ty of Hamlet, the geneious if 
reckless and passion.ilc bonhomie Le.ir, ;ill make shipwreck against 
the rocks thrown in their wviy by inauspicious st.'irs, and sought out 
too often by their own mistakes and crimes. With that supreme 
genius which distinguishes him from the common jjlaywright, 
Shakes])C.ir(‘ has never made his heroes or hcioincs tyjies ; and this 
has imzzled many, and drnen not a few't(> despairing efforts to make 
them out ty])es after .ill. It is exactly what they are not. Shakespeare 
WMS no duped or dujiing jire.Kher of the ruling' passion like his 
second editor. Othello is indi'cd the simplest of the four ; lint even 
here the character of lago, winch is almost as conijilex as that of 
Hamlet, invites a gicat, fioni some the grcatci, ji.iri of the interest. 

'I’hose w'ho would make H.imlet a mere ii resolute, a mere 
Waverley, not only do not supjdy a full exjd.ination of him even in 
their terms, but furgc't th.it irresolution, at least such as his, is the 
most complex of qualities. The inability of the w'lll to “let itself go” 
is ]).artly c.'iused by, much more compile.ited with, the m.iljiluy of the 
intellect to decide. 'J'o comjxire Lear with the wn Ic hed otlua* play ^ 
on the subject, which is be)ond all doubt anterior, or wath 1 lohnshed, 
or with Geoffrey’s original, is jierhaps the very best single means of 
.appreciating the infinite variety and intricacy of Shakespeare’s know¬ 
ledge .and expression of humanity. Although the h.ipless King is 
ahvays in the I..atin sense impotent — inc ajiable of resisting the 
impulse of the moment—this fault of liis is conditioned, coloured, 
transformed at every instant by circumstances, many of them 
SJi.ikespeare’s own invention, and all rearranged with new effects by 
him. The gifting, the unexpected fracliousness of Cordelia (and let 
it be remembered that Cordelia is not a perfect character, that she is 
as hyper-fr.ank .as her sisters .are hypocritical), the petty insults at 
Gonenl’s, the bolder outr.ige at Gloster’s under the oiclcrs of Regan 
.and Cormv.all, the terrors of the storm, and the talk (dangerous 
to alre.ady tottering wats) of the sham madman, the rescue even as it 


^ 'fo be found, with other simil.ar apparatus, in Hazhtt’s Shakespeare's Library. 
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is too late, the second fall into the hands of his enemies, and the 
final blow in the murder of Cordelia—all those engines, all these 
reagents, the dramatist applies to Lear’s headstiong petulance with the 
most unvarying precision of science, the most unfailing variety of 
ait. We have the ungovernable king and ex-king- in twenty different 
“ states,” in twenty dill'erent relations and presentments, all c onnected 
by the central inexorable story. And .so in J\I<uhcih the hero— 
ambitious, uxorious, intensely under the mllucnce of nerves and of 
imagination, as diffeient from the mere “butcher” of Malcolm’s 
insult as his greater but not hsss complex-souled wife is from a 
“fiendlike queen” -passes before us whole and real, terrible but 
exact, before, at the crisis of, and in his crimtnal stage, at onte wath 
the fluttering and jihantasmagonc variety of a dream, and with an 
utterly solid and continuous slory-mtei(*st. The Macbeth wdio is 
excited by the prophecy of the wiithes is exactly the same Macbeth 
as he wdio shrinks from the visioned dagger, as he who is struck to a 
kind of numb philosopliisitig by the cry of women that announces his 
wife’s death. 

Of the numberless and magnificent passages of our poetry which 
these four plays contain it w^ere v.iin to attenijit to speak. It must 
be sufficient to say that m them the Shakespearian line, winch, with 
Its alisolute freedom of shifting the pause from the first syllable to the 
last, its almost absolute fieedom <TsylkibK equivalence, and the infinite 
variety of cadence v^hlch the use of llu'se Iw’o mam means (and no 
doubt some magic besides) .illowed it to attain, is the ccntial fact of 
English poetry—this line came to its very farthest. We only observe 
in the plays of the last six or seven years of Ins life one change, and 
that not a quite certain one, the inclination to greater indulgence in the 
redundant syllable vN'hich is so exceedingly nolic cable in his successors 
in romantic drama, Ileaumont and Kletcher. It is pretty certain that 
this license, which he had always used to some extent, would ncvei in 
his hands have reached the excess which we find in tliem, and which 
in their followers simply disbands the line into loose ungirt prose, 
with some reminiscences of verse here and there. But it cannot be 
considered on the whole an imtiroveinent. 

The plays of, or probably belonging to, the last period of Shake¬ 
speare’s life are fewer in proportion than those of either of the pre¬ 
ceding periods, but those of them that are certain present interesting 
characteristics. These are Cymbelinc^ the Talc^ ^ ^ ^ 

and The Tcjnpesf^ the otheis being Hefiry VJU. and 
Pericles. This last play, which w’as not included in the first folio 
of 1623 by Shakespeare’s friends and colleagues, Heminge and 
Condell, presents curious difficulties. Great pari of it must be 
Shakespeare’s ; there is perhaps no part that 7 Hight not be ; and the 
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g^eneral characteristics of story-managernent and versification are a 
very odd mixture of his earliest and his latest manner—a Juwtfs 
Labou 7 '^s Lost blended with a \Vinterns Talc. Noi do 1 at least see 
icason for refusing any ])art of Henry VJIJ. to Shakespeare, though 
the jnonnnence of the redundant syllable has made many ascribe it 
in large part to Fletcher. But about the other three there is no 
doubt, and certainly tlune is more excuse than usual fen* those who 
read in them a special index of the author’s temper in these Ins last 
days — of the “calmed and calming' mens adepta whereof Fulke 
Gre\’ille speaks. Cymbeline partakes somew'hat of the same character 
as the earlier Miah Ado about Nothing. It is very nearly a 
tragedy—indeed, unlike Miuh Ado about Nothing, it contains 
accomplished tragic incidents in the deaths of the ()ueen and 
Cloten. But as far as the interesting personages—Imogen, 
lachiino, Eosthuinus - arc concerned, the tragedy is averted, and 
the whole deserves the name of romantic dramc in the French 
sense. 

'This word, indeed, exactly describes these last three plays, and 
with evei-increasing apprcjpriateness. I'edants of the bookish theoric 
of playwright craftsmanship have found fault with tlie construction of 
Cymbclitu, whic'h is admittedly loose, like its fellows--a chronicle or 
romance rather tlian an epic, but perfectly sufJicient for its own 
oliject and purposes. 'J'he backbone of A IVinted^ Tate is a little 
more carefully and distinctly vertebrated, though no doubt the 
action IS rather improbably prolonged, and the statue-scene, m 
which Ileriiiicine is restoiecl to Leontes, does not entirely atone by 
its extienie beauty for its equally extreme improbability. But here, 
as always, Shakespeare has done uhat he meant to do ; and here, as 
always, it is the extremity of critical impertinence to demand from an 
author not what he meant to do but something that the critic thinks 
he might, could, should, or ought to have meant. 'The vivid truth 
of the Queen’s frank courtesy, Leontes’jealous rage (so different from 
Othello’s, yet ecjually lifelike), the fiup lurid yuesentment of the 
“ coast ” of Bohemia, the exquisitely idyllic (a word much abused, yet 
here apyAicable) figuie of Perdita, the inimitable Imo of Aulolyrus, 
the ^^enclant to Touchstone—to give all these and othei things in 
a pleasing senes was what the dramatist intenilccl to do, and he 
dici it. 

I'he sjjlcndour cjf sunset in The 7 'enipe^t can escaj^ie no one, and 
the sternest op})oncnt of gtiessw^ork must admit the probable presence 
of a designed allegory in the figure of Prospero and the burying of 
the book, the breaking of the staff, at the close. FAen if this be 
thought loo fanciful, nowhere has Shakespeare been more prodigal of 
every species of his enchantment. The exquisite but contrasted 
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^racc of Miranda and Ariel, the wonderful creation of Caliban, the 
varied human criticism in Gonzalo and the bad brothers, the farce- 
comedy (jf Stephano and Trinculo, do not more show the illimitable 
faiK'y and creative ])ower of the master in scene and character than 
tlie jiassa^es, not so much scatteied .is shoverecl over the whole play, 
show Ills absolute supremacy 111 poetry. Jloth in the blank verse and 
the lyrics, m the dialog^ue and the set m lonj^ (ontexts 

.ind short pliiases alike, he shows himself absolute, wath nothing 
out of reach of his faculty of expression and su^'^estion, with every 
resource of verbal music and intellectual demonstration at his 
command. 

Hie so-called doulitful jilays ^ of .^hakespcarc form an interesting’ 
subject, but one which c.in he dealt with but briefly here. As 
attributed by older tradition and assertion or by modem guesswork, 
ihc^y amount to “some dozen or sixteen,” of which only 
three, the ZVee? Nof>lc Ki?isnicn^ usually printed as 
l^eaiimont and Fletcher’s, Eihvurd IJl.^ and Arden of 
Fi'versham^ have any serious claims, though some have seen such in 
the YorkAiirc T?'ai^t'dv, a curious little horror-piece which, however, 
a dozen other men might have wTitten. Others again, Juur Eni^ 
LoatnCySirJohnOldcasiU\\vA\e absolutely nothing but unaiilhontative 
tluuigh pretty ancient assertion to lecommend llveiii. As for the 
excepted three, the Two Noble Kimmc 7 ty a dramatisation of Chaucer’s 
Kni^hth 7 'idt'^ has no suggestion of Shakespeare as a whole, but in 
parts shows extraordinary similarity to liis veisification. This has 
tempted some to think that Shakespeaie m.ay by chance have found 
Ins younger c'ontemporanc‘S (neaumont, be it remembered, died in 
the same >ear with him) vvoiking at the play, have looked at it, and 
have mended or patched here and there for amusement or out of 
good-nature Edwni-d ///. h.is tlie s.ime similarities of versification, 
and in part, though a small part, of handling, but it is more 
suggestive of .an extraordinarily clever piece of imitation or insjiini- 
tion than of actual Sh.akespcari.an authoiship. Arden of Ee'i>erslia)n^ 
on the other hand, has no siinikiriiies of versification, and does ncH, 
m Its dealing with the inuvcver of .i husband by his wife and her base- 
born paiainour, suggest Sliakespcaire’s choice of subject, but is closer 
in some ways than any other play to his handling in character and 
psychological analysis. 

^ A c()ini)l(*ti* and t hrap Shakespcan.in “ Apocrypha ” is much vvanlcd. As it 
is, some are in the old large hhiary editions, some in Ha/htt’s Duds/ty, otheis in 
Simpson’s SlIioo/ of Shakesfeari\ and one or two, especially Arden of Feversham, 
are accessible sep.irately. Otherwise the edition of M’ainke and rroescholdt 
(IIall(‘, 1878-88) IS the only good one. though llu'ie is .1 single* vol leprint (Lon 
don, n d ) of the plays .aided in the lati 1 (olios 
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Disposition of the subjrtl—Chronological and biograpiiical cautions ^ Ren Jonson 
- Ills and othci “ huniout His plays - His \cisi* —The lliiee niaster- 
{jicccs—Later plays -The '—Iteaumorit tirid I‘'letcliei—Their lives— 

'Their chaiactensiu's And ineiits Specimiai plays- Sh-alowy jiersonahty ol 
other (li.iinatists - SufliciciKv ol ilnnr work- Chapman -Marston Dekker 
—Middleton--lIe\''wood—W'tdistcr— Ills two gicat plays—Day —Toiirneut 
- kowlc} 

From more than one thing which has been said already, it will be 
seen that tlie aiMiigeincnt ol the gicat period of tlie English dranu 
for trealment in a hteiary history is beset by various difficulties. 

I'lie phases (oiiic so (|uick and overlap each other so 
ofthr-subjta '•‘^ccalely, that sepaiate treatment is apt to create an 
entirely wiong gener.il idea chronologically, while collec¬ 
tive treatiiu'iit is in danger of confusing the successive stages. For 
our present jiurpose the b(‘st wa\ will piobably be to take here all or 
almost all the men who during Shakespeare’s lifetime produced some¬ 
thing more than the mine beginning of their work, leaving even 
Massinger (though it is almost certain that he wrote before i6i6), 
much more Ford, Shirley, etc., for the next Book ; but to preface the 
individual dealings with some waining remarks which may keep the 
general \)U)ression clear. 

Let It then be always rcmendjcred that the formative period of 
the University Wits was a very short one, and was contained, 
roughly speaking, in the decade from i 585 to 1 596 ; that Shakespeare 
overlapped them at the one end, and the first ten years 
of Fletiher—the whole collabor.ition of Beaumont and 
Fleli hei on the other; that iien Jonson, beginning 
before the Queen’s reign ended, by some years, was 
the dramatist more especially of the reign of James, though he 
survived till near the outbreak of the civil dissensions; that 
Fletcher’s death coincided neaily enough w'lth the accession of 
Charles, so that he represents one side of the purely Jacobean 
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drama as Ben does the other; and tliat most of the minor but still 
great men, Chapman, Dekker, Middleton, Heywood, Tourneui, T^ay, 
Marston, W'ebster, while often anticipating the end of Klizabeth’s 
reign, and sometimes prolonging themselves into the beginning of 
Charles’s, are still m the inam ornaments more e'.])etially of 
that of the British Solomon, who, for <ill his Rculis ami Caiitilis 
{vide 7 fifra)j certainly leaped where he liad not sown. From what 
has been said alre.idy of this curiously tangled character of the 
subject, it will be undeistood that a stiictly thronologic.d arrange¬ 
ment of the writers enumerated, .ind others, is practically impossible. 
But It so happens that, without viol.itmg chronology in any important 
degree, we can anange them in an order corresponding cjuite closely 
enough to their literal y importance. 

Ben Jonson^ (whose non-dramatic poc^try is m bulk, and still 
more in mtluence, so important tiiat it must be treated sejiarately in 
the next chajitei, w'hile his prose will also come in for handling m a 
third) was nearly ten years younger than Shakespeare, 

, , ' , , ' , ‘ lUn Jonson. 

and was born in Condon in the year 1573, sometime 
after the death of his father, who was in orders. There seems to be 
no reason for doubling that the family wms a liranch of the Annan- 
dale Johnstones. He wms educated at Westminster, but jirobably at 
neither Uniyersity, though he afterwards receded honorary degrees 
from both. His mothei manied a master bri(kla\er or builder, and 
Tkm appears to have tried the busmt'ss, but natimdly did not like it. 
He enlisted and served for some time in the Netherlands, but seems 
to ha\e come home w'hile still a bo\ and to h.i\e married very early. 
'J’he famous conversations with Drummond (see below), which, though 
not the very best of evidence, are about the best we have, do not 
lejiresent this marriage as a very ha])py one, though Ben giv^es his 
wife a somc^^dlat ungracious testimonial on the most important point. 
He was certainly one of the mewa solidly lead men of an erudite time. 
Wc do not know how he gravitated to the stage, l)ut Meres’s mention 
of him IS so early (1598) that livery Man in his Humour^ Jonson’s 
earliest kmvwn play, is sometimes put before this date, l^ul we do 
not know that it was acted till then, and IMeres’s commendation is 
for tragedy. The wild life of the aUors and playwrights of the time 
had neaily made Jonson’s own end tragically firemature, for he fought 
a duel with an actor of Henslowe’s, (iabnel Siienccr, in this same 
ycMr, killed him, was tried for murder, but escaped by pleading 
“ clergy ” and being burnt in the hand, w’ith loss of goods and chattels, 
which were probably not extensive. During the early years of James 
we know little of him except from the Conversations and a few tradi- 


^ \Vorki>, ed (FH'oid and Cimningham (3 vols I^ondon, //.(/ ) 
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tional stories, mostly of literary quarrels. But in the second decade 
of the seventeenth c entury he became a sort of regular dictator of 
literature, the head of successive groups of young men of letters 
whom he called his “sons,” the furnisher, conjointly with Inigo J(mes 
as designei and me('hamcian till the\ c|uarrellcd, of many court masques, 
which (ontain e\(|iiisiie poetry, and I’oel Laiiieate, or something like 
it. 'The j(>iirney to Scotland, in which he visited Drummond at 
1 lawthoinden, took jilace in 1619. llis last years weie not wholly 
happy, for his health, p.iitly o^\mg to his conviviality, nas unpaired, 
and he was often in straits for money from the fickleness of the court 
and stage fa\our on which alone he depended. But when he died in 
1637 there ^^as probably no competent opinion which did not regard 
him as the licad of English hteratiue, a position w’hicli he ])iactically 
held till Dryden w^as serv('d heir to it. 

Jonson’s first play, Ei'cry Man tn his Hinnour (w’hich after 
haMiig been ai ted at the Rose m a foim not now'extant, about 1596, 
was transferred in Us piesent sha])e to the (ilobe and acted in by 
Shakespeare two )ears latei), expresses in more than its title the 
kind of drama in w'hich he specially excelled. The successive or 
contemporary senses of the much-discussed w'ord “humour” in 
tbiglish can be put shoitly without too much assumption 
on debatable ]>oints. Taking its original meaning m 
the modern languages from the medico-philosophical 
sense of “humour” .is a constituent of the bodily fiame influencing 
health or disease, it passes into the (onnotation of “ temper,” “ disposi¬ 
tion,” which it still retains. From this, and by a slight reaction and 
v.ariation upon Us first me.aning, it comes to signify a jiarticular 
idiosynciasy—a whim or caprice distinguishing the individual—and 
it IS in this sense th.at Joiison constantly uses it and illustr.ates it in 
his plays. Only much later, and by degrees very difhcAilt to mark 
with any accur.icy, did it .iccjiure th.it sense of distinction from, though 
not O])position to, wit m whic'h it has become the designation c^f 
a cjuality so frecjuently found m Eaighsh literature and elsew'here—a 
feeling and presentation of the ludicrous which does not stop there 
but includes something 11101 e, a sympathetic, or .at least meditative, 
tr.ansc:encLency. In this last sense Sh.ikespe.irc is the greatest of all 
humorists, and Jonson h.is not much claim to be one, for his temper 
was unsympathetic and his inti*llect, though stiong, was a little coarse. 
But in the delineation, never absolutely caiicatured, of “humours” in 
the plural form and lessei sense he has had fewv rivals. 

In E^’cry Man in ins Iliiniour the freshness of the writer's v^ein 
prevents the tendency to “cut-and-driedness ” to which his scheme 
is exposed, and the result is delightful, especially in the boasting 
cow'arcl Bobadil and the gull Master Stephen, wdio wants “a stool to 
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be inelancholy upon,” while the sketches of manners, always the 
strong point of the humour-play, show us, almost for the first time, 
a variety of interest and of excellence which was one 
of the chief features of the Elizabethan drama out of 
Shakespeare. P'or there is nothin^.; more distinctive of Shakespeare 
than the way in which, despite his intensely Elnglish patriotism and 
his intensely English spirit, his })aintiny of manners always transcends 
the merely j^taphic and local. He has enough of this last for his 
]jurpose, but only enough, and it was no part of his puipose to indi¬ 
cate for us accurately the flat cap and shining shoes of the citizen, or 
to make us acquainted with I’lckthatch and TIogsden. 

Kih'fy MiUi Old of his }hiafi(ni?\ whuh followed in 1599, is un¬ 
doubtedly open to some of those strictures on sequels which, though 
often applied with undiscnmmatmg woodenness, ha\c some basis of 
experience 'The elaborate chtiracterisings of the persons which 
the author thought it necessary to prefix betray a certain suspicion 
that they do not sufficiently explain themselves ; the mostly Italian 
index-names, Deliro, Fallace, Asper, and the rest, arc teasing to the 
leader, and slight his memory .ind his judgment by suggesting that 
the one is too short and the other loo feeble to identify the sjiecimen 
without the label. ^ et there is both fine \erse and line prose in the 
play, and the satire on the w’ord “humour” itself, which is constantly 
put into the mouths of the ch.iracters, shows that Jonson was never 
his own dupe, though he might sometimes be his owai mimic. And 
his realism has the advantages of its defects. W'e might ha\e gone 
all over the T.ondon of J 599A\ithout meeting F.dstaff (who indeed 
had long been in Arthur’s bosom), but wx should have had, in all 
probabihtv, no difficulty in finding twenty Fastidious Brisks between 
St. Paul’s and Westminster. 

The third ])lay, Cyid/iiiis Rciu'ls (iboo), is an attempt to follow 
Lyly, but with direct satire on FvU])luiism itself, and in a harsher, 
harder style than that of the author of Midas. Indeed, Jon son’s 
tendency to rough peisonal attack, and to a self-assertion undoubtedly 
arrogant, though loo well justified by his gifts to be absolutely ludicrous, 
was growing on him very fast. And his next play. The Poefastei' 
(1601-1602), in which the ostensible characters are those of Augustus 
and his couit, was recognised as a direct assault on his own rivals, 
especially Marston and l^ckker, while Tucca, the principal comic 
character, was seen at once to be drawn from an actual parasite of 
tlic time, one C.iptain Ilannam. Yet there is stuff in it, and fine 
stuff, while Tonson’s progress in Jus own style of versifica- _ 

T j .* . His verse 

tion is very rnaikcd. This, while it never attains to 
anything like tlie universal adaptability of Shakespeare’s and is 
seldom distinguished by the ease and grace of Fletcher’s, has great 



334 LATER ELIZABETHAN AND JACOBEAN LITERATURE bl.vi 


dignity and rhetorical force not really injured any compensating- 
stillness. And it served him well in the fine Roman play of Sejdmis 
wdiich followed (1603), which was acted m, and at first, perhaps, 
originally contributed to by Shakespeare, which, except some of the 
masques, contains Jonson’s best dramatic veise as verse, and wdiich 
exhibits extiaordmary familiarity with the classic originals—a famili¬ 
arity not resulting, as is too often the case, in any overloading with 
ei iidition. 

It was, however, in his three next pieces, 07 ‘ flic /ver, 

ICpiccjii\ or the Siloif Woman^ and llir A/chcnini^ that jonson’s 
genius as a dramatist found the fullest scope. 7 'o the present 
winter’s judgment they seem to present a gradual cres- 
misterpiecL f'^nclo of cxcclleiice. Stiong as is Vo/pone (m which 
the devices of a rich, wacked, and misanthropic Italian 
10 biing shame and disaster on his flatterers and legacy-hunters 
result m his own utter rum) it is still marred a little by a too great 
separation in the characters (the result of the humour-theory), by the 
unmitigated r.iscalit> or foil) of almost everybody m it, and by the 
improbability of A'oljione’s playing a game as dangerous as it was de¬ 
testable. I'hc Silent Woman w’as unsparingly admired by Us own 
and the following generation for the cunning of its plot, the satisfac¬ 
tory adjustment of the contnbutoiy humouis, and the admirable 
character of Morose, the Ix^st of all the misanthropes of the modern 
stage. But bolh jdavs fall shoit of I'he A/ihem/\'t. Here is Sir 
Epicure Mammon, the one chaiactei of the dramatist who requires 
no allowances and exc'cptions in the desr'ription of him as absolutely 
of the first class, no longer the mere vehicle of a ‘‘humour*,” but the 
incarnation of a human temperament--that in which voluptuous and 
avaricious concupiscence sublimed and idealised into something 
immortal. Even this great central figure is thoroughly siqiported by 
the group of his three deluders, and deluders of e.ich other. Subtle, 
Dol, and Face, w'hile all the minor characters, espet ially Abel Drugger 
(later (kirrick^s best character), are good, and the story of the play 
moves with a combination of exactness and alaciity rare in any writer, 
and particularly rare m Jonson. Theie is jierhaps no old play which 
inspires even those who arc not fanatically devoted to the theatre with 
such a desire to sec it performed as this clops, owing to the excellence 
of the stage-situations, though there is hardly any which, from the 
sensuous enthusiasm of Sir Epicure and the brazen yet not vulgar 
audacity of Dol, his “princess,” to the fatuity of Drugger and the 
petulance of the Angry Boy, would reciuire so powerful a cast. 

As the great trio was led up to by one of Jonson’s Roman plays, 
Sejam/s, so the descent from it—for his later pla) s, though even at 
the worst not w^hat Dryden in his rare moment of unkindness called 
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“dotages,” arc a descent—was begun by the other, Catiline, a 
piece w'hich is critically on a level with its pendant in force, learn¬ 
ing, and a certain stiffness. There is no stiffness in ^ ^ ^ 

Bartholomew Fati\ which followed Catiline, but it is 
rather an immense and audacious farce, dealing with the Puritans 
and the general humours of holiday London m a fashion excellently 
vigorous though undeniably coarse, than a comedy. The Devil js 
an Ass soars higher in scheme .ind kind It is a comedy with a 
purpose, and a nither ambitious and hazardous one, being in effect a 
satire, as (bfford says, on monopolists and projectors on the one 
hand, on witth-finders and sham demoni.ics on the other. After this 
there appears to have been a v(‘ry long gap in Jonson’s productions 
for the regular stage, though he was feitile in mas{|iics. When he re¬ 
appeared on the boards m 1625, with '/Vie Staple of News, there was 
no great if any percejitible falling off either m wat, m s.itire, or in the 
vivid portrayal of the “ humours.” Put of his last three plays, 7 'hc 
New Inn, The MiV^;netie Lady, and the I'ale of a Iuh, the first w^is 
definitely damned, wath the result of an indignant protest from the 
poet and divers replies, consol.itory or otherwise, from other wTiters. 
The second had a mixed recejition, and it is not known whither the 
third w.is ever .icted publicly, though it certainly did not ple.ase wdicn 
performed at court. Nor in any of the cases, desyiite passages and 
characters of merit, can they be said to do full justice to the author’s 
pow'ers. Idiat these pow'crs were, howev’er, by no means gone is 
shown ])y his last and unfinished work. The Sad Shepherd, .a p.astoral 
drama faniifully blimded of the story of Robin Hood and a fairy tale, 
which is one of the most cxiiuisite things of the Kli/abethan age— 
the “satire, wit, .and strength” which, far more than to Wycherley, 
may be attributed to its author being here accompanied by a sw^eet- 
ness and poeticjil charm, discoverable indeed in his minor poetic.al 
productions, but seldom to be observed even m his gieatest plays. 

between the poems and the plays, but connected with the l.attcr 
by the Sad Shepherd itself, come the ^^a\(jllesP the most consider¬ 
able body of that kind, both as to bulk and as to excellence, to be 


found in English. Much has been written, without 
much being determined, on the oiigm of the masque 


itself, which was very probably Itali.in. Put the thing is so natural 
a growth in the conditions which made dramatic entertainments the 
particular .amusement of courts, that it requires no elaborate or pre¬ 
cise pedigree. It may be described as a dramatic enterbainment in 
w'hich plot, character, and even to a g^reat extent dialogue, arc sub¬ 
ordinated on the one hand to spectacular illustration, and on the other 


^ Mr. H A. Evans’s English Masques (London, 1897) contains a good selec¬ 
tion of others besides Jonson’s. 
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to musical accompaniment. It was thus a soi t of precursor of the 
opera, and disappeared when tlie opera licrame popular. 'Tlie seven¬ 
teenth century, and especially the hrst half thereof, was the p.ilmy 
time of the masque in England. Of these j)ieccs Ben Jonson lias 
left us ne.irly forty. Most of them, as mentioned, were written in 
conjunction witli Ini^'O Jones, who supplied the decorations, ^^oin^ far 
beyond mere scenery and dresses, and siu li as must often liave taxctl 
the utmost ingenuity even of a consummate architect and engineer. 
Special dancing-masters (.i profession of importance at the time) 
arranged the choregraphy, and the best composers, such as Ferra- 
bosco and Lanier, gave the music for these entertainments, on winch 
sums representing scores of thousands of pounds in our money were 
lavished. But no expense could be more than worthy of the inex¬ 
haustible supplies of wit, learning, and real poetry on which Jonson 
drew unsy)aringly for the libretti. If Milton, as he undoubtedly did, 
bettered Jonson’s instruction in Comus and the yh'tades^ }ct it was 
Jonson’s instruction that he bettered, and by fir less than is com¬ 
monly thought. For hardly any one now reads these charming 
pieces, couched m an obsolete form and buidened wath the rubbish, 
as it now is, of .^tage directions and stage business, but displaying in 
the dialogue constant felicity, and m the aliundanl 1)ncs that very 
sober grace and half demure elegance of craftmansbip by wbicli 
Milton has won not the worst or least genuine part of bis own 
fame.^ 

The woik of Beaumont and Fletcher - is even more voluminous 
than that of Jonson ; it is indeed the most voluminous of any that 
w'c have from the greater figures of our drama, so that to go through 
It here on the same scale as that which has been allow'ed 
and I h'uhrr w'ould be impossible. It would also be unneces- 

s<iry, for their yilays are much more homogeneous than 
his in general conception. 'I'liey arc, with hardly an exception, 
romantic comedies or romantic tragedies, differing remarkably from 
Shakespeare’s in their ethics, and usually in their versification, but 
distantly belonging to the same general grouji m scheme, and sub¬ 
ordinating all their subjects, classical, modern, fantastic, or historical, 
to this general scheme. The lives of the pair are not much known, 

’ The Case is ACered, a crude but not unchar.ictcnstic piece, was probably 
produced in 1598 or 1599, and was pulilislied in 1609, but not by Jonson 
himself. 

- The twin dramatist^ had not l)een re-cdited as wholes since the editions of 
Darley (2 vols ) and Dyce (11 vols ) in 1840-50 7 'he formei is the cheapest, 
the latter the most authoritative. Two new editions by Mi. Bullen and Mr. 
Waller have recently made their appealance. A fairly full selection of complete 
plays will be found m 2 vols. of the “ Mermaid Senes ” The old edition of 1750 
(10 vols ), by various editors, though not very critical, is as useful as any. 
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and the distribution of the dramatic work which commonly g-oes 
und(ir their joint names is extremely uncertain, though from Beau¬ 
mont’s very short life he ran hardly have had much of a hand in the 
majority of it. The traditional allotment of the part of creator to 
Fletcher and of critic to Beaumont rests on no solid authority, and is 
a sort of commonplace in reference to such collaborations. 

John Flc'tcher, the elder, the longer-lived, and undoubtedly the 
more jirolific of the two, though perhaps not the greater genius, 
belonged to a remarkable literary family, though the power was not 
so much shown in his father (v\ho, as Dean of Peter- 
borough, made himself unpleasantly notoiious at the exe¬ 
cution of Q)uccn Mary, and died Bishop of London) as in his uncle, 
(hies Fletcher, the author of Licin, and his cousins, (dies and 
Phmeas, the not too unequal followers of Spenser { 7 >idc infra). 'Phe 
bishop died })oor, and his son, who had entered r>enet or Corpus 
College at C'ambridge early, was left to shift for himself at seventeen 
Wc know nothing of him personally ; but the anecdote in Shad- 
well’s Bury Fair, A’hich presents him as Ining in lodgings with 
one maid-servant, who, when he entertained fnemds, “had hei sack 
in a beer-glass,” is quite likely to be an actual tr.idition, for the 
forte of “Og” wxis not inventiveness. For some time, we are 

told, he and his partner in the dramas lived together. He died 
of the plague in August 1625. Francis l)caumont was the son of a 
Justice of the ('oinmon Pleas, and belonged to a good family m 
Leicestershire.', in which county he was born at (^lacedieu in 1584. 
He bec'amc* a member of Ih'oadgates Hall (afterwards Pembroke 
College), Oxford, m 1597, and entered the Inner Temple in 1600. 
Beaumont w'as an intimate friend not merely of I'lctcher but of 
Jouaon, to whom he wTote a very remarkable ode. He married in 
1613, and died three years later. Except Salmaci'<i ami I/ermaphro- 
ditus, an Ovidian paraphrase in the luscious school of which Shake- 
sjiearc’s twai great ])oems and Marlow'e’s IFro ami Lcandcr are the 
chief, and the anonymous Friiaids Jda the next best, Beaumont’s 
])oetical work is very uncertain, and the collections wdiich go under 
his name (reproduced m Chalmers) are a meie medley of work, 
sometimes certainly, often probably, belonging to others. But the 
contemporary estimate of his poetical genius was very high, and he 
traditionally has the credit of most, if not all, of the cxc(uisitc songs 
which are scattered about the plays, while Fletcher in the same 
tradition contents himself with drama only. 

As guesswoik is kept out of this book as much as possible, no 
space will be given to the attempts which have been made (in hardly 
any case upon documentary evidence) to assign the authorship of the 
great total of fifty-two plays to Fletcher, Beaumont and Fletcher, 

z 
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Beaumont and Fletcher and Shakespeare, Fletcher and Massinger, 
P'letcher and Shiiley, P'letchcr and Rowley. It is sufficient to say 
that in the whole llierc is a sufficient sirnilarit\^, and in almost every 
individual play theie is sufficient elasticity and vancty of manner, 
to make such distributions extremely hazardous, if not utterly idle. 
About P]nlasic}\ The MauVs Tra^cii\\ and AVV/i,'* and no King, 
there can ]je no reasonable dispute ; because the ascription of joint 
authorship to them is older than P lotchei s death. And it so 
happens lh.it these thiee ])lays furnish a sufficient range both of 
comic and tragic handling and expression to enable us to separate 
the spcciJil joint quality of the collaboration. Nor is this wanting in 
any one of the others.^ 

In verse these jilays tend to a looser style, .and admit more 
redundant syllables than those of Ben or even of Shakespeare ; and 
we have spoken of their genenil scheme as dramas. There is room 
foi somewhat more discussion as to their temper and 
* 1 lhsVi'ls moiahty. This has been as a rule rather unfavourably 
spoken of, and it is true that the autliors neither observe 
the bare poetical justice which is one of the notes of Jonson, nor that 
higher, more impartial ethic—admitting the actual conditions of life 
and fate, but always making for righteousness—which is one of the 
greatest glories of Shakespeare. Their sentiment, though freciuently 
exquisite, as m PIn/asicr, VV/e .Hand's 'Tragedy, Thierry and 'Jlieodorcf, 
and elsewhere, is often if not always slightly strained and morbid, 
the pathos is, so to speak, loaded,and the situations which bring 
it about are not ahv.iys natural. Towards what is ccmmionly and 
widely called “ vice ” they hold an attitude which, while it never even 
approac lies the prurient and deliberate provocation of the Restoration 
drama, comes nearer to sympathy than the Olynqnan acknowledg¬ 
ment of Shakespeare, c^r the humorous tolerance of P'lelding. In 
mere language they are no coarser than their fellows ; and Dryden 
committed the proverbial blunder of sclf-excusers when he tried to 
shelter himself, and his fello\v-sinners at the other end of the century, 
under even the exceedingly broad shield of the Custom of the Country, 
But it may be that the moral standard, to adopt the favourite phrase, 
is little lowered m them, the moral currency a little debased. 
Indeed, this is almost implied in the fact that they were, and long 
continued to be, the most popular of all English dramatists, their 
plays not merely surviving the Restoration and its change of taste, 
but even the reaction from that change itself, and holding the stage 
all through the eighteenth century, and well into the nineteenth. 
This, while a testimony to their stage-craft on one side, and on 

^ A brief leasoned c.'italoguc of the whole will be found in my Elizabethan 
Literature, pp. 258-266. 
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another to a certain kind of nature, is on another also evidence of a 
certain vulgarity -though not in the worst sense of the word. 

At the same time, tlicir merits are exceedingly great. The 
wonderful copiousness, variety, and, with inevitable inet|uahty, free¬ 
dom from failiiie, of this vast collection of plays must strike every 
reader. In one point - a delightful feature common, . , 

II 11 1 111 merits 

though not universal, at the time—the songs which they 
contain, they not seldom come near Shakespeare in cjiiahty, while in 
this particular respect they exceed him ui quantity and vaiiety. 
Indeed, it is not quite certain whether one of the most exquisite • of 
this entire section of literature is Shakespeare’s or theirs. They 
brought on the stage a crew of harum-scarum, but not ungenerous 
young men ; of lively, meriy, but not unmaidenly or unladylike girls ; 
who are very natural and agreeable people to keep stage company 
with. As distinguished from the merc‘l\ chaotic construction of the 
earlier drama, and the correct but slightly ponderous and (‘laborately 
geared machinery of Jonson, their arrangement of jilot and inc’idcnt is 
.it once w’orkmanlikc and easy. Nor, though it would be impossible to 
go through all their plays, must w'c- omit more p;n*ti( ul.ii notice of some. 

Perliaps the most gencr.d favourite of all, ceitainly that w'hirh 
has the prettiest passages, and which gives the best exarnyile of 
the authors’ peculiar variety of rom.mtic pla\, is PJulasicr., a tragi¬ 
comedy which turns on the causeless jcvilousy of the 
hero and the faithfulness of Ins love, who, in the 
disguise of the page liell.irio, follows him. 1'he situa¬ 
tion, which was, of course', much fivoiired by tlie prac:tice, universal 
before the chasing of the the.itres, of committing women’s parts to 
boys, took the jiublic fanc'y, .and was much imitated , but the c:hami 
of the pl.iy IS quite independent of it, and though far more unreal and 
merely htcnuy than that of not wdiolly dissimilar things in Sh.ake- 
speare, is perhaps, in its special and lowei kind, unique in Englisli 
literature. 'I'his same taint or hauf-ooiit^ w Inc hc\ er it be prcfcrrcid 
to call it, of unreality, and morbid or hectic sentiment, appears with 
a more tragic cast, but with not Ic'ss, or little less, of its own 
peculiar success, in another of the' undoubted joint works. The MaitVs 
Trairciiy. 'flic authors have here .appealed to some of the most 
affecting, though not the most simply or naturally affecting, motives 
that the playwright can bring into action- the conflict of friendship 
between Mel.antiiis and Amintor, the strain on the former’s loyalty 
when his sovereign’s mistress (not even a cast mistress) Evaidne is 
put off on him, and tlic anguished innocence of Aspatia. The 
pathos, and even in a sense the power, of the working out of these is 


^ " Roses, their sharp spines being gone.” 
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assisted by very many passaj^cs of realK exquisite poetry. In neither 
of these plays is tliere inucli pure comedy, but m A and no 

Kin^ there is a serious part and a comic one, both good, and the 
latter containing the famous braggart Bessus, who makes up the 
great trinity of the English stage in this kind of part with Parolles 
and r>obadil 'J 7 tc Siornful Lady^ which is usually attributed to 
Fletcher alone, is comic merely, and not only supplies comedy of a 
very high order, but had an immense influence on following- genera¬ 
tions down to, and perhajis even later than, Sheridan. The best 
pair with this is the equally famous Jfinno 7 'ons IJcnicfiani^ which 
inclines a little more in the direction of fane Of plays approaching 
and sometimes reaching tlic first class there must be mentioned 
among the comedies Rule a Wife and Have a Wife^ with its famous 
(diaractcr of the “ Copiier Captain ” ; 'The Little L^'endi Lawyc 7 '^ 
Mo 77 \icu 7 ' i 7 io) 7 ias^ 77 ie C/ianees^ 'J'he Ul/d Cl/ase^ and that 

most agreeable liurlesque J'/ir Kniy;ht of tlie lh{)' 7 nny Pestle ; among 
thetiagedies The L'alse One^ I'^ale 7 itifna 7 i, TJtte 7 ' 7 y a 7 id I'hcodorct^ and 
}io 7 iduta^ each of which has one or more characters, and many more 
than one or two passages, of astonishing meiit 'Lhe Tnvo Noble 
/\i 7 ts 7 nrn would hardly rank \ery high, if it were not for the regular 
echo of Shakespearian verse which here and there meets us ; but 7 'hc 
Faithful Shepherdess^ of which ag.iin Fletcher has the sole credit, is 
a most charming jiroduction, h ss ])athetic, fierhaps, than [orison’s com¬ 
panion fragment above noted, but more complete and not less sweet. 
And It may almost be said that m the whole half-century and more 
of plays there is hardly one, even of tlic w'eakest, where* examples may 
not be found not inenfly of that strange “joint-stock poetry,” as 
Scott, I think, once wadi described it, wdnch is common to almost the 
whole Fh/abethan drama from the highest to the lowest, but of 
special and jiec uh.ir music. Ag^ain, m a favourite catchwaird of their 
own day, they had “ wat at wall ’ On the meiely humorous side it 
was almost as verbally fldicitous as that of Congreve, and far more 
abundant, succulent, and various in its ap])hcation; on the critical 
side it comes short of the very greatest only by an indefinite quantity. 
For the greater part of the nineteenth century, until very lately, they 
have paid by a certain slighting for their immense and enduring 
\ogue during two centuries earlier. But wath all their drawbacks, 
all the slight tokens of “decadence” in them, they must be ranked 
so high that none except der Entzige can be put above them. 

Of the personal history of those writers who wall occupy the rest 
of this chapter almost incredibly little is known, the amount in some 
cases extending not much beyond the bare name, without any certain 
dates, and with not much ceitainty of authorship, while m hardly any 
case docs it extend beyond the barest outline of a life. George Chap- 
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man was probably boin at or near Hilchin in or about 1 558, became 
a member of the University of Oxford in 1574, was known as a 
dramatist soon after the beginning of the last decade 
of tlie century, was a good friend of Jonson’s, with juMtonXy 
whom and Marston he got into trouble in 1613 for a 

1 dtain.itists 

siijiposed insult to the Scotch m luishoard was 
patronised by Prince Henry and by James’s favourite Carr, wrote 
})lays, poems, and translations for many years, and died in or about 
1634. John Marston (birth-date unknown, but of a good family in 
the Midlands) w’as educated at Coventry SdifKil and at Ihasenose 
College, wrote poems and satires before the beginning of the seven¬ 
teenth century, and plays after it, was beaten by Jonson, and liad his 
pistol taken from him (Ren took oiders late, became \icar of 

Christchurch, and died m the same year with Chapm.in. Of Thomas 
Dekker we know no date, no fact, no anecdote, nothing at all, except 
that by his owm statement in 1637 he was threescore or thereabouts. 
John Webster is in similar case, it being merely a guess that he was, 
as some one of his name certainly w'as, parish clerk of St. Andrew’s, 
Holborn. Of'Phonias Middleton we know a little moie, which, how- 
e\ei, includes neither the certain date noi the place of his biith 
(London and 1570 appear probable) nor his educ.ition. He began 
to write paraphrases and satires before i6oo, passed like others into 
playwritmg, w\'is chronographer to the City of London m 1620, and 
in 1623 imprisoned for the attack on Condoinar in Ins Game of Lhe\s. 
He died at Newington Tkitts, in 1627, and left a widow named 
Magdalen. Of Heywood, another 'riioinas, w^c know little or nothing, 
save that he came from Lincolnshire and was a fellow of Peterhouse, 
Cambridge. Of John Hay, little .save that he was a member of Gon- 
ville and Cains College, in the s.ime Utmeisity Of Cyril Tourneur 
a few facts of military service. 

Fortunately, how^ever, if we know little about the men, which is a 
matter of slight consecpience, or none at all, to literature, we know a 
good deal about the w^orks, which arc of the highest consequence. 
Much is no doubt lost, very few MS. dramas having ,, 
escaped the rough usage in the original stage, the care- oi'then 

lessness of the fifty years or more when such things were 
regarded as rubbish, and the positive destruction which occurred in 
at least one notorious case (that of the herald Warburton, whose 
cook used up old plays for household purposes), and beyond all ques¬ 
tion 111 scores of unrecorded ones. Even of those which got into 
print there has been loss. But nevertheless there is no author of 
Elizabethan drama whom there is any reason to believe to have been 
leally remarkable, and of whom we have not more or less ample 
remains. The actual amount varies from the two dramas of Tourneur 
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to the two or three dozen—remnants of between two and three 
hundred—of Hey wood. And while we have thus sufficient material 
for discerning the idiosyncrasies of individuals, the total mass of 
matter is so great and so varied that we are very unlikely indeed to 
miss specimens of any general kind. 

The dramatic work of Chapman,^ almost first made and almost 
latest left of all the knights of this Round Table, includes no single 
play of veiy commanding excellence, and is clistinguished, even in 
C'hipmui period, for want of finish. Tkit in individual passages 

it showxs the same great though insufficiently co-ordinated 
and organised power which animates his poems and translations, and 
it includes c:)ne of those interesting senes of mainly chronicle plays 
which form one of the most remarkable features of the wffiole subject. 
lUissy iPA))i/h)is^ TJic Rn’cn^e of Ihissy iPAmhois^ y>y;7w’.i Con sf)!racy^ 
The 'Irayedy of Charles^ Duke of Tyron^ and The T?'<iyedy of Philip 
Chabot^ Admiral of krafne^ all dealing with the nearly contemporary 
history of a neighbouring c'ounlry, show, w'hen regarded from one 
point of view, how the drama was striving to do the part of the 
uninvented newspa])ca- and the still rudimentary novel They even 
give the latest instances of the early “Titanic style of Elizabethan 
drama. Ch,i])m,in was connected in more than one literary way wdth 
Marlowe, w'hose Hero and J^’ander he iimshed ; and while his best 
tragic passages preserve not a little of the “thunder-smoke” of his 
great predecessoi, it is noteworthy that, by the confession of the 
greatest writer of the next age, they had considerable influence on 
wdiat we unkindly c all the rant of Dryden’s owm heroic drama. Good 
examples of Chapman’s tragic power are almost confined to these 
plays, the later tragedies of Caesar and Pompey^ Alphonsus Emperor 
of Germany^ and Re^’enye for Honour being unworthy of their author, 
if indeed the tw o last be his at all. But in the Blind Begyar of 
Alexandria, An Jlumorous Dafs Afir/h, The Gentleman Usher, 
A/onsieur (P()li 7 x (li kind of farcical offshoot of the Ph*ench history 
series), 7 Vie IVidoids I'ears, and, above nil, All Boots nnd Afay Day, 
Chapman shows very satisfactory comic power. These plays, with 
Eastward Ho, in wdnch, it must be remembered, he collaborated, 
place him high m the exposition of a kind of comedy less compact of 
mere humours than Jonson’s, and if less airily gay than Fletcher’s, 
and less saturated with poetry than Shakespeare’s, yet exceeding in 
these various cjualities the work of most other men. 

There is little gaiety—less tlian in Jonson himself—in the third 
shareholder m Eastward Ho and its misfortunes. Marston - began 

' Works, cd, K. H Shepherd, with Essiiy by Mr. Swinburne, 3 vols. London, 
1875 '^\\^ D'Ambon Play^, by F S Boas (London and Boston, U.S A., 1905). 

Ed Ilalliwell, 3 vols. London, 1856 ; ed. Bullen, 3 vols London, 1887. 
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as a satirist; and both the deliberate misanthropy of thought and the 
not always well-carried-off extravagance of expression which mark his 
satires distinguish his plays pretty nearly throughout. 

-T-i r ^ J r • 1 r i Marston. 

The two parts of Aiitonio ana Melltda might, for the 
sanguinary inconsequence of the plot and the high-strung and hectoring 
tone of the language, have been written some dozen or sixteen years 
earlier than they actually were There is good poetry in the play, 
but hardly good drama. The subject of Sophoiisba^ which was 
particularly tempting to the more melodramatic dramatists of the 
seventeenth century in several countries, naturally did not tame 
Marston’s disposition to horrors m incident and rant m language ; 
but it kept him more to the point, and permitted fewer alarums and 
excursions. His masierjiicLC, how'cver, must be sought cither in 
What You lY///, a comedy which could not be a more complete 
contiast to Shakespeare’s play of the name, but which had distinct 
merits, or else in 77 /c Mahonttnt^ a satirical play of the same stamp 
as jonson’s, Molicre’s, and Wycherley’s, representing an honest 
misanthrope. Para sit aster ?iwCi The Dutch Courtesan are inferior; 
w'hilc if The Insatiate Countess' be his, it most ccitamly does not do 
him much credit. It was Marston’s great misfortune that to a decided 
w’ant of range he joined an intensity which is not itself entirely free 
from suspicions of .iffectation. His readers not only, like Lamb w'ith 
Ha/litt, “ wish he would not cjuarrel w ith the w’orld at the rate he 
does,” but sometimes doubt whether Maiston really thought so badly 
of hun'ian nature as he seems to do Nevertheless, he is by no means 
destitute of tlie towering strain of his predecessors and earlier con¬ 
temporaries, and his gloomy rhetoric not very seldom becomes real 
eloquence 

No greater contiast of lone and temper could be imagined than 
that which is actually presented in the wmrks of Marston and in those 
of his colleague m the unknown proceedings, w hich drew down on 
both the wa'ath of Hen Tonson. Nor, looking at Dekker^ , 

• • X.)dcKcr 

from another point of view, does any waiter of the time 
illustrate more strikingly that other contrast which has been referred 
to, the contrast bctw’een the abundant literal y and the almost non¬ 
existent biographical documents about these men. Of Dckkcr the 
man, we know, as has been said, .is nearly as possible nothing ; from 
Dekker the writer, we have not only an abundant body of prose w'ork 
which will be noticed below, but a jilentiful collection of plays, some¬ 
times written m conjunction wath other men, but often enough inde¬ 
pendent. Moreover, it so happens, and luckily, that by putting 
together this last work, his work in collaboration, and the w^ork 

^ Plays (ed. R H Shqihcrd ?), 4 vols. London, 1873; Prose, ed. Grosait, 
5 vols. privately printed, 1884. 
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citlicr alone or with others of his collaborators, wc can obtain an idea 
of his own literary temper and genius which is almost logically 
demonstrable. There is no evidence that he had any connection 
with the Universities, with the Inns of Court, or with any learned 
profession, or, as commonly reputed, respectable means of livelihood. 
He seems to have been simply a working dramatist and man of 
letters, an inhabitant of the earlier and more romantic, but not more 
fortunate. Grub Street. For some forty years he appears to have 
written pla)s and pamphlets, the direct ancestors and representatives 
of the novels and the newspapers by which his kind live, sometimes 
in splendour, often in decent comfort, to-day. It is certain that 
Dekker did not live m splendour, and probable that he did not often 
live in comfort. Jkit he displays m his prose works gieat talent for 
observation and descriptive narration, and in his plays a most 
charming diamatic genius, a little, as is the wont of the time, chaotic 
and irregular, but sweet and pathetic, as is no contemporary save the 
master of all, especially in the delineation of women’s characteis, 
while he has both blank verse and lyric touches and dashes, not 
seldom well sustained, of divinest poetry. In the })lays that are 
attributed to him in part or ascribed to him by guess, such as the 
Marly which appears in Massinger’s works, and the Witch 
of Kihiionton^ these characteristKS .ire seen ; but they are more 
eminently visible in his own undoubted plays, T/i': Shoemaker 'i Jloli- 
liay^ ratic?it Grn.sih Sathomasti \\ Ohl Fortunaius^ and I'hc Jho?iei>t 
liViorc. It is sufficient proof of Dekker’s power in this way that m 
The ShocmakcTs Holiday .and Saliromasti.x neither the clumsy com¬ 
posite device then in favour, of blending or rather strapping together 
(for there is practically no blend) a serious and a comic plot, in both, 
nor in the latter, the desire to hit back at Jonson for his attack in The 
Poetaster^ prevents the disjiLay of it. Old Fortuiialus^ the well-known 
story of the washing-c,ap and other gifts, is his chief exploit m purely 
romantic and fanciful drama ; and though chaotic beyond even his 
W'ont, has wonderful force and fancy. Palient Grissil and 'J'he 
Honest Whore - the former based, of course, on Boccaccio, the hatter 
taking for heroine a wom.an who h.as lost her reputation, but retrieves 
It by her patience, constancy, and inviolable puiity after marriage -- 
are thegreat texts for Dekker’s dealing with the characters of women, 
and the latter shows a felicity of conception and power of execution 
of which the very greatest dramatists might be proud. Nor does 
Dekker rank much below Shakespeare or Fletcher for his lyrics, the 
best of which, “ Cold’s the wind and wet’s the rain,” “ Fortune’s 
smiles, cry Holiday!” “Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden 
slumbers,” “ Cast away care,” and others, are better known than the 
plays containing them. 
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Middleton, confining himself, or nearly so, to drama, was even a 
more voluminous playwright than Dekker, at least so far as extant 
pieces are concerned, his works extending in the best ^ 

edition to eight volumes^ About half a score of these are 
examples of those dramas of manners of which, as has been said, the 
Elizabethan dramatists other than Shakespeare have left us so many. 
No one of these “ is very much above or very much below the others ; 
indeed, Middleton, while rather rarely reaching or approaching the 
highest rank, seldom drops so low as most of his fellows occasionally 
do. Yet he was capable of much better work than this journalist 
drama, as it may be called, and he showed it in nearly as many more 
plays written chiefly m collaboration with Dekker or Rowley, but 
distinguished \ery rem.irkably from their independent work. At the 
head of these stands the great play of I'hc Changelings w'here, as 
indeed usu<dly in these mixed plays, the comic part is nearly worth¬ 
less, while the tragic contains, in the characters of the heroine, 
Jk'atrice-Joanna and her—he < an hardly be called lover- -but first tool 
and then tyrant, the bravo De Floies, some of the greatest things out 
of Shakes[)earc. So, too. The Mayor of Oncenboroughs comically 
despicable, or at least commonplace, takes for the tragic subject 
Vortiger’s passion for Rowena, and determination to get rid of his 
wife Casti/a, and treats it with the same intensity and nearly the 
same wonderful projection of character. ITo/nen beware JJuvnen, 
sometimes spoken of as his masterpiece, is a tragedy more domestic 
in type than those, and less lurid, but almost ecjually, though more 
cjuictly, intense; and 77 w Wiich has interest besides the remarkable 
problem of its relation to A/acbet/i. A I'air (luarrcl has received 
\cr> high ])raise from some, but seems to others distinctly below 
these. Rut the political attractions of A Game of Chess iwk:. 
cjnly ones ; and The Spanish Gijisy is a romantic comedy which 
deserves to stand not loo f.ir below As You Like It, Middleton 
having for once transcended mere manners and humours, shaken off 
the atmosphere of Fleet Street and Duke Humphrey’s tomb, avoided 
the way of extravagant tragedy, and hit upon that—less tre^dden but 
almost certain to lead the due feet to success—of romance crossed 
with or expressed in drama. 

In the voluminous work of Heywood, the prose Shakespeare ” of 
Lamb (a phrase which has been a good deal misunderstood), there 
are less definite and eminent qualities than in that of almost any 
man yet mentioned in this chapter. He wrote much else besides 

^ 10(1 Biillcn, 8 \ols. London, 1885. 

^ HIurf Ma\tfr Cofistable, Michaelmas Term, A Triih to ('atih the Old One, 
The Familv of J.oTe, A Mad World, my Ma:sten>, A Chaste Mata in Ckeapside, 
Anything for a Quiet Life, etc. 
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plays, but his non-dramatic work is almost entirely forgotten, and of 
his dramatic it can hardly be said that more than one piece, the famous 
y'l ]Vo 7 nan Killed with Kindness^ survives as much more 

Heywooci ^ name. This has for theme the difficult and 

dangerous subjec t of the self-restraint, and—though not tolerance— 
charity of the betrayed husband Frankford. And Hey wood has 
plucked safety and success from danger by the extreme pathos and 
tenderness with which he treats a rather impossible situation. Else¬ 
where, though never quite contemptible, he is seldom great. 11 is 
chronicle plays (^Jidivard JV. and The 'Troubles of Queen Elizabeth^ 
each in two parts) exhibit the w.int of unity which is the drawdjack 
of their kind, without the panoramic .and historical-novel effect which 
can be got out of them by those w'ho know how'. His dramatisations 
of the Metamoi’phoses and other such things show a continuance of 
the earlier confusion as to what is and what is not matter for drama, 
which is rare .iftcu- the beginning of the seventeenth century ; wdiile 
his mas(|ues and page.mts entirely lack the grace and fancy, mixed 
with learning, w-hicli save spectacles m the hands of Jonson. He is, 
however, fairly strong in the (xinied) of London manners and humours, 
and very strong in the domestic dram.a, of which his already- 
mentioned masterpiece may claim to be our chief instance. Nor has 
he small command of another, not the least agreeable of the sub- 
varieties of the jilays of the time, the adventure-drama, of which he 
has left us some remark.ible specimens.^ He is not a great master 
of versification, and one is apt to be more convinced of the “ prose 
than of the ‘‘ Sh.ikespeare ” m Lamb's dictum. Yet, as if to show in a 
single instance the truth w^ell put m Scott’s observation c(uoled above, 
some of the very finest things of the whole body are his. 

In all respects John Webster - is the direct op})osite to Heywood. 
The work existing as his is fairly voluminous, and w^e know that 
some, perhaps much, is lost ; but a good deal both of the extant and 
^ non-ext.inl work attiibuted to him seems to have been 
clone m ('ollaboration, and very little of this, as w^e now 
have it, is worth much, ihit two very great plays, Vittoria Corombona^ 
or the White Deidf and the Duihess of Midfy^ and two lesser ones, 
the DeviPs Law Case .and Afpi us and Virginia^ are ascribed to him, 
without assertion or suggestion of any helpci. Apfnus and Virginia 
is a classical tragedy, showing neither the learning and dignity of 

^ The Fail Maid of the Exchange, The Fair Maid of the West, The Englnh 
Traveller, A Challenge for Beauty, Fortune by Land and Sea, A Royal King 
and Loyal Subject, in.'iy represent these two classes Indeed, we have between 
twenty and thirty plays of Heywood’s reprinted (6 vols. London, 1874), and his 
actual production (much of it, no doubt, adaptation only) was some ten times as 
lai ge 

- Ed. Dyce, i vol London. 
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Jonson’s nor the universal humanity of Shakespeare’s attempts in 
this style ; and the DeviVs Law Case, though attractive in parts, 
has a treble portion of the chaotic defect of the time. But the first 
pair would suffice to put Webster in the very first rank. All the four, 
as well as most of the work wliich remains extant as his, and the titles 
of some that is lost, imply a remarkable tendency to gloom, and la 
supernatural as well as natural terror and horror He has left us, in 
the “Address to the Reader” of the U 7 nte Devil, a curious apprecia¬ 
tion of the seven contemporary dramatists \^hom he seems to ha\e 
ranked highest, and though the language (especially taken with his 
own caveat) must not be strained too far, yet it may be suspected that 
his classification of Shakespeare witli Dekker and Heyw^ood, and the 
particular phrase ^ he selects for them, may have something to do 
with the general, though not universal, cheerfulness which prevails in 
all three. 

Of cheerfulness Webster himself knows nothing; his comedy, 
wdierever he attempts it, is a forced guffaw', his passion of love, though 
pow^crful, has nothing bright or ('thereal about it, but shares the 
luridnesb of his other motives ; and he is most at home 
in the horrors, almost unmitigated, of his two great ^ 
jilays. The White Deidl (printed 1612) is founded with 
extreme closeness, and only a few dramatK and poetic embellish¬ 
ments, on the historical story of Vittona Coiombona (or rather 
Accorambom), which may be found, told by the late Mr. T. A. 
Trollope, in an early number of Dickens’s All the Year Round. The 
heroine is an Italian Helen, whose beauty and unscrupulousness 
bring muidcr and crime wherever she goes. She is well seconded or 
egged c.'i in her evil deeds by her brother Klarnineo, a ruffian 
w'ho, though less human and natural than I ago, I)e Flores, or even 
/varon, in Titui^ Andronit us, completes the cpiartctte brilliantly, and so 
stands far above all others. The ac tion Y so extremely compressed 
as to have the appearance of confusion, but it is in reality clear 
enough ; and many of the separate scenes and passages have a 
gloomy intensity of passion difficult to parallel elsewhere, except in 
the companion play. 'I'l^e mad scene of Cornelia, Vittoria’s mother, 
with her dirge ov'er her son Marc* llo, murdered by his brother 
Flammeo, has received deserved praise from all for its wonderful 
“eeriness”; bui perhaps Vittoria’s own wortls after she has been 
mortally stabbed— 

My soul, like to a ship in a dark storm, 

Is driven 1 know not whither, 

^ "Right liappy and (‘opious industry.” He had assigned a "full and 
heightened style " to C hapinan, " laboured and understanding woik ” to Jonson, 
and " no less worthy companions” to Beaumont and Fletcher. 
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rank even hij^her for their attainment of the greatest poetical effect 
with the simplest language and the least out-of-the-way imagery. 

The Duchess of Maify (printed 1623), the story of which was no 
doubt taken from that usual stoiehouse of the Elizabethan dramatist, 
Painter’s PahiLe of Plea^itre^ is of less concentrated attraction. The 
heroine marries her steward, and is persec uted for it by her brothers. 
They employ an instrument named Bosola, a second but weaker 
Elamineo, who jilays the outspoken misanthrope. The real excellenc:e of 
the ])lay is almost confined to the fourth act, where the unhappy duchess 
is first imprisoned in a madhouse by her brothers, and then murdered. 
The fifth, at the end of uhuh everybody kills off eveiybody else— 
the husband, the brothers, and Ilosola—is no improvement, and 
shows Webster’s lack of dramatic tact. But he had a great though 
confused imagination, and a wonderful power of phrase. 

The work of John Day^ is a good examjile of the “intricate 
impeach” of these plays and playwrights generally. His life 
would appear to have extended ]iractic'ally over the whole of the 
dramatic jieriod (1580-1640), and from record it would 
seem that in five of these years only (1598-1603) he 
collaboratc^d in twenty one plays, of which only the odd one, the 
Blind Beggar of Bethnal Green^ survives in accessible form. Besides 
these he vvrote with othens and alone in Liter yeais, Imiu Duks^ the 
I'raveh of Three Brothers (the Shirleys), 'the Jde of ituth^ Humour 
out of Breathy .ind his most famous woik, the Partiamenf of Bees. 
Most, if not all of these, seem to have been ])roduc'C‘cl in a space not 
longer than that taken by the earlim' and mostly unknown batch 'J'hey 
display, however, 01 most of them do, a certain chaiacter which is 
distinct from that of most of the plays of the jieriod, and comes 
nearest to Lyly’s—that is to say, the presentation m dramatic form 
of a series of scenes or tableaux embodying a inoie or less fan¬ 
tastic satire of the ethical kind, rather than a definite play-story. 
This is especially noticeable in the Parliament of Bees., by which 
indeed, except to more or less thorough-going students, Day may be 
sufficiently known. For the last thirty ye.ais of his ])resume(l life he 
appears to have writtcm little or nothing ; and indeed he would seem 
altogether to have been one cjf those men who were rather hatched 
.and coiixed into production by the prevailing heat and inspiration of 
the time than driven to it by necessity of their own talent. A gay 
and graceful spirit of fantastic allegory is his chief note. 

Nothing that is gay and little that is graceful appears in the two 
grim plays of Cyril 'J’ourneur," tliough allegory had hold on him also, 
as is seen in his non-dramatic piece, the Transformed Metamorf hosts. 

^ K(1 Biilleii, privately pnnteil, 1881. 

Ed. Chur ton Collins, 2 vols London, 1878 
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The AihcisPs Tragedy anti the Rn’cny^cr's Tj'agedy aie the extremes 
of the kind of extravagant horror-mongering in drama which Marlowe 
almost dragged to success in I'hc Jew of Malia^ and 
which Shakespeare tried and left in Titus Androuicus. 

The Kevengeds Tragedy is by far the better of the two, having a 
glimmering of plot and some noble though austere sketches of 
character, with abundance of magnificent though gloomy poetry. 
The Aihenfs Tragedy^ with glimpses of the pathetic, and the strange 
bron/e-medalhon stamjis of line here and there which these horror- 
mongers not seldom contrive to im])ress, is mere chaos and night¬ 
mare, beside winch tlie Spanish 'Tragedy is an orderly attempt m 
serious diama, and 77 ic ln\atiaic Countess a well-arranged study of 
manners. 

From William Rowley, besides a very large amount of known or 
probable collaboration, we have two or three st^parate plays, such as 
A Nc'iv Wonder and A Match at Midnight^^ which arc very far from 
contemptible, and heljv us to mark ofifand appreciate his 
woik with others Ills special gift would appear to have 
been the arrangcmeiu of that humours-and-manners comedy of con¬ 
temporary London vhich, .is h.as been said, played sucli a large part m 
the dram.itK works of the first h.ilf of the seventeenth century. Of 
this he must have had no small command, for though his comedy is 
rather rough, and his construction seldom soars above a kind of 
rough-and-ready stage-iraft, he has humour and power of direct 
jirescntation. If any one will take one of his plays and a specimen 
from even the more commended writers of the next century, Mrs. 
Centhvi , Cibber, Mrs. Cowley, down to Foote and rfKccfife, he wall 
begin to understand wdiy the ordinarv plays of the seventeenth 
century aie ranked as hleialuie, while tho-^e of the eighteenth arc not. 

^ Tins will bo foiU)d 111 H.i/liU’s DiuislfV A bcparate edition ot Rowley h.is 
long been cxpcilcd horn Mr I^nlliii 



CHAPTER TIT 

mr: schools of jacop.lan fop:try 

Drayton - 10 Po!yolhion OiIkt pooms—iXiniol—Sylvester—Sir John Davies-- 

Minor poets — ('hapnian — I'anf.iv—C.impion — 'Llie Spenserians ininoi 
poets—The Fletchers - (jiles Fhineas—\V Browne—Wither—Basse -The 
lyrical inipulse—Junsun's poems—Doniu*. 

The division which has been here adopted, striking a line at the 
death of Spenser, and stalling afresh from it, enables us in most 
respects to make tleaiu'rwoik than if the death of (iloiiana had been 
taken instead of that of Cohn. We have behind us, and still freshly 
behind us, the remarkable school of the sonneteers- -occasionally over¬ 
valued, ])ut more often and more likely to be under-estimated--the 
quaint batch of eaily satirists, a group aitificial and transitory ; and 
the beginnings of the historu al style of poetry. We have before us 
three well-marked schools : those of Spenser, Jonson, and Donne ; in 
two cases with the licads of them lixing and exercising personal 
influence, in the third with the leader dead but none the less living 
in his work. 

We have, however, two remaikablc writers in the strictly poetical 
way to dctal wilh--one of them haidly a duunatist (so far as extant 
work goes) or prose-wntcr, though a veiy voluminous poet; the 
other the author both of prose and of pkiy'^, but a poet chiefly -- 
who began to wiitc some decade before Spenser’s death. Of these, 
one lived till six >ears before the acc'ession of Charles I., the other till 
SIX yeai;s after it. Both were sonneteers ; both were historical poets ; 
but both, with quite admirable touches of poetic genius now and then, 
and an almost too plentiful vein, lacked at once the initiative and 
the perfecting wit of Spenser. 'Fhese were Michael Drayton and 
Samuel Daniel. 

All former accounts of DiaytoiVs life have been anticjuated by 
Mr. Oliver Elton’s capital nionogiaph foi the Spenser Society,^ yet 

‘ Reprinted, with additions, London, 1905, There is no complete edition ot 
Drayton, but one is piomi.sed, and ('halmers has nearly the whole. 



( IIAP. HI 


THE SCHOOLS OF JACOBEAN POETRY 


351 


even now it cannot be said that we know very much about him. He 
came, like Shakcsjjeare, from Warwickshire, and if not of gentle 
birth himself, was from the first att.ichcd m the honour- 
able fashion of service to gentle houses, and seems to 
have had some employment at court. His life nearly covered the 
full seventy years, for he was born about I5f^3 died in 1631. 

He seems to have had no permanent (onncction with the stage,^ 
but he fell early into the custom of sonneteering, his Idea (1594) 
being very probably addressed to the daughter of the house which 
protected him. The notices that we have give the notion of a man 
of masterful and not very obliging temper, who perhaps did not reach 
the rank or position which he thought his clue, and was unwilling to 
be hail-fellow-well-met with mere pot-coinpanions. Yet he seems to 
hav’e been wadely known, and to have excited, if no vehement friend¬ 
ships, yet no sharp dislike. 

His poetical production is extremely voluminous ; in fact, it is 
probably the largest that we have from any non-dramatic poet of real 
merit during the period. Its largest and most famous single item, 
the Polyolbion (1613-22) was not early —it could, 
indeed, hardly be so, for the idea of compiling a poetical 
gazetteer of the whole of England would be* unlikely to 
occur to a v’ciy young poet, and could not possibl), in the dearth of 
books on the subject, have been carried out by any one who had not 
had m.any years to observe and amass materials. It has long been, 
and prob«'ibly will ever hereafter be, little read ; but those who read 
It doubt whether to reprobate the choice of jioetic form (the Alex¬ 
andrine with middle CcCsura) for such a subject, or to admiie the 
extraordinary resolution, resource, and, on the whole, succ'ess with 
which the wx)rk is earned out. It leaves, moreover, a considerable 
balance of work to Drayton’s credit, a little of which is actually 
familiar to the choicer memories, while much deserves to be so. The 
sonnets, with the famous one — 

Since there’s no help, come let ns kiss and ]xirt, 

which does not appear in all editions, and the authorship of which 
has been disputed ; I'hc !^ltep/icf d's (i 593), which was also 

addressed to “ Idea,” and in fact preceded the sonnets, as did the 

^ It was, howccoi, buoy while it lasted, during, as it seems, the last five years 
of the Queen, when Drayton was one of Jlenslowc’s hacks, botching up, generally 
in collaboiation, neaily a .scoic of plays, almost all lost William Longsu'ord 
(price Pp), of winch we have his receipt to Hcnslowc for forty shillings' advance) 
IS the only one mentioned as Ins sole work. I Ic had a fourth share in the pseudo- 
Shakespearian Sir John Ohlcastle, the only certain pl.iy-work of his which sur¬ 
vives. 'J'he attribution to him of the much better Merry Devtl of Edmonton is 
only guess. 
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sacred poem of llic Harm (my of the Church (159O Hortimeriado'iy 
which he issued in two forms and under two names, one e in i 596 with 
the title just given, and once in 1603 as 7 'hr Barons' 
poems ^ JCny/amfs Heronal Epistles (1597), a batch 

of extremely vigorous historical jiieccs in niiniatuie, all came before 
the period at w'hich, strictly speaking, \vc begin in this chapter. But 
Drayton did very much else besides these and the I'olyo/hion^ being 
evidently much attracted to history. He wrote two poems on Agin- 
court, the one a slightly heavy narrative of length in oltava rima, 
the other the famous ballad beginning - - 

Fair stood the wind for f'rance, 

the excellence of which in itself, and its importance as a pattern, have 
long^ been recognised. The Jurnms' Uiz/w, the expanded form of the 
Afort/mer/af extends to six liooks. The Heronal Epistles deal in 
couplets with passages of English story that give romantic persons 
such as Fair Rosamond, Matilda Fit/AVatei, Queen Isabel and 
Mortimer, Queen Margaret and Suffolk, etc. etc, together with 
Surrey and (icraldine (a proof heiw^ Nash's hction had t.vken hold) in 
pairs of etnstles on the Ovidian model. 77 ie ABsenes of (Juecn 
Mary;aret is an incdeiiendent poem in octaxes, and in the same metre 
Drayton executed four other historical Ic'gends on Robert Curthose, 
the .above-mentioned Matild.i, Cavesion, and 'Fhomas Cromwell. Of 
a different kind are Nvm/)hnini^ the most elaborate fury j)oem in the 
language; The Mooncalf an odd political and soc lal satire in 
couplets ; 77 ie O'lof a long bird-fable ; and 7 hc Alan in the Afoon^ a 
version of the Endymion story. Beside these Drayton has left a 
collection of odes in clivers metres and some [lastorals ; 'The A/used 
Elysium (this appeared m 1630, just before his death; he had 
collected many of the others m a \olume three years before) in ten 
“ Nymphals,” and some odd versifyings of the stories of Noah, Moses, 
and David, lie can be sometimes Hat; but few lOnglish poets have 
grappled w'lth a larger numVjer of important ])oetic subjects more 
vigorously and with happier touches at times. 

The shorter life of Samuel Daniel,^ who was born near Taunton, 
in 1562, was mainly passed as tutor, “servant,” or friend and inmate 
of divers noble families, the Cliffords, \Vi lothesleys, and Herberts 
He received education at Oxford, and was Master of 
the Revels and (ientleman of the Chamber to James I., 
as well as groom thereof to his queen. His Delia and his Senecan 
plays have been already noticed. Besides them he wrote in prose 

’ Poems in Ch.ilnu-is, tompletc woiks in a vciy handbonie edition by Dr. 
Grosarl (5 vols privately imiited, 1885-96). 
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the also-noticed Defe 7 ice of Rhyme.^ and a considerable History 
of E7iglafid (1612-17). In verse he produced the History of the 
Civil JVor? (yf York and Lancaster (i 595-1609), in seven books of 
octaves ; a Funeral Poem in couplets on the Earl of Devonshire ; a 
Panegyric Congratulation to James ; verse-addresses to Lord Henry 
Howard, to the Countess of Cumberland, to the Countess of Bedford, 
to his pupil Lady Anne Clifford, afterwards a countess, to Lord South¬ 
ampton ; Miisophi/in.^ a verse-defence of learning; some minor 
poems ; and The Complaint of Rosanumd.^ in rhyme-royal, the best of 
his narrative work.^ Daniel is less unequal than Drayton, less given 
to merely prosaic statements of fact, and possessed of a command of 
high ethical reflection which inevitably reminds us of Wordsworth, 
and of hardly any one else. But he is apt to be dull ; his lyrical 
power, though shown to great advantage in the choruses of his plays, 
m his masque Hynfcn\ Tninnph.^ and elsewhere, does not often pass 
into vivid or inspired verse in other kinds, and he almost entirely 
lacks Drayton’s occasional fire, as well as his almost continuous 
sinewi/ic^'s the faculty which enables the author of the Polyolbion to 
grapple with and give a fair account of almost any subject. Daniel’s 
meditativeness is apt to jiass into languor, and except when he trans¬ 
ports us, which is not very often, he is apt to send us to sleep. 

An almost exact contemporary of both Drayton and Daniel in 
point of birth, and of one of them in death-date, was Joshua Sylvester- 
(1563-1618). Sylvester, though not exactly a successful man (he 
seems to have been engaged in business, and died ^ ivester 
secretary of a Company of Merchants at Middleburgh, in 
Holland), w.ss very popular in liis own day. In the next generation 
or a little later he became a byword for “conceit” and extrava¬ 
gance, and later again was totally forgotten. It is improbable that 
he w ill ever re-acquire any considerable number of readers, for his 
genius was in no sense original; he had neither the sententious weight 
and occasional grace of expression of Daniel, nor the vigour and 
frequent force of Drayton ; and his chief work, a version of the Divine 
Seinaine of the great French Huguenot poet, Du Bartas, was un¬ 
luckily not suited to correct eccentricities of taste and extravagance 
of diction. Besides this mighty task, which extends to some thirty 
thousand verses in couplets, he translated other pieces from the same 
and other writers in French and Latin, and has left many thousand 
lines of more profane and original work, usually in couplets or 
quatrains, but sometimes m lyrical metres. Of these last Sylvester 
lias no effective control; he has neither “ cry ” nor song in him. 

^ He collected his poems repeatedly in his lifetime, and in 1623 the whole 
appeared. 

Ed. Grosart, 2 vols. privately printed, i88o, 

2 A 
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But he is not destitute of a certain kind of poetical or at least verse- 
rhetoric, which, if it had been accompanied by a somewhat greater 
critical sense, mij^ht have ranked him hig-her among poets than he 
now stands. Such eminent oddities as the much-ridiculed one about 
snow ‘‘ periwigging the woods ” are not so fatal as the flatness which 
too often surrounds them. 

A very miK h bettci poet than Sylvester was Sir John Davies,^ 
whose business as a lawyer caused him to abandon poetry in James’s 
reign, but whose work, though all of it probably composed under, 
and some of it actually addressed to Elizabeth, is of the 
Johnliavies seventeenth rather than the sixteenth century in tone. 

Davies was of a good family in Wiltshire, and was born 
about 1560. ile wxmt first to OmoixI and then to the Temple, 
lived for some considerable time in his rniveisity, and seems to have 
written most of his poems theic. But he entered P'arliament in the 
last years of Elizabeth, was much favoured by James, and became 
Attorney-(General in Ireland, writing- during^ his long residence there 
one of the most valuable books of the time on the country. Then 
he returned home, practised at the Bar, and did a good deal of work 
on the Bench, though he was never regularly made a judge, and died 
in 1626. We have from him in the way of verse jVosrc' Teipsum 
(1509), a poem on the Immortality of the Soul, in quatrains, which 
connects itself backwards with much of the poetry of Spenser, and 
forwards with the philosophic verse of More and Beaumont ; a 
collection of acrostics in honour of Elizabeth, entitled Asimra (i 599 ) ; 
and a poem of Dancing called On /icsfni (i 596). All three may, from 
their general description, sound uninteresting ; all three, in fact, show 
both the cxlraordmanly diffused poetic power of the time and the 
large share of it which had fallen to this author. Notice Teipsum is 
full of passages finely thought and expressed m a stately music ; the 
liyiims of Ash'iica^ the initials of each making “ Ehzabetha Regina,” 
and arranged in five-five-six-lined stanzas of octosyllables, full or 
catalectic rhymed, aabab^ aabab^ qtibaaby have a grace which 
is beyond artifice, and manage their frequent double rhymes 
with singular skill. And lastly Orchestra^ which is a whimsical 
praise of ordered movement of all kinds, with examples from history, 
c osmogony, anatomy, and everything else, is one of the crowning 
instances of Elizabethan power, by dint of sheer poetry, to transform 
fantastic conceit into matter of real value. Indeed, little known as 
Davies is, except to students, he is one of the most useful poets in 
English to show how very little the subject has to do with poetry. 

1 Poems in Chalmers ; with additions in Grosart, 3 vols. Capell’s remarkable 
Prolimons (1760), the first attempt to edit old English poetry critically in the 
eighteenth century, contains Nosce Tetpsum 
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Another Sir John, i)canmont,i the elder brother of Fletchei’s 
partner, died not long after DaMCs, but was a much younger man, 
as he was born in 1582. He was, like his brother, a 
member of Broadgates Hall and of the Inns of Couil, 
but seems to have lived chiefly at home m Leicestershire. His 
title of baronet was given to him by Chailes 1 . only two years 
before his death in 1628. His jirmcijial work, The Lroxvn of Thorns^ 
a sacred piece well spoken of by contemjioraru s, seems to be 
strangely lost; his actual lemains consist of Tosiaor/h Fields a 
history poem, in couplets, and a few smaller poems on which his 
fame should rest. They are m.iinly of a sacred (haracter, wath some 
topographical pieces, complimentary addresses, and the like, with 
one remarkable exercise in, and apology for, th(' stopped couplet. 
VVe can but name here for the second tunc the voluminous 
pamphleteer in verse as well as in prose, Nicholas Breton;- for 
the first the writing-master John Davies of Herc'forcl, ’ who some¬ 
times has wit; Samuel Rowlands,^ w'ho very seldom has any; and 
the so-called “Water [*oet,” John Taylor,'^ 1580-1659, a w^aterman, 
publican, and pedestrian, who composed a vast ciuantity of doggerel, 
became in his owai time and since a “curiosity of literature,’^ and 
has had the very undeserved honour, denied to better men, of full 
reprint in our own times. 

Superior to Taylor by fiir 111 birth, education, and talents, yet, 
with one single exc'eption in the whole of his \oluniinous work, 
like him meicly a curiosity of literature, is KK'hard Braithwaite, who 
has shared the jiartiahty of antiquarian students for the miscellanists 
of this age He was a Westmoreland man, born near Kendal 
about 1588 and seems to have died quite late m the latter half of 
the century (1665 ? 1673 ?) at wife’s house of Catterick, near the 
\ojkshire Riclimc^nd. He was a good Cavalier. In Braithwaite’s 
voluminous work, which, if completely edited, would probably extend 
beyond d aylor’s or even Breton’s, there is no sense of criticism. The 
rare good, the frequent bad, and the usual indifferent, jostle each other 
without any apparent discrimination on the part of their author. He, 
like others of his time, was a member of both Universities, beginning 
at Oriel and moving thence to Cambridge. But he seems to have 
passed most of his life in his owm north country. His journeys 

^ In Chalmers. - ImL Grosart ^ Ibid 

^ Partially printed for the Pcicy Isociety, more fully for the Hunterian Club 

® By the Spenser Society. 

‘‘ As examples (they nre not the only ones) of this may be mentioned the 
edition of Barnabee's Journal, given by Haslewood in 1820, and reissued by 
Mr. W. C. Hazhtt in 1876, with a very elaborate memoir and bibliography ; and 
that of the Strappado for the Devil, and other poems by the Rev J W. Ebsworth 
in 1878 
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thither from sojourns in T.onrlon form the sul)ject of the odd and 
(from Southey downwards to all good persons) delightful Bariiabac 
Itincrariuni^ or Ihu-nabcc^s Journal^ in bilingual doggerel, Latin and 
English, arranged in six-lined stanzas of the trochaic rhythm, which 
revive the true doggerel spirit of Skelton willi a really marvellous 
felicity. The morals arc rather doggerel, too, but they can be taken 
dramatically. 

Chapman’s work, as a poet and translator, seems to belong chiefly 
to the middle period of his life. He began to publish his Homer 
(seven books of the Jlnitf) in 1598, and issued the Odyssey in 
t6i 6 Before the first date he had published his earliest poems, 
the Shado'iV of BfUiquet of Sense^ and the continuation 

of Marlowe’s Hent and Leandcr^ w'hile the rest of them were scattered 
over his l.ist thirty years 

'i’he original poems of Chapman—the two first above mentioned, 
the Tears of Peace addressed to ITince Henry, /In Epicede on the 
death of that T’rince, A fidrovieda Ijberata (an either very awkward 
or very shameless adjustment of the story to the divorce 
Chapman. Eninces Howard, the murderess of Overbury, from 
Essex, and her marriage to Somerset), luiocnta (an epicede on 
Lord Russell), and some others—are by common consent among 
the obscurest in English. His metre is by no means so harsh as 
that of some of Ins contempoiaiies : but his phiase is often extremely 
rugged, and his expression, especially in the Shadow of and 

A/idroo/eda^ is tw'isted, earned on, reinvohed, and subjeclced to every 
kind of unnatural manipulation, so that the sense is never easy to 
follow without extreme and constant effort, and sometimes escapes 
c\en this. Beauties are by no means licking—on the contrary, it 
w'OLild not be easy to open a page of Chapman in search of a motto 
w'ithout finding some striking, though quaintly-put conceit, or even 
some distinctly jroetical expression. But lucid and finished combina¬ 
tion of thought and exjjrcssion wnthin reasonable limits is almost 
everywhere to seek. 

In his translations, on the contrary, these objccticms hardly apply 
at all. Besides the lliad^ and Odyssey^ he did the minor works 
attributed to Ilomer, Hesiod, and some Juvenal. But these latter 
pieces are not equal to the Odyssey ; and the Odyssey^ which is in 
couplets, IS not nearly equal to the Tliad^ done m a splendid swinging 
fourteener, better able than any other English metre to cope with the 
body as well As with the rhythm of the Creek hexameter, and 
managed with extraordinary skill and success by the writer. For 
nearly a century it has l>een usual to quote Keats’s sonnet as a 
sponsor for Chapman, dlie connection is interesting, but Chapman 
does not in the least require it. His translation remains, in the first 
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place, the only really good one of TTomer into English verse ; in the 
second place, the best translation into English verse of any classic, 
ancient or modern, except FitzGerald’s Omar Khayyam. 

This position would by some be challenged for the work of 
Edward Fairfax, the translator of Tasso, whose birth-year is unknown, 
but who died in 1635. He was an offshoot of the great Yorkshire 
family of his name, and spent his whole life in that ^ 

county, troubled by witchcraft (see Scott’s Di'a/orolog}'), 
on which he wrote a Distoitrse (1621) deserving to be associated 
with the great demonological work of the period, Reginald Scot’s 
Disi' 07 fery, thougli on the other side. His version of the Jcrusale 7 n 
(t6oo) is in octavos with distinct final couplets. It was long 
popular, receiving praise in the most diverse quarters from Waller 
to Collins, while, from its subject and style, it w^as dear to students 
of romance, being credited with smoother versification than the 
Augustan ages would allcnv to most work of the “last age.” It is 
a book ^ still to be read w ith pleasure, but, unless its praises be taken 
warily, with a little disappointment. Its style is rather flaccid ; the 
very stamp of line which commended it to Waller impresses a touch 
of prose ; and F.urfax seldom has either the iiia/y beauty of Spenser’s 
music or the panoramic [low'er of his painting. 

Thomas Campion,- whose name not so many years ago w'oulcl 
have conveyed to but few readers any distinct idea of poetic 
cjuality, was born at an unknown date, and though he was certainly 
a member both of Cambridge and the Inns of Court, 
frequented both 111 unknown tunes and circumstances 
Towards the end of Kli/abelh’s reign he was a popular physician in 
London, ? ml connected in friendship .md enmity w ith divers men of 
letters. He w’as buried at St. Dunstan's, Fleet Street, on ist March 
iO"»o. He wTote, and wrote well, in Latin as well as in English, 
but his importance for Llnglish literature is of a double character, 
and the halves are curiously opposed to each other. W’e have from 
him, in the first place, besides some masques, certain collections of 
verses for music,^ wEich contain much of the most exciuisite rhymed 
poetry of the time ; and, in the second place, a formal treatise ‘ 
intended to show, by precept and cxamjile, that Ehighsh poetry ought 
to be unrhymed, and arranged on ancient ciuantitative models. It is 
not fair, though it has sometimes been done, to regard Campion as an 

^ I use tlie edition of L’Estrangc, l..ondon, 1682. 

- Complete works, ed Bullen (London, 1889) Songs to be found in the 
same editor’s Lyrics from Elizabethan Song-books, two series (London, 1S87-88), 
and m Mr. Arber's E?iglish Garner. 

Book o/AirK, 1601 ; Two Books of Airs (1612^) , Third and Fourth Books 
of Airs (1617 ?). 

■* Observations on the Ait of English Poesy, 1602. 
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apostle of the preposterous hexameters, etc., which deluded Harvey, 
and all but seduced Spenser. lie had seen the unsuitableness of 
these to English (which as he acutely observed is rebel to dactyls) ; 
and though he made some Sapphics, his own attempts arc chiefly in 
very cunningly balanced iambic and trochaic unrhymed measures, 
some of which—such as the most often ciuoted, 

Rose-cheeked Lain a, come — 

are at least the equals, if not the superiors, of C oil ins’s “Ode to Even¬ 
ing ” in this unnatural kind of abstinence from the greatest charm of 
English verse. In Ins “ .lirs,” on the other hand, he allows himself 
the full liberty of our poetical Sion, and with the very happiest 
results, literally dozens of his Ktics ]»cing among the most delightful 
of their kind. In fad, the difficulty is to find in the Four Books oj 
Airs anything that is li.id. 

All these, howe\ei, with the exception of Sir John Davies, who 
might, wath justice, be classed in tone, though not in language, with 
the Spenserians, he outside the three schools which have been 
referred to abo^•e, and whuh make Jacobean poetry so extremely 
interesting both in itself and as a transition to Caroline. Of these 
we may take the Sjienserian first, both as m origin the oldest and 
as lacking a living head and mastei. 

The class contains some outsiders, anonymous and named, who 
come closest to Spenser on that side at which he himself touches 
the luxuriant style of such pieces as Shakespeare’s first poems. 

“ Sage and serious ” as Spenser undoubtedly was, there 
Spouserians: IS also uo cloubt that both his Italian originals and his 
minor poets temper inclined him to the highly-coloured pictures 

of natural loveliness winch are abundant in the Facric Ouccne. One 
of the very best poems of this class, JUtfaiFs Jda^ a piece describing 
the loves of Venus and Anchises (“ Britain’s,” because the legendary 
Brutus was son of Aeneas), used to be printed among Spenser’s own 
works,^ though it did not appear till long after his death (1628), and 
IS quite destitute of the allcgornal and ethical purpose which always 
accompanied his most luscious imaginings. It has recently been 
assigned, without evidence, to Phineas Fletcher {vide infra\ but 
is best taken as the work of a good uncertain poet. Beaumont’s 
Sahnaci's and IFn/iaphrodiiii^ (p. 337) and Barkstead’s Myrrha 
lielong to the same school—to which I should myself assign, for 
reasons of style and metre, the Afary Afu^dci/ene referred to in the 
note on p. 259. 

The general characteristics of Spenser, however. Ins allegorical 

* It will be* found in the useful one-volume Spenser, first published by Moxon 
and then by Koutledge ; also in the Aldine. 
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fancy on the one hand, and his ethical-pastoral tendencies on the 
other, with a certain copious and fluent diction which he introduced 
into poetry, aic best represented by a group of Jacobean poets, two 
of them Cambridge men, two of the older university, who may be 
mentioned m the order in which they diverge from their pattern, 
Giles and Phineas Fletcher, William Browne of Tavistock, and 
George Wither. 

The two first ^ belonged to the family already noticed, and 
were sons of the author of Luia. Giles, who, though he is said to 
have been slightly the younger, died first, was first known as a poet, 
and is usually mentioned before his brother, was probably Fletchers 
born about i 585-88. But it is not certain that he was not 
older than Phineas, and even probable that he was, since he produced 
a poem on Elizabeth’s death as early as 1603 at Cambridge, where 
he was a member of Trinity College. He took orders, and died 
vicar of Alderton, in Suffolk, in 1623. J’hineas, who was educated 
at Eton, and proceeded thence to King’s College, Cambridge, is said 
to have been born in 1582. He followed his brother’s and father’s 
profession, and was for very man) years parson of Hilgay, in Norfolk, 
where he died at an uncertain date, perhaps not much before the 
Restoration, perhaps even later (but some say 1650). 

(hies lakes his place in English poetry in virtue of a poem, not 
of the longest, entitled Christ's Victory and Triumph^ in four books 
and some 250 stanzas of curious construction, and obviously modelled 
on the Faerie Qi/eene. Fletcher has kept the Alc.\andrinc 
termination, but left out one of the lines, so that the 
result is an octave of .seven decas) llables and an Alexandrine, rhymed 
ababbccc. fhe device is not in itself \ery happy, and in particular 
the triplet at the end comes awkwardly. But Giles has written it 
wi h such a glow and fire of continuous inspiration, with such 
splendour of language and imagery, and occasionally (indeed very 
frequently) with single lines and passages of such force and beauty, 
that few poems of the kind by any but the very greatest masters can 
be read with equal pleasure The picture and speech of Justice in 
the first canto with the contrasted portrait of Mercy ; the description, 
ill the warmest Spenserian style, and with a really exquisite insertion 
of octosyllables (“Love is the blossom where there blows”), of the 
temptress Bangloretta in the second ; the overture of the third, which 
deals with the Crucifixion ; and almost the whole of the fourth, with its 
glowing descant on Paradise, rank among the triumphs of the ornate 
and fanciful kind of poetry in English. *The pre-Raphaelite effect of 
the poem is striking. It constantly reminds us, with allowance for 

^ Poems of both in Chahneis, and privately printed by Di. Giosart. Chriu's 
Victory, ed. Brooke, London, 71.d. 
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the difference of centuries, of the work of the Rossettis, brother and 
sister, in its combination of vivid and elaborate pictorial effect with 
gorgeous word-music. Nor is the thought inferior to the expression. 

The work of the longer-lived Phineas is very much more volumi¬ 
nous, and very much more various—qualities which perhaps inevitably 
comport greater inequality. It is not easy to say that this poet was 

Phin a. ilctually less pervaded with poetic spirit than his brother. 

He was, however, certainly less well inspired in the 
choice of his principal subject, The Purple Is/a?id^ which is neither 
more nor less than an excessively elaborate allegory — unwisely 
magnified from one or two, not m themselves happiest, sketches of 
Spenser’s—of the physical body of man. As a vehicle for this he 
arranged a still further modified stanza, which retained his brother’s 
final triplet with its concluding Alexandrine, but cut off the last line 
of the quintet, so as to make a septet of quatrain-and-triplet effect 
with three rhymes. Individually, the stan/a is even less successful 
than Giles’s, while the poem has the additional disadvantages of a 
very awkward subject, and of much greater length (there are twelve 
cantos). The first half is mere physiology ; and of course, though 
sometimes extremely ingenious, constantly grotesque, sometimes 
nearly disgusting, and deserving, at the best, the praise of an ill- 
judged tour de /one. The last six cantos, which shift to the moral 
and intellectual qualities, are much more Spenserian and much 
happier. But even in the cMilicr part an abundance of really fine 
passages may be discoveied, and in overtures, episodes, and other 
ornaments of his song, the author shows, pcrha]js his sense that 
ornaments were sorely wanted, but certainly his skill m supplying 
them. Besides The Purple Island^ Phineas wrote a masque. 
Piscatory Eclogues^ in which the following of Spenser blends with 
that of Sannazar, a curious sacred poem called The Apollyonists^ 
well known, as indeed were all the poems of both the Fletchers, to 
Milton, and some miscellaneous picc(*b of divers kinds. Quarles called 
him the “ Spenser of his age ” ; and though the compliment was 
rather commonplace and slightly ambiguous, there was truth in it. 

William Browne,^ whose literary merits have been rather variously 
judged, was born at Taviistock, some time about 1591, and seems to 
have been of a very respectable family. He went to Exeter College, 
Oxford, but took no degree before passing to the Inns 
w. Browne. Coiirt (Clifford’s Inn and the Temple) in 16ii. He 
was twice married, his first wife dying when he was very young, and 
a considerable time (some fifteen years) passing before he married 
the second. Before the latter date he returned to Exeter as tutor to 

1 Poems not completely in C'halmers. Completely in two volumes of the 
“ Muses’ Library,” ed. Goodwin, London, 1894. 
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a young nobleman, and somewhat late took the degree of M.A. 
After his second marriage he lived in Surrey, where both he and his 
wife had relations. He was dead in November 1645, when probate 
was granted to his widow, who had the odd name of Timothy, short 
no doubt for Timothea. But some say that his age, like his youth, was 
passed in Devon, and he pretty certainly was buried at his birthplace. 

The claim which has recently been made of the exquisite epitaph, 
“ Sidney’s Sister,” for Browne seems without a sufficient external 
foundation, and is entirely refuted by internal evidence. But his 
reputation did not need it. His chief work is lh'ifan?tia^s Pas/orais^ 
a desultory book in three divisions, which ap]>earcd (its first part 
at least) in 1613; 77 tc Shepherds Ptpe^ a pleasing collection of 
eclogues ; and The Inner Temple Afasgue, on the story of Circe and 
Ulysses, which opens with some verses of quite extraordinary beauty, 
the well-known ‘‘ Steer hither, steer,” and includes others not far 
inferior to them. Besides these, he has a fair number of miscellaneous 
poems, thoroughly justifying, the adjective—being serious, sacred, 
jocular, elegiac, and almost everything. Browme’s extreme variety 
is conditioned by a corresponding inequality, and he is undoubtedly 
liable to a certain fluent prettiness, which lacks dignity, and some¬ 
times approaches too near to the namby-pamby. 'Phis touch of 
mawkishness, as w^cll as better things, helps to bring about the 
singular likeness between Browne and Keats which has lieen noticed 
by most good critics. And among the belter things must be noted 
a great similarity in versification, the lines, whether couplets or other, 
being broken up and “ enjambed,” after the fashion which, after nearly 
two centurif's, Leigh Plunt revived and taught to Keats ; wffiile the 
way of Ivioking at nature, and the firnate presentation of it—a 
presentation less stately than that of the P'letebers, but almost equally 
picforial—give another point of contact. Browne is not nearly so 
great or so good a poet as Keats ; he had the disadvantage of coming 
after, not in the full tide of, the jmetic energy of his lime. But he 
has a large share of the special charm of this Spenserian group, its 
combination of habitual ornateness with occasional simplicity, its 
beauty of image and phrase, its love of nature, if of a nature “ tricked 
and frounced ” a little, its sensuous yel m no sense impure passion, 
and its occasional bursts of rare and elsew'here unheard music. 

The incqualit), which is almost inseparable from the methods of 
this school of poetry, is again more perceptible in George Wither ^ 

’ Only to be found completely (if there) in the private reprints of the Spenser 
Society. His best things, Philarete, The Shepherd's Hunting, etc , are in Mr. 
Arber’s English Garner, Not rimch of his Hymns of the Church and Hallelujah, 
reprinted by Mr. E Fair in the “Library of Old Authors” (London, 1856 and 
^857), lb of his best , and most of his latei verse and prose is rubbish. 
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than in Browne; while unfortunately Wither, unlike Browne, continued 
to write vei'be for many years after the faculty of writing had left 
him. He was born near Alresford, in Hampshire, in the 
year 1588, and was educated (but did not take his 
degree) at Magdalen College, Oxford. Then he entered an Inn of 
Court, and hung about London. His first book, the satirical Abuses 
Stript and Whipf (1613), procured him, nobody has ever discovered 
why, imprisonment in the Marshalsea His famous Shall I, wast¬ 
ing m despair ” is said to date from this sojourn, and from the next 
decade till 1623 come all, or almost all, his really good poems— The 
ShcpheriVs Hunting (1615;, Fidelia (1615), ^Jofto (1618), Phil arete 
(1622), and the Hymns and Songs of the Church. At the time of 
the publication of the Hymns he was exactly thirty-five. He lived 
to be nearly eighty, dying in J 667 ; and he constantly tried to 
“recapture his first, fine, careless rapture,” but entirely failed except 
perhaps 111 some of the passages of his Hallelujah (1641). As his 
writing bee ame worse and worse, and as in his later life, and during the 
I'arliamentary troubles, he became a Roundhead, his name (generally 
spelt Withers') was Ubed as a sort of byword of contempt by the partisans 
of monarchy after the Restoration, from Dryden downwards, and the 
contempt was echoed from generation to generation afterwards by 
persons who probably h<id never read a line of his. Only when the 
work of the early sevcnt(‘enth century was unearthed for serious 
reading, when nearly two hundied years had passed, was it dis¬ 
covered what an exquisite poet had been for some hunrlred and fifjty 
years classed with Bavius and Codrus. Yet it must be admitted 
that in his very best work, which is to be found in Philarefc^ though 
Fidelia and The Sliephcrd\s Jfuntiny run this close, he is unequal. 
The easy, fluent, Keatsi.in note of verse and of nature-painting which 
is observable in Browne is even better found in him ; indeed, if 
genuine pastoral sweetness—the sense of the country and of country 
joys—is anywhere in English poetry, it is m Wither, who has much 
besides. But the very word fluency suggests the dangers which this 
verse coasts, and into which it sometimes falls. 

An addition to the poets of this school was made a few years ago 
by Uie printing for the first tune of the works of William Basse,i who 
had been previously known, if at all, by some often-quoted lines 
about Shakespeare and Beaumont. Basse seems to 
have lived almost all his life in Oxfordshire as an 
honourable depend.int of the families of Wenman of Thame and 
Norreys of Rycote. He may have been, though we do not know that 
he was, a member of the University, as well as an inhabitant of the 


^ Ed. R. W. Bond, London, 1893. 
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shire. His initials, “ W. IL,” have led to some confusion with Browne, 
whose friend he was, to whose Pastorals he wrote commendatory verses, 
and whom he a good deal resembles in his own poems of the same kind, 
his Ura?na^ his Polyltymma (only surviving in fragments), and other 
pieces. But he is only a curiosity, and a very weak poet, though it 
may be a little stronger than another outsider of the Brownc-Wither 
group, Christopher Brooke, whose poems have also been printed. 

The Spenserians, however, though their work was to be continued 
even later in the great, or at least large, philosophical poems of More 
and Joseph Beaumont, and though we shall find a more profane echo 
of them in the most interesting P/iaroimida of Chamber- 
layne, were m fact behind their time, and did not rcpre- 
sent anything like its characteristic t.istes and impulses. 

These were to be found in two schools, or perhaps in one with two 
very different heads, who were Ben Jonson and John Donne. Both 
these men (we speak m this place, of course, of Jonson’s non-dramatic 
work only) had an ossenPally lyric genius It may seem strange 
that this should have co-existed with the rhetorical and declamatory 
tendencies of joiison, and his bent to rough horseplay; with the 
satiric tastes, in singularly rough verse, of Donne, and his gift of 
grave, stately, and mvohed piose-writing But we have already 
seen that the whole inspiration of the Eh/aliethan age proper tended 
towards the lyrical—especially if sonnets be included in lyric. And 
as the Euphuist tendency in jihrasing, and the ever-growing thought¬ 
fulness, inclining to melancholy in cast, of the later P'dizabethan and 
Jacobean time disposed men c\er mewe and more to conceit, lyric 
was also more and more the pet form m which they clothed their 
thoughts. Although the criticism of the time was not inclined 
openly to admit it, men of sense must have been more or less dimly 
conscious that a conceit in twelve cantos like The Purple Isla^id^ even 
in several pages of enigm.itic couplets like The Shadow of Nighty was 
somehow overparted. In a finv stan/as of exquisitely tuned lyrical 
verse it to this day wins favour from all but the sternest judg^es ; it 
could not then fail to delight even the sternest 

Ben Jonson’s strictly poetical production was continued over the 
greater part of his literary life, and perhajis most of it dates from the 
time w'hen he ruled as dictator oAcr his band of “sons,” the poets of 
his own latest day and the next age. He attempted, exit 
of drama, nothing large ; his plays at this time and his 
masques at that probably sufficed him, and, as has been 
pointed out in the last chapter, the masques, vrith The Sad Shepherd, arc 
treasure-houses of poetry—dramatic only in a remote and unconnected 
fashion, and constantly delightful. But his actual poems are of 
sufficiently various kind. Few good words have been bestowed upon, 
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and pel haps even fewer arc deserved by, his epigrams, in which 
unluckily he set a fashion followed by others, especially Herrick, 
who did worse than their master. Martials foulness without his 
wit, and too often without the least share of his “ concinnity ” of 
style ; the extravagant tone and temper of a section of the playwrights 
and satirists of the last days of IHizabeth ; and worst of all, an 
affected surliness and rude hectoring dogmatism which it pleased 
Jonson to assume, and for which posterity has too often justly 
punished him by taking it as genuine—these aie the chief character¬ 
istics of the epigrams. The bad halnt of tic ket names—Lord Ignorant, 
Sir Voluptuous Least, Doctor Empiiic — whic h disfigures the plays, is 
even more obvious here If we read any wuth satisfaction, it is those 
m winch the author takes a wholly dilfeient tone, as m the exxellent 
one to “ Camden, most reverend head,” in the charming epitaph on 
his first daughter, and the cxcjuisite flattery of Lucy, Countess of 
Ledford, in the dirges on S*datliiel ikivy and Elizabeth L. H. 
And these excepted poems .it once show us in Jonson certain 
characteristics, which aie much more generall)^ notueable m the far 
finer and more ec'iual collections called 77 /c I'orcsf and L^tidcrwoods, 
'Fhe piece wath which The Forest o})ens ' is perhaps as indicative as 
any other of tiie manner .ind the example which Jonson was to set 
to his contenipoiaries and followers. For centuries English had been 
striving, often blindly, to achieve the peculiar clearness, proportion, 
completeness of expression which aie characteristic of the two 
classical languages. It h.ad succeeded in other things as great as 
this, perhaps greater, but m this it had not succeeded. Now 
it did succeed. The thought m the verses ijuoted is only a conceit, 
and though a perennially natural one, yet for th.at reason not even new. 
Lilt It IS expressed peifedly, neither with the redundant ornament 
and imagery of the school wx have just left, nor with the obscure, 
though precious flickers, the carbuncle-glimmer m darkness, of that 
to which w'e shall shortly come, ddie wording and phrasing are 
classical, r.ather of the late than of the early classics perhaps, but still 
classical, with nothing extravagant m their richness, nothing starched 
or prim m their grace. 

The cjuality of grace has often been denied to Jonson, but of a 
surety wrongly. The pieces referied to above in the epigrams, this, 
the “ Celia^ongs, including the famous paraphrase from Philostratus, 
Drink to me only,” the magnificent epode “ Not to know vice at all 
and keep true state,” very much of the Chans collection, written 
when the poet was fully fifty, the song “ Oh do not w-anton wuth those 
eyes,” the elegy in the In Memoriam stanza, and many others, dis- 

^ Enlitleci "Why I wiite not of l.ovc,’' and begiiiiiiiig " borne aci of Love 
bound to rehearse.’’ 
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play grace in the very strictest sense, and the list miglit be largely 
extended. Jonson is by no means the only poet who has thus united 
masculine and fcminme characteristics—indeed, the union is rather the 
rule than the exception in poetry—but he is certainly an instance 
of It. 

The influence of John Donne ^ was even more potent, though it 
IS extremely difficult to understand the precise manner in which it 
was exercised. This very great and very puzzling poet was born in 
London about the year 1573, and was connected on his 
mother’s side with the fleywoods and Sii d’homas More. 

Pie appears to lia\e Inen a member of both ITnversitics and of 
Lincoln’s Inn. It is not certain whethc'r he was actually a Roman 
Catholic at any time, but his family w(‘re of that faith. PPe travelled 
and served abioad, and perliaps spent his fortune in so doing. On 
returning to England he bc^came a member of the household of the 
Chancellor, Sir Thomas Egerton, afteiwauls J.oid Ellesmere, and 
having made a clandeslim marriage with Anne More, a relation of 
the family, was sent to the Tower, but soon enlaiged. He took up 
his abod(‘ with moie than one other gentleman, and did some diplo¬ 
matic work. At last, in 1615, when he must have been over forty, 
he took orders at the King’s suggestion, but at first without any very 
lucrative lesiilt. Pi is wafe died in 1617. After some more diplo¬ 
matic wairk, he was made Dean of St. l\aurs in 1621, and died ten 
years later in 1631. 

It seems on the whole impiobable that any part of Donne’s poems,- 
except a very small one {JJ'he A fiato my of the Worlds a poem on 
I’nnce 1 lenry, etc.), w'as ever printed before his death, and the earliest 
known ev.Uion of the largei part of them dates from 1633. On the 
other hand, it is perfectly certain that some of them must have been 
wiittcn neaily foity years earlier, and it is clear that many, if not 
most, were known to men of letters who cared about poetry during 
the whole of the last half of Donne’s life and more. There is even 
probability, though not certainty, in the su]jposition that a fling of 
Drayton’s (in a poem wdieie he mentions almost every prominent 
poet among his contemporaries ewept P)onne) at poems “ w'hich by 
transcription daintily must go Through jinvate chambers,’’ refers to 
Donne. At any rate, it is beyond controversy, from references in 
Jonson’s Couversations^ and fiom the poems wTitten by Carew and 
others on Donne’s death, as well as from internal evidence, that he 
was at least on a level with Spenser and Jonson himself as a master 
of Jacobean poetry, while in some w^ays his manner and matter 

^ Poems 111 Chalmers, vol. v. ; cd Grosart, 2 vols. privately printed, 1873; 
ed Chambers, 2 vols I^ondon, 1896 

An alleged eaily edition of the Satires cannot be traced 
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aic even more characteristic of that poetry and of its Caroline 
successors. 

The Spenscrians had made conceit in a manner their own ; but as 
they had produced no poet who was at all eciual in intellectual power to 
their master, they had mostly treated it from the outside, fantastically, 
though sometimes very happily, describing or dressin.t; iij) no matter 
what subjects in a brocaded ^arb of gor};eous and (when they could 
iirinage it) harmonious phraseology Jonson was setting beside this 
loose, ilorid romanticism a severer ideal of classical grace, and was 
perfecting Ijiic phrase ; but Jonson s imagination rarely soared into 
strange or distant regions, and in paiticulai his love-poems, though 
sometimes warm, are ne\er metaphysically passionate. Donne, on 
the other hand, seems to have been born to combine all elements of the 
Renaissanc e spirit— the haunting meditation on death, the passionate 
attention to love, the blend of classical and romantic form. And he 
added a peculiar mystical charm, the result of the taste for conceit 
spiritualised, lefined, and made to transcend. This it is which we 
observe eminently in his Liter prose contemporary, wSir Thomas 
Browne, and which communicates then distinguishing peculiarity, 
though not by any means always their distinguishing charm, to his 
sons, the so-called metajihysical poets, many indeed of whom owe 
something of a divided allegiance to Jonson and himself, but who are 
generally nearca* to him in spirit, to |onson in form. 

The form of Donne is indeed the most puzzling thing about him. 
Some of its pecuhariiies are beyond all doubt due to the mere fact 
that he never printed most of his poems, and that of hardly any can 
we be sure that we have a definitiv'C edition from his own hand. 
More perhaps should be charged to the certain fact that in his later 
life he repented much of the matter of his earlier poems, and the 
probability that he abstained with deliberation from publishing them. 
But this will not account for the whole phenomenon ; and the rough¬ 
ness was undoubtedly to some extent deliberate. 'J'hal Donne had 
any intention of attempting a new prosody there is,not the least 
reason for believing. In his Satires, where the roughness is most 
perceptible, there can be no doubt that the imitation of Persius, 
which is so noticeable in all the Khzabethan and Jacobean satirists, 
accounts for a good deal. In his other poems, when they leave the 
satire, the mere metre is as a rule correct enough. It is only that 
the intensity and fulness of the thought does not lend itself to actually 
smooth expression, without more labour than the writer seems to have 
cared to expend upon it. 

This intensity and this fulness appear with no very great, though 
with some, difference of degree in the various divisions of Donne^s 
work—the Songs and Sonnets, the Elegies, the Epithalarnia, the 
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Divine Poems, the Veise Letters, the Epiccdcs and Obsequies, The 
Progress of the Soul^ The A 7 iaio 7 ny of the \\’o7'ldy and the Satires. 
The last named arc, in consequence of Pope^s rather blundering 
patronage, the best known, but they arc the least interesting part of 
Donne’s work, displaying the conventionality imd exaggerated in¬ 
dignation of the whole class to which they belong. The Elegies are 
most remarkable lor the undisciplined exubciance of feeling to whicli 
Donne, outspoken as were many of the w riters of his day, gave more 
imliesitating voice than almost any of them. J'he \'crsc Letters arc 
full of autobiographic interest, and in some of the more elaborate 
fiieces, the “.Stoiru” and “C.ilm,” which rejoiced Ben Jonson, very 
remarkable exe'rcises in elaboration. The Epicedes, Obsequies, etc., 
are notable examples of the special ability of the time in these things. 
The Prog 7 rss of the Soul^ w'hich seems early, is a singular poem, a 
cross between The Pu 7 'plc Jshvid and The Shadow of Nighty deeply 
shot with Donne’s own peculiarities, but not exhibiting them in the 
most amiable and profitable form. \Vc aie thus left with the Songs 
and Sonnets, and 'The Auaio)) 7 y of the ITo/dd, which, though the latter, 
m Its two “ annive.saiies,” is ceitainly much later than most of the 
former, and serves to some extent as a pendant and palinode, yet 
complete each other in the most remarkable fashion. The Songs 
exhibit Donne’s quintessenced, melarnholy, passionate imagination 
as applied, chiefly in youth, to Lo\e; the Anniversaries, the same 
imagination as applied later to Death, the ostensible text being the 
untimely death of Mistress Elizabeth Driiiy, but the real subject 
being the riddle of the painful earth as embodied m the deatli of the 
body. I'he S()ngs are, of course, in different lyrical foiins, and the 
Anniversnru's aie in couplets. But both agiee in the unique c]a 7 igour 
of their poetic sound, and in the cxtraordinaiy character of the 
thoughts which f nd utterance in veise, now ex([uibitely melodious, 
now coiiqilicateil and contorted almost beyond ready comprehension 
in rhyme or sense, but never really harsh, and always possessing, in 
actual presence or near suggestion, a poetical c[uahty which no 
English })oet has ever surpassed. It is from these ])ocms that the 
famous epithet “ mctaphysieal ” (whic.h Johnson not too happily, and 
with a great confusion between Donne and C>owley, applied to the 
whole school) is derived; and as applied to Donne it is not in¬ 
appropriate. For, behind every image, every ostensible thought of 
his, there are vistas and backgrounds of other thoughts dimly vanish¬ 
ing, with glimmers in them here and there, into the depths of the 
final enigmas of life and soul. Passion and meditation, the two 
avenues into this region of doubt and dread, are tried by Donne in 
the two sections respectively, and of each he has the key. Nor, as 
he walks in them with eager or solemn tread, are light and music 
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wanting, the light the most unearthly that ever played round a poeds 
head, the music not the least heavenly that he ever caught and 
transmitted to his readers. If this language seem more highflown 
than IS generally used m this book or than is appropriate to it, the 
excuse must be that every reader of Donne is either an adept or an 
outsider born, and that it is impossible for the former to speak in 
words understanded of the lattei. 
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Bacon—ITis life—IIis writings—TIis style—His use of figures—lIis rhetorical 
qutility—Jonson's prosi —The Thru ess.iy - nature—Protean 

ajipearances oi essav—Ovei I airy’s ('/lafuders —'I'iie Character generally— 
Bui ton —- 7 he . Ivdiomv — His “ melancholy ” — His st\le — .Selden — 'J'hc 
Authorised Version -Minors 

The cential figure in prose of the entire Jacobean period is un¬ 
doubtedly Francis IJacon.^ lie holds tins position a little m spite 
of hirnself; for it was his own opinion, apparently deliberate and 

persistent, that English was an untrustworthy make- 
, , 1 I 11 11 1 Bacon, 

shift, likely to play truks to any book written in it, and 

that the only secure medium for posterity wms Latin. And he also 
holds It in s])iic of the fact that he had mure llian icached middle 
life at the date of the King’s accession, and that his one contribution 
of unquestioned importance to English literature, as distinguished 
from English .'x.acnce and jihilosophy, was first pul)lished long before 
that lime For the really characteristic editions of the Kssays — 
those which arc not shorthand bundles of a])horisins, but w'orks of 
p. >sc art—date much later, and the wdiole complexion of Bacon’s 
mind and of his matured style has the cast of Jacobean thought and 
manner. 

He w'as born in January 1561, the son of Sir Nicholas Bacop 
Lord Keeper under Elizabeth, and of Anne Cooke, whose sist 
married Lord Burleigh. His elder brother, Anthony, a man of wf 
Iteallh, who died in middle life, having talents and ' 

knowing Montaigne, has been thought not unlikely to 1 

have suggested the Essay to his junior. Francis was sent ff 
the age of twelve, to Trinity College, Cambridge, then, when | 

^ 7 'hc editions of Bacon, both complete and partial, are extremely nuj 
thone of the the work which here chielly concerns us, esj)ecially 

these latter may be singled out tlie “ Harmony " of the various issues by 
m his Reprints^ and the excellent annotated library edition by the late Re 
Reynolds (Oxfoid, 1890), 

2 B 
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fifteen, to (Cray’s Inn, and spent three years, till 1579, at Paris in the 
suite of Sir Amyas l^aulet. He was called to the liar in 1582, and 
became a bencher of his Inn m i 586. Having his fortune to make, 
he had already entered Parliament as member for Melcombe Regis 
in 1584, sitting afterwards for Taunton and Middlesex. He had 
early been rather a favourite with the Queen, but he probably did 
not ingratiate himself further with her by elaborating aiguments 
for toleration and comprehension in ecclesiastical matters, and in 
1593 he actually took the Opposition side in the House. He had 
become the friend of Essex, but the favourite., owing either to Bacon’s 
want of (ourtiership or to secret opposition from Burleigh, who 
seems (or at least was thought by his nephew) to have been jealous 
of him, could not do much, though he gave Bacon a very valuable 
present of land. After Essex’s disgrace, Bacon acted as counsel 
against him m each of the tiials, for misconduct in Ireland and for 
rebellion. But this baseness, w’hich, after much dust of argument, 
is now practically admitted, did him very little good, and it was not 
till after the accession of James that he received any solid proofs of 
royal favour. lie was knighted, leceived a small pension, and in 
1607 became Sohcitor-( leneral. 'fhis post he held six years, and 
became Altorney-Cieneral m 1613, a piny couik illo’* some years later, 
and m 1617 Lord Keejiei. Next year (all these latter piefeiments 
came to him from the favoui of Buckinghani) he obtained the still 
higher dignity of Chanc ellor and a peerage as Baron Verulam. He 
was afterwards created Vise ount St. Albans, but was never, as he 
was once commonly, and still is sometimes, called, “ Lord Bacon.’' 
He held the Chancellorship for more than three years, and then fell 
a victim to the jealousy of the Commons, the enmity of Sir Edw'ard 
Coke, the desertion of Buckingham, and, it must be added, his own 
malpractices. He was accused, and pradically pleaded guilty to the 
charge, of taking gifts fiom suitors, or at least allowing his servants 
to take them, and the Peers sentenced him to a fine of £40,000, im¬ 
prisonment, and exile from court. The fine was remitted and he w^as 
not long kept in prison, hut his banishment was maintained, and he 
lived thenceforward chiefly at Ins seat of ( lorhambury. He caught 
cold^ in March 1626 and died at Loid Arundel’s house near High- 
gate. His character docs not much concern us, but there is little 
doubt that, though personally good-natured, he had in a rather eminent 
degree all the bad qualities of Renaissance politicians except de¬ 
bauchery, and perhaps vindictiveness. He was profuse and greedy, 
ostentatious and mean, a born intriguer and tuft-hunter, and though 
it is probably a mistake to represent him as completely sympathising 
with the Machiavehan doctrine of the right of the brave, bold, and 
cunning man to attain his ends by any means, he had much too 
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strong a tinge of this doctrine. Nor can it be said that, except 
scientific enthusiasm and a ceitain patnotisin, he displays many of 
the nobler sentimcnis. 

The other vexed question of the precise nature and amount of 
his philosophical acquirements concerns us, if possible, even less, 
and we have to deal with him only as a great English prose-writei. 
In this capacity he published, in I5c;7, his first small 

t 1 /- .7' / 1 It WtltUlgS 

batch of very succinct h\says (a work incieased by suc- 
c'essive instalments to fifty-eight of a inucli inon^ elaborate character 
in 1625); the Aihuntcemefit i>f Lciirnniy in 1605 ; and in the last 
years of his life, after his disgrace, the History of Jfenry VI1.^ The 
New Ailn?iiis^ and some Apophihegvi'i^ besides some other chiefly 
minor works. IIis philosophical and scientific treatises were almost 
all written in Latin, in which language he even published an en¬ 
larged edition of the Adr'a/he/z/e/// undei the title of J)c Ai/gfucniis 
Sciezitiaruni. 

It IS at once true of Ea on that no man has a more distinct style 
than he has, and that no man’s style is more ( haracteristic of its age 
than his. It has, indeed, been attempted to show that he had more 
than one style, but this does not come to much more ^ 

than saying that he wrote on a considerable number of 
different subjects, and that, like a reasonable man, he varied his 
expression to suit them. Always when he is most himself—in the 
E^say^, as well as in the Advanceznent of Lcarnifiy^ in the Henry 
VIf. as well as m any othcu Enghsli work—we come sooner or later 
on certain manners which are almost unmistakable, and which, 
though in pail possessed in common with other men of the time, 
are in p'it cpiite idiosyncratic All Jacobean authors, and Bacon 
amcmg them, interlard their ICnglish with scr.ips of Latin, and con¬ 
stantly endeavour to play in their luiglish context on the Latin uses 
of words. All aim first of all at what is called pregnancy, and attain 
that pregnancy by a free indulgence in conceit. Few, despite the 
stateliness which they affect, have any objection to those “jest;> and 
clinches ” which even Jonson seems to have thought of as interfering 
with the “noble ccnsoriousness ” of Bacon himself. In all a certain 
clesultoriness of detail, illustration, and the like— as if the writer had 
so full a mind and commonplace-book that he could not help empty¬ 
ing both almost at random—is combined with a pretty close faculty of 
argument, derived from the still prevailing familiarity with scholastic 
logic. 

But Bacon, in addition to these chaiacteristics, which he shares 
wdth otliers, has plenty of his own. 11 is sentences, indeed, do not 
attain to that extraordinary music which is seen in some of Brooke 
and Donne, which is not wanting m Burton, wdnch is the glory of 
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Sir Thomas ])rownc, the sa\ in[j grace of Milton’s best prose, and the 
almost over-lavished and sometimes frittered-away charm of Jeremy 
Taylor. He had beyun, as we see in the earliest foim of the Essays^ 
with a very curt, stenographic, sharply antithetic form ; and though 
he suppled and relaxed this afterwards, he never quite attained the 
full, languorous ^r.icc of Donne or lirowne. But he became gorgeous 
enough later, the glittei of his antithesis being saved from any tinsel 
or snip-snap effect by the fulness of his thought, and his main 
purjiort being by degrees set off with elalxirate paraphernalia of 
ornament and imagery. Jn the siucessive versions of the Essayi> we 
see the almost skeleton forms of the earliest filling out, taking on 
trappings, accjuiring flesh and colour and complexion in the later, 
while in some of the latest, the w^ell-knoun ones on Building and on 
Gardens especially, the singular intere-^t in all sorts of minute material 
facts which distinguishes him comes in with a curiously happy effect. 
BcHh the jiieces just numtioned .ire much more like description of 
scenery in the most elaborate romance than like ideal suggestions 
for practical carrying out, drawn up by a grave lawyer, statesman, 
and philosopher 

No point m B>ncon’s literary manner is more characteristic, both 
of his age and of himself, than his tendency to figure. Such a 
sentence as this in the Aiivancemcnt^ Nay, further, in general and 
m sum, certain it is that Veriias and Bomtas differ but 
^ fiRuuV^ as the sc‘al and the print ; for truth points goodness ; and 
they be but the clouds of error wdiich descend in the 
storms of j^assions and jierturbations,”—would show itself to any person 
of experience as almost certainly written betw'een 1580 and 1660 in 
the first place, wdnle in the sec one! it would at least suggest itself to 
such a person as being most probably B>acon’s. Although all the 
world m his day was searching for tropes and comparisons and 
conceits, the minds of few w'ere so fertile as his ; and it is not un¬ 
worthy notice that even the apparently bold, even startling, change of 
metaphor from the “seal” to the “cloud” is in reality a much more 
legitimate change than it seems. 

It wall stand to reason that such a style is displayed to the best 
possible advantage by bold and richly-coloured surveys of science in 
general, like the AdvaiKcmcfit, or by handlings of special points, 
like the E.ssays. Whether Bacon was really “deep,” 
^^quahry.'^ cither in knowledge or in thought, has been disputed ; 

but he w^as certainly one of the greatest rhetoricians, in 
the full and varied sense of rhetoric, that ever lived. His know¬ 
ledge, deep or not, was very wide, ever ready to his hand for pur¬ 
poses more often perhaps of divagation than of penetration. His 
command of phrase was extraordinary. No one knows better than 



CHAP. IV 


JACOBEAN PROSE—SECULAR 


373 


he either how to leave a single word to produce all its effect by 
using it in some slightly uncommon sense, and setting the wits at 
work to discern and adjust this ; or how to unfold all manner of 

applications and connotations, to open all inlets of side-view and 

perspective. That he dazzles, amuses, half-delusively suggests, 
stimulates, })rovokes, lures on, much more than he proves, edifies, 
instructs, satisfies, is indeed perfectly true. But the one class of per¬ 
formances is at least as suitable for literary c\hibition as the other, 
and Bacon goes through the exhibition \Mtb a gusto and an effect 
which can hardly be too much admired. I'ertilc in debate as almost 
all his qualities have jjroved, there is at least one of them about 
which there can be little difference of opinion, and that is his in¬ 
tense literary faculty. It was entiivly devoted to and displayed in 
prose - he wrote very little verse, and that little is nothing out of 

the way. But in prose rhetoric- in the use, that is to say, of lan¬ 

guage to dazzle and persuade, not to convince—he ha^ few riv'als and 
no superiors m Kng'lisli. His matter is sometimes not very great, 
and almost always seems better than it is, but this vory fact is the 
greatest glory of Ins manner. 

In those characters of style which, not to the utter exclusion of 
chronologic'al ordei, but with a certain prerogative right ov^er if, 
determine the arrangement of liteiary history, three writers hold 
vv’ith Bacon m Jacobean piose the ])lace which we have assigned to 
Donne, to Jonson, and to Sjienser after his death in Jacobean verse. 
Of these Donne and Jonson .igain appear, a duplication of itself 
sufficient to prove the high and loo-long-ignored position of these 
writers in English literature; the fourth is Robert Burton. But 
Donne, f)i '.ufficienl rcxisons, will be kept to the next chapter. We 
shall deal with Jonson and with Burton heie. 

The independence and the importance of Ben’s position are 
shown, among other things, by the fact that, while in the general 
history of English prose he makes a distinct advance, he appears 
among the writers of his own time as isolated, as, indeed, 
almost reactionary. The gorgeousness of Jacobcan ^ 

phrase, the involution of Jacobean thought, the tricks of both which 
almost approach the heraldic sm of “ colour upon colour,” do not 
appear in him ; he is of his time chiefly, if not only, by his learning 
and by the compression and pregnancy of his style, in which latter 
points he approaches and sometimes almost excels Bacon in his 
most serried and least ornate moments. Unfortunately, the amount 
of Jonson’s prose that we have is by no means large, some having 
certainly, and much probably, perished (with verse as w’ell) in a fire 
which destroyed the contents of his study. Besides prefaces, dedica¬ 
tions, and the like, we have only an English Grammar^ valuable, but 
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of coiiise not for points of style, and the invaluable collection of notes, 
short essays, and pcnu'cs which, never having been published in his 
lifetime, goes by the alternative titles of Sylva^ Explorata^ Timbn\ 
or Discoveries made upon Men and Matter —the most usual, and 
perhaps the best, appellation being simply Disio'i'cries. 

These notes, 171 in number, each titled with a short Latin 
heading, and \ar\mg 111 length fioni thicc or four lines to tlie bulk 
of a gmod short essay, have much superiicial and some real resem¬ 
blance to the work of Bacon, whose intimate and, as far 
natuie, admiiing friend Ben was. But a 
minuter examination shows that, except the compressed 
and pregnant tendency mentioned above, theie are few points of real 
likeness, and th.it Ben belongs to an entirely different school from 
that of the Chancellor 'The license of quip and jest is absent; the 
coruscating metaphors, more brilliant perhaps than luminous, but 
brilliant enough, are absent likewise ; the volleying antithesis, though 
present, is more heavily shotted and less often blank cartridge ; the 
unusual, and intentionally unusual, emjiloyment of Latin or Latinised 
terms is less for ornament .ind more for use In short, Ben Jonson, 
allowing for his age and circumstances, belongs to the plain, not 
the ornate, section of prose-waiters ; he is at d.iggers drawn with 
Euphuism in the larger .is w’cll as m the smaller sense. Yet he does 
not rev'ert to or imitate that kind of plainness winch Ascham set in 
order, and whadi llookei, by sheer genius for projiortion and harmony, 
m.'ide more eleg.int than ornateness itself He advances upon it; 
w'e find in him distinct shadows before, echoes in anticipation of, the 
plain style as it was to be reformed liy Dryden, and to continue till 
the first quarter of the nineteenth century, with senlenc'C's of moderate 
length, symmetrically balanced, deriving little appc.al from abundance 
of antithetic adjectives, but with the antithesis promoting, not obscur¬ 
ing, character and directness Not, of course, that Jonson wdiolly 
escapes the figurative passion of the lime. When he speaks of man 
“ making a little winter love in a dark corner,” we he.ir the contem¬ 
porary and the friend of Shakespe.are and Bacon In such a sentence 
as “ In being able to counsel others a man must be furnished with a 
uni^'ersal store m himself to the knowledge of all Nature ; that is the 
matter of seed-yilot ; there are the seats of all argument and inven¬ 
tion,” we have the mixed style ; the first half might have been 
wTitten by the other Johnson, or by .any eighteenth-century waiter of 
the higher class ; the second brings us back to the fanciful and 
dreamy seventeenth. But often for w^hole sentences, and not very 
seldom for wdiolc passages, the nervous, unc.oloured, to some extent 
sterilised^ fashion of the prose of 1660-1800 appears with h.ardly a 
touch of archaism about it. And we must remember that Jonson’s 
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influence continued mighty for at least two generations after his 
deatli ; that it was very strong with Drydcn himself, the literary 
prophet not merely of the second of these generations, but of the 
whole eighteenth century. 

Moreover, the matter of these IhscovericSy as well as the aphor¬ 
istic or axiomatic form of mia h of them, was such as was likely to 
imjiress their style on the more thoughtful readers, those w'ho 
were actual or possible writers themsehes They indeed 
illustrate (though they do not bear the name and contain p^say-nliturc 
one direct gibe ^ at the form) the growing attradion and 
importance of the essay, which Bacon .done had as yet adopted by its 
own title, but which, as we shall see both in this chajiter and m others, 
was, either uiidei its own n.imc or under others, gradually to absorb a 
greater and gieater share of the attention of piose-wnters and prose- 
readers. The farrago of the book is of the most miscellaneous 
character. Ethical remarks are, of course, numerous—the seven¬ 
teenth century was notinng if not ethical—but the\ arc found side by 
side w'lth a body of discourses upon rhetoric, with \ahi:ible passages 
of criticism on nduidual writers—Spenser, Shakespeare, l^acon, 
Montaigne, and of course the ancients -with a remarkable tractate 
in little on education, and with notes on arts, pcditics, history, 
indeed, Ben is the essayist wdiom lie affects to sliglit, and his adoption 
of the plainer style may without too much fancifulness be taken as a 
sort of pointing of the vane in the direction almost of Addison, cer¬ 
tainly of Dr) den. 

The temptation of the essay, though under another name, shows 
Itself as s-trongl), and with not less literary influence, though with far 
less hteiai V accomplishment, in the famous CJuiraclcrs of Sir I'homas 
Overbury 'I'heir author was a man by no means protean 
specially estimalile or specially amiable, but rccom- appearances 
mended in the first place by his performance m a kind 
which was of growing popularit), in the second by his miserable end. 
He w^as born of a respect.ible family in Warwickshire m 1581, went 
to Queen’s College, Oxford, in 1595, took his Bachelor’s degree, 
and p.tssed the Middle Temjilc He travelled, and seems to 
have been a protr'ge of Robert Cecil, afterw’ards Lord Salisbury, 
hut unluckily for himself became connected later with the favourite 
Carr, afterwards Eail of Somciset. He was knighted m 1608, and 


^ " Such \i c desultory and ill-chgestedj aie all the essayists, even their master 
Montaigne ” 

ihV-tr. ed Rimbault (London, 1856) The late Mr H Moiley published 
in the “ Carisbtooke Library ” a\eiy inteiesling collet lion o{ C/ianicicr- Writers of 
the Seventeenth Century, including Oveibury, Laile, Butler, and much minor 
matter 
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attained a very great reputation for ability. But he set himself 
against his patron’s marriage with Lady Frances Howard, the 
divorced Countess of h^ssex, one of the worst women of whom history 
gives record ; and having, as it seems, also contrived to offend Anne of 
Denmark, was sent in May 1613 to the Tower, nominally for lefus- 
ing an ambassadorshi]). Fot about four months attempts, equally 
bungling and leinorseless, were made to poison him, and after 
suffering lioinble toitiircs fnim them he is said to have been hnished 
by vitriol. T'he matter came to light some thiee )'ears afterw’ards, and 
though the chief t.rimmals, Carr and his wafe, esrajied wath imprison¬ 
ment, divers under-strajipers, including the Lieutenant of the Tower 
and Mrs. Anne Tuimr, famous foi her yellow' stairhed ruffs, were 
executed, Bacon conducting the jnoseciition. But a gieat deal re¬ 
mained unexplained, and suspicion, w-liich has ncw'ei been quite 
removed 01 at all confirmed, attached to the King’s physician. Dr. 
(afterwards Sir) Theodore Maycane, and to the King himself. 

This, how'ever, is matter of history, not matter of literature, and it 
is only mentioned here bec'.iuse Overbury’s singular ])iomotion first, 
and his horrible and ap])arently mysteiious fate aftc'rw'ards, no doubt 
helped the reputation of his woiks. Yet intriguing, braggart, and 
insolent as he seems to have been, he must lidve had that art to 
divine the tendencies of the lime which fre(}uenlly belongs to men 
of the wa)rld. His Oh^cr'iuitions on ihc Low Countries (i6oc;) is 
a fur ordinary State jiaper of the old-fashioned kind ; his Wife^ a 
poem 111 sixains, seems to have acc|uired interest from the probably 
false notion that it was w'ritten to discourage Carr fiom marrying 
Lady Frances ; his Cru7)jb^ fiillc7j from King Ja)ncs\ Tabic purport 
to be, and probably are, mere reqiorts of the utterances of the wisest 
fool in Christendom. 'I'hey are chiefly inteiestmg because they con¬ 
tain the crude matter of Rochester's saying on the King’s grandson : 
“ Some men never sjieak a wise word, yet do wisely ; and some, on 
the other side, never do a wase deed and yet speak wisely.” But he 
would now be entirely forg^otten if it were not for his Clnwaciers. 

They wx*re not- -indeed, none of his w orks seem to have been— 
printed during his lifetime, and from the first they bear ascription to 
“Sir Thomas Overbury and Ins friendsf w'liile in successive impres¬ 
sions from 1614 they were increased in number from 
Chlt^^nrs. tw'cnty-one to a hundred, including divers specimens of 
the old “News from this or that place” which had 
been common in the Elizabethan pamphlet. The most famous 
pieces that are at least probably Overbury’s own are the “ Milk 
Maid,” constantly quoted in anthologies, the “Affectate Traveller,’ 
and the “ Mere Fellow^ of a College.” With the limitations to 
be observed of the Character generally, they are very closely 
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connected with the pamphlet already noticed, and were continued 
throui^hout this reign and later. But they have some characteristics 
which, when we compare them with Earle and other followers (see 
next Book), seem likely to be Overbury’s own—a sharp observation 
expressed with antithetical conceit, a hard, presumptuous, unamiable 
wit, and a general superciliousness which accounts in part for Over¬ 
bury’s fate. 

'Phe introduction of the Character, however, is a very important 
thing. It came, of course, fiom 'Pheojihrastus, and during the whole 
of the seventeenth century, in k'lance as well as m England, indeed 
all over Isurope, continued to be an exceedingly favourite 
form of the essay, which ^\as in so m.iny ways over- Character 
running literature. ‘‘Humours ” in prose hclhs Icttres 
as well as m drama, weic the fashion of the time, and the very staple 
and substance of the Cli.aractcr is a “humour” in the seventeenth- 
century sense. The advantage of the style w'as that it at least 
invited, .ind, as we shall s(c m P.arle s case, .succes.sfully, to accurate 
study and artistic reproduction of it > subject ; the disadvantage that 
it lent itself to haidening of types—An Amorist, A Braggadochio, A 
Pedant, and hundreds more— to dressing them up simply out of the 
wTiter’s own head, without any real induction from individuals, and 
also to certain conventionalities of exprc'ssion. In Overbury parti¬ 
cularly the forcing of Euphuist imagery to enlixen the phrase, and 
the abuse of antithesis to gi\e it point and “snap,” are unmistakable, 
and to readers not of the time excessively tedious. 'Phe only thing 
to be said is that these excesses in one direction or another are 
peculiar tf' no time, and that from each, bad as it is in itself, 
ingredient' if universal style have been picked up. The antithetic 
and pointed character helped to trnp st)Ie, to sa\e it from languor 
and comjjlexity, as well as constantly to invite the writer to study 
from the life. 

More generally recognised than these, and perhaps equally 
significant of the general tendencies of the time, but wath less direct 
influence on the form, though he had enormous influence on the 
matter, of English prose, is Robert ihiiton. We do not 
know as much of this author as nisght be expected, 
seeing that he was not of the elusive race of London Bohemians, but 
resident in a grc\».t University during almost the whole of his life, and 
that his w ork was at once, and with men of letters enduringly, popular. 
He was born in Leicestershire of a good family in 1577, and after 
education at the grammar schools of Nuneaton and Sutton Coldfield, 
went to Brasenose College, Oxford, in 1593. After six years he was 
elected to a studentship at Christ Chuich, which he held till his death 
in 1641, as well as the livings of St. Thomas in the University town, 
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and of Se>^ravc in Lcicc^teishire He appears nc\cr to have resided 
out of Oxford after his entrance at Hrasenose, so that he had some¬ 
thing^ like fifty years of uninterrupted study to jirovKle him with the 
extraordinary learning that appears everywhere m his great and only 
work, The Afiaiomy of McUwchoIyf first jniblished in 1621, and 
much altered and increased m successive editions during the last 
twenty }ears of his lilc' His death has sometimes been attributed 
to suicide, but on merely fanciful grounds, and without any direct 
evidence to that etfect. 

The A)iaiojny of Mclan l holy sometimes been thought to have 

been suggested b> a book called 7 he Ana/on.y of //unioarsf written 
by one Simeon (b'ah.iine, and jiublished at Edinburgh in 1609. 

Examm.ition of this, howc‘\ei, shows absolutely no 

4JJ0W/V ^nnilaiity of style, thought, or ticMtment, (irahame’s 
book being m most respects similar to the Eli/abethan 
pamphlet m a sort of rambling railing .it actual 01 supposed vice and 
folly, with free ciuotaticm m \erse and piose. The title may to a 
careless obser\er seem more suggestive, but the fact is that the term 
“anatomy” las it needs no more than two such w'ell-known examples 
as Lyly’s Atiatojny of 11 '// and Stubbes’s Ana/o//iy of Abuses to 
show) had been a bookmaker's catchword for moic, than a generation 
before Burton wrote Indeed, iheie aie very few' books m literature 
more original th.an his, in that best sort of oiiginality which, exhibit¬ 
ing certain general features of time and lace, stamjis these wath an 
individual and unmistakable cxpiession. 

The two fe.itures winch are in a sense common to Burton and to 
all the men of his time are Ins learning and his melancholy. The 
former, m prose and ^erse, m m.ittei ostensibly serious and matter 
ostensibly light, has been already sufficiently shown to be the Jacobean 
characteristic. It may be doubted whether any age since, and 
it is certain that no modern age Ijefore, has had so much solid 
leading ; for the r.inge of mediecval possibilities in this respect was very 
much narrower, and if modern reading has still further widened, the 
widening is, it m.iy be suspected, more than made up by scrappiness 
and want of depth, “ Democritus Junioi,” the non/ lie yitcrre winch 
lJurton chose, has, in the* enormous and most carefully arranged 
treatise wiiich he has devoted nominally to Melancholy and its cure, 
but really to the life and thought of man, amassed such an extra¬ 
ordinary amount of reading that probably no follower of his has ever 
tracked him ccnnpletely through the maze of canonists, physicians, 
historians of the Middle Age and Early Renaissance, not to mention 

^ Constantly reprinted, but never tboioughly tulited. There is no handsomer 
or better form than that of Shilleto .ind Bull* n {3 vols London, 1893). 

- Reprinted for the Bannatyne Club (Edinburgh, 1830). 
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almost the whole of the classics and a very considerable number of 
his own contemporaries. He shows his learning, not by mere refer¬ 
ences, though of these, both looser and exacter, he is singularly 
profuse, but by a unique tissue of actual citation, or paraphrase, oi 
both combined, which he does not lay upon his own canvas in the 
ordinary fashion of (juoting, but weaves and infuses into it in the 
strangest and subtlest manner. 

Nor IS his “melancholy” itself much less a characteristic. 
Theie is no reason to believe that it was, despite Hen Jenson’s 
excellent antic ipatory raillery in K'l'cry MiOi in his Humoin% affected, 
and even that lailleiy itself shows that it w'as a popular 
symptom, thought worthy of affectation by fools, in the 
/WMse men of the time It is by no means wanting in 
Hen himself; it is the sjkm lal maik of Donne, perhaps the most 
gifted man of letters next to Shakespeare whom we notice in this 
Hook, and of Browme, th(‘ equal of the* most gifted that wx* shall have 
to notice in the next. h>en in Ihicon, though kept back by his 
sanguine philosophical hojics, his ])erson.d ambitions, and his touch of 
Philistinism, it ih not far behind the foreground, and it is evident in 
his master, and the master of many others at this time—Montaigne. 
It was, in fact, the natuial reaction following upon the high and 
fantastic hopes of the earlier Renaissance, and ushering in the 
prosaic and slightly vulgar limitation to low aims of the late seven¬ 
teenth ami most of the eighteenth century. In Burton it show^s 
Itself not so much in the sense of the unattainable infinity of passion 
which we find in Donne, of the high feeling of mystciy and altitude) 
that wx fil'd in Browme, as in a sort of quiet but intense tacdium 
Titac —a w.Mideimg of the soul from Dan to Beersheba through all 
employmentdesires, pleasures, and a finding them barren except 
foi study, of wdneh in turn the tacdiiini is not altogether obscurely 
hinted. And it is almost unnecessary to add that in Bui ton, as in call 
the greatest men, except Milton, of the entire period from i 580 to 
1660, there is a very strong dash of humour- -humour of a peculiar 
meditative sort, remote alike from grinning and from gnashing of 
teeth, though very slightly’ sardonic m its extreme quietness and 
apparent calm. 

With w'liters of this kind, and it may be added pretty generally 
of this time, it is difficult to keep stMctly to those considerations of 
form and expression which the history of literature pioper demands, 
so subtle is the connection betwxen their temper and its 
utterance. But if it wxre possible to abstract Burton’s 
merely formal characteristics, they wmuld still be of the most interest¬ 
ing character. To accommodate the wide purpose, indicate the 
voluminous citation and allusion, and infuse the subtle spirit already 
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described might seem .ilmost impossible, yet it is done with wonder¬ 
ful success and with such charm that those who have once acquired, 
or who naturally possess, the taste for Burton's style find enjoy¬ 
ment in it almost greater than that given by any other writer except 
Sir Thomas Biowne himself. Its sentences are frequently of a 
length daring even for that age; .ind the clauses, largely consisting 
of the illustrative quotations or paraphrases above referred to, are 
strung together with a still more audacious looseness, the effect being 
not unficcjuently that of .i man thinking aloud without taking the 
trouble to insert the ordinary copulas and syntactical mortar. Yet 
Burton is nc\ er obscure, and when he has no need of a long sentence 
he can write a short one as nervous, as terse', as distinctly articulated 
as .anything of Jonson’s own. 

Like Burton, and even moie than Burton, fohn Selden outlived 
the reign of James ; lint his charat teristics aie rather Jacobean than 
Caroline, and his most noteworthy work was wnttcai w'ell before the 
^ accession of Charles. lie was born in 1584, the son of 
a Sussex yeoman, was evlucated at Chichester and 
Oxford, and became a famous “ blac k-lettei law^yer” in the Temple. 
His political life did not begin till the next reign, and does not greatly 
concern us ; it is enough to sa) that he wsas one of those respectalile 
but not very statesmanlike persons who undermined the royal authority 
till they .saw it begin to totter, and then wx're aghast at the tottering 
and tried in vain to jirop it up. In 1614 he had pulihshed his famous 
treatise on 'f'ltlrs of Jlonour^ and in 1618 his Jhsiory of Tithes —two 
works of extraordinary learning but somewhat cumbrous in style. 
He is now, excejit as a wliter for rcfeience, not reading, remembered 
almost entirely by his TiihJc collected by his secretary and 

published (i68qj long aftei his death m 1654. '^I'his book not 
merely contains a great deal of practical though slightly Philistine 
wisdom, and a certain amount of sharp aphoristic wot, but also exhibits 
the same differenc e, when compared wath Selden’s published work, as 
that existing between the waitings and the sayings of Johnson, to whom, 
indeed, though on the other side in ])olitical and ecclesiastical beliefs, 
Selden bore muc:h resemblance. It is curious too to compare the 
book with Ben Jonson’s J^ncovcrics and to see how in each the Essay- 
tenSency displ.iys itself, many of the sections in the Table Talk being, 
in fact, essays In little. 

Selden was no literary critic, and his remarks on the Authorised 
Version of the Bible (i6i i) show an extraordinary insensibility to the 
merits of that migdity book. That it is the greatest monument by far 
of Jacobean prose there can be very little doubt, and the objection 


^Ed. S. H. Reynolds, O.xford, 1892. 
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which Sclden himself made, and which has been rather unwisely 
echoed since—that it does not directly represent the speech of its 
own or any time—is entirely fallacious. No good prose 
style ever does represent, exccjit in such forms as 
letter-writing and the dialogue in plays and novels, the 
spoken language of its time, but only a certain general literary form, 
coloured and shaped not too much by contemporaiy practice, d’he 
extraoidmary merits of the Authorised Version are probably due to 
the fact that its authors, witli almost more than merel> human good 
sense of purpose and felicity of lesull, allowed the literary excellences 
of the texts from uhuh they worked—Hebrew, Creek, and Latin— 
and those of the earlier versions into English from that called 
WycliPs to the Bishops^ Bible, to filter through then own sieve and 
acquire a moderate, but only a moderate, tincture of the filter itself 
in passing. No doubt the constant repetition, univeisal till recently 
and pretty general fortunately still, of the text m the ears of each 
generation has had much to do with its pierogativc authority, and 
still more with the fact that it still haidly seems archaic. But the 
unanimous opinioii of the best crities fiom generation to generation, 
and still more the utter shipwreck of the elaborately foolish attempt 
to revise it .some years ago, are CMdences of intrinsic goodness which 
will certainly be confirmed by every one who, with large knowledge 
of English at different periods, examines il impartially now. There 
is no better Engli.sh ariywlicre than the English of the Bible, and one 
of its great merits as English is its retention of tlie “ blend character 
of all the truest English products. 

Certain minor w riters of James’s reign have at this time or that 
acquired admission to literary history, noi is it perhaps necessary to 
oust them. The chief historian of the reign, next to Knolles, was Sir 
John Tlayw^'iid, a lawyer, who w'as born in 1 564 at Felix¬ 
stowe, went to Pembroke College, Cambridge, died two 
years after the accession of Cliai les, and wrote a HisiOf y of the First 
Year of He 7 iry a f/isto?y of Edward J /., and other historical 
and some theological work. Samuel }*uichas (i 577-1626) continued 
the work of Richard Hakluyt (1533-1616), the great collector and 
redactor of Pdi/abethan voyage and trivel, as editor and populariser 
of geography with less, but still considerable, charm of wTiting ; and 
Sir Henry Wotlon, the author of some famous and charming poems, 
was a good letter-writer and produced rather numerous but seldom 
singly important prose tractates on a wide variety of subjects. 



CHAPTER V 

THE COLDEN A(;E OE THE ENGLISH PUIJ’IT—I 

Great pulpit oratory ncccbsanl\ late—I'uncluui of <,<Tmons, itjoo-iSoo—Andrewes 
—I’sshii Hall— I)()iuu 

Thai the title of this rhaptt'i belongs of right to the seventeenth 
century nobody but a paradoxer is ever likely to disjiute. Even the 
eighteenth, which exaggeiated tlu tendency of almost every century 
to look down on its immediate predecessor, had not much 
doubt about this Nor will those who have followed 
^‘=cess.iuly Instoiy heie gnen of English iiteratine, and especially 
of English prose, be surprised either that the jiarticular 
development wms so late or that it came wdien it did. In the first 
place, It IS impossible that any, and especially that pulpit, oratory 
should be eaily, because it requires the previous development of a 
varied piose style. Moreover, the tradition of the Meducval and early 
Renaissance Church, which made vernacul.ii preaching distinctly a 
toucio ad encouiaged the prc.aclun* to descend even to 

horseplay to m.ike himself intelligible and ])opular, was not very 
favcjurable to the creation of a })iil])it style at once flexible and 
dignified. The Refonnatjon broiiglit little improvement at first, for 
if the audience wcae learnt'd it encouraged a meie tissue of sc:holastic 
and erudite citation and aigumenl, if ]i were imicarncd theie w'as an 
inducement to the rude .md often blasphemous railing whicli disgraced 
both sides. Ik'fore Hook(*r there is hardly an English preacher 
whose work is of the first class as literature. Wc must go back to 
Latimer, and earlier still to Fisher, before we find any with such 
pretensions ; and Latimer is too homely, Fisher too formal, and both 
too archaic to have them admitted except by allow^ance. 

Hooker, how'cver, wdio did so much for English, w^as too much 
occupied in waiting', and during' the greater part of his priesthood 
had too uneducated audiences, to leave many sermons; and the great 
tradition of the English pul\>it and of controversial and other English 
divinity of the best literary kind begins later. The amount of really 



CH. V THE GOLDEN AGE OF THE ENGLISH PULPIT-1 383 


notewoithy work of this kind composed for more than a century is 
enormous. During this century, and even during much of the next, 
sermons were extremely popular, and indeed discharged ,, 

. ^ V , - I'unction of 

one part of the function of the modern newspaper, as sennous, 
the playhouse did others. They were also as a rule 
much longei than modern discourses in England, and they were far 
more used for reading than they ha^e been for nearly a century. In 
fact, it may almost be said that the printed sermon, for some two 
hunched yeais, rej)iesentt‘d the whole modern furnishings of the cir¬ 
culating libraiy to most women who liad either education or character, 
and a large part of it to many men, even men of the v\oild. 

We must therefore, from the beginning, jiroceed by selection ; 
and it so happens that in tins jiartuular dejiartnicnt selection is less 
injurious than in any other, at any time save the Middle Ages. The 
subject-matter of sermons, though admitting the widest individuality 
of particular handling, must always be within certain limits the same ; 
and in hardly any kind of wilting do famous and popular models 
tend to reproduce thenisehes so faithfully. From Hooker and 
Andrewes to Nevman, the reader or hearer who knows the styles of 
the leaders knows those attempted, though no doubt often clumsily, 
by hundreds of followers, and except for special purposes he may 
therefore neglect these lattei On the present chapter w'c shall 
take as rejn-esentatives Andrewes, Ussher, Hall, and Donne. The 
second division of the subject, to be taken up in the next Book, will 
be more populous. 

Lancelot Anclrew’cs 1 wms born at Barking in Essex in 1555, and 
was educated at Merchant Taylors’ School and Pembroke College, 
('ambrid^e, of winch he became INlasler. He was from the first 
much patronised, and successively became Prebendary 
of St. J\aurs and Westminster, Dean of the last-named 
cathedral under Elizabeth, and Bishop of Chichester, Ely, and Win¬ 
chester under James. He was very prominent at the Hampton 
Court Conference and in the translation of the Bible, and though, 
like most prelates of the lime, he perhaps dabbled more in court 
intrigues (sjiecially in that bolii'ta of crime, the divorce and 
remairiage of Lady Frances Ilowxird) than might be desired, he has 
never been justly judged a sycophant. He died in 1626. Of his 
learning and of the stuinge fervency and intense eloquence of his 
Private Devotions there have never been two opinions ; his Sermons 
have excited more dispute The charge against him is said to have 
been put early by ‘‘ a Scotch nobleman,” when the bishop preached in 

^ The st.nulaid edition of Andrew'es is that in the Library of Anglo-Catholic 
'Iheology, O-^ford, 18.41 54 'I'hetircek .ind Latin ]\voiio>n ha\e been frequently 
translated and given separately, most recently by Di. A. Whyte ( Edinburgh, 1896). 
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Holyrood Chapel. “ He rather pl*ays with his subject than preaches 
on it.” The criticism was by no means unfounded, though it would 
apply to nearly the whole of the preachers of Andrewes’s time, except 
Hooker himself, in England. Perhaps it may be put better by 
saying that the sometimes far-fetched and romantic symbolism and 
imagery which 111 Donne among the earlier, m Taylor among the 
later, preachers of the school jjroduce such miraiulous effects, aie 
in Andrewes crude and not finally transformed by art. No doubt 
his immense learning, in which he exeelled almost every one of that 
learned time except Ussher, aggravated the evil. 

James Usher (or rather Ussher) himself was more a writer than 
a preacher, tlie most erudite of an erudite time, and one of the most 
voluminous authors of a time when most authors were \oluminous. 

But he cannot be omitted here, and lie escapes the 
blame not (juite unjustly passed upon Andrewes by never 
attempting flights or rhetoric at all. He did not wish his sermons 
to be published, though they were; his great chronological and 
historical works, which gained him a prac tically enduring fame, 
are mainly m Latin. In English he wrote chiefly on Celtic Antiquities, 
especially those of an occlesi.isti.xal complexion, as w'cll as on the 
burning questions of the time—the Protestant-Papist controversy, 
divine right, and the like. His style, like that of so many men of 
Ins day, is largely conditioned by his method of argument, which 
consists, though by no means wdiolly yet very mainly, in apjieals to 
authority and citations from the inexhaustible store of his vast 
reading. Only the idiosyncrasy of a Burton can infuse writing of this 
kind with any particular tincture of style. But Ussher is aUvays 
plain and clear. Neitlier his temper nor his immediate purpose 
inclined him to any superfluity of ornament, and w^hen he gets free 
from citation and has .1 paragrajfli or tw-o to write, as the common 
phrase i.s, “out of his owm head,” he rather cxemjflifics the Ascham- 
Hooker tradition than the more conceited manner of his own day. 
He w'as born in Dublin in 1581, and w'as nephew of Stanyhurst, the 
eccentric translator of Virgil. He was one of the first alumni of 
Trinity College, Dublin, became Fellow^, and gave himself up to 
study, becoming Professor .i Divinity in his University in 1607, 
Bisliop of Meath in 1620, and Archbishop of Armagh in 1625. 
When Ireland became convulsed by the Rebellion, he went to 
England, and was for some time preacher at Lincoln’s Inn. Though 
a steady Royalist, he was not molested by the Parliament or by 
Cromwell, and died quietly at Reigate in 1656. 

With Bishop Hall ^ we get into a higher sphere of literary 

^ Works, ed. Wynter, 10 vols, Oxford, 1863. 



CH. V THE GOLDEN AGE OF THE ENGLISH PULPIT—I 385 


accomplishment. His verse was entirely of the previous or strictly 
Elizabethan period, < while his prose was entirely of this or the 
next. This early verse was purely secular ; but the suc¬ 
ceeding prose was by no means purely theological, 
though its most noteworthy division of the secular kind, the 
Characters of Virtues ard Vices^ seems to have been composed 
(t6o8) with a view to use in sermons. These Characters precede 
Overbury’s m point of time, and though they never became so 
popular, excel them in simplicity, being often quite as pointed, and 
as a rule not nearly so contorted and fantastic. Hall’s subsequent 
writings daring his long, busy, and (till the eval days of rebel¬ 
lion) prosperous life, were extremely multifarious—sermons, medita¬ 
tions, autobiographical pieces, controversial tracts (such as those, 
for instance, which brougdit upon him Milton’s clumsy invective), 
expository matter. In his sermons and casuistical work he par¬ 
ticularly affects a plain but eneigetic style of attack on the 
consciences and hearts of his hearers ; and this element of direct¬ 
ness is also generally prominent m his pohtico-ecclesiastical polemic. 
In his meditations he is more flowery and figurative, as is reasonable 
enough. But at no time can he be said to share to the full the 
tendencies of his age in this particular direction, being too much of 
a fighter when he is not a meie meditative moralist. Perhaps also 
he may exemplify the rule to which his enemy Milton is one of the 
not many exceptions, and the great writer whom we are shortly to 
mention another, that those who write both poetry and prose usually 
write the latter with some restraint, while the very ornate or fantastic 
prose writ('rs arc chiefly those who cannot express themselves in 
verse. 

This, however, as has just been hinted, is by no means the case 
with our last and greatest exemplar Few are more of a piece in 
poetry and prose than Donne,^ and much of what has been said of 
his verse will apply equally to his prose. I'his consists of a ^ 

large body—some two hundred—of Sermons, a consider¬ 
able number of Letters, a short and curious tractate to prove that 
in certain circumstances suicide may not be a sin, some Essays in 
Divinity, some Devotions, and a few miscellaneous treatises. All his 
work, however, even in prose, whatsoever it be called, essay, sermon, 
letter, or what not, is again strikingly like itself and strikingly unlike 
anything else, being, like the verse, saturated and pervaded by 
Donne’s peculiar melancholy. The expression of this seems to be 
as easy for him in prose as in verse, or, to speak more justly and 

^ Ed. Alford, 6 vols. 1859 (not good and incomplete). Dr. Jessopp’s little 
edition of the Ei^'iays can sometimes be picked up Since this History appeared 
Mr. Gosse has given the Letters and a much needed Life (2 vols. 1899). 
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accurately, be succeeds in elaborating^ a prose style just as suitable for it 
as is bis style in verse. He is clearer in prose than in verse except 
(curiously enough) m bis Letters, which often display almost as much 
inctapb\sical conceit as the most recondite passages of his poetry. 
But he has the three great characteristics of Jacobean writing--the 
learning, the jirofundity, and the fantastic imagination. And the 
profundity is here not merely real, but of a depth rarely surpassed in 
English, while the fantastic imagination becomes something more 
than merely fantastic. The “kingship” \\hich Carew ascribed to 
Donne is at least as noticeable in his jirosc as in his verse, and 
though the realm over which he rules is rather a Kingdom of Night 
than of Day, a jihice of stiangely-lit gloom rather than of mere sun¬ 
light, it IS a kingdom of wonderful nchness and variety. It may be 
cpiestioned whether Donne’s very best passages are exceeded, even 
whether they are ecjualled, by any English jirosc-writer in the com¬ 
bination of fulness and raiity of meaning with exquisite peifection of 
sound and charm of style. In these latter points he is at least the 
equal of Jeremy Taylor at his bt‘st, and though Jeremy T.iylor is no 
shallow thinker, his thought is a mere pool to the oceanic depth and 
breadth of Donne's. 'I here is a certain quality of magnificence, too, 
in Donne beside whidi the best things of 'Fador aie apt to suggest 
the meredy jiretty Unlike most of his ('ontem])oraries, Donne knew 
when to let a great thing alone ; and f'w^ of them, for instance, would 
have been content to let such a phrase as the likening of the coming 
of (iod to the soul “as the sun at noon to illustrate all shadows, as 
the sheaves in harvest to fill all |)enunes,” without frittering away 
Its massne and complete effect into subdivisions and added epithets, 
into appendices and fringes of thought and expression. 

Moreover he, as Hooker in his very different style had had be¬ 
fore him, but as hardly any one else, had the sense of the paragraph 
-of the crescendo and diminuendo of cadence reciuired to wand it 
safely and melodiously from start to finish. His sentences are 
sometimes too long, they are too often made to do the work of 
the paragraph itself; but this is often more a matter of punctuation 
than of real structural airangcment. And whether they be called 
sentences or be called par.igr.iphs, there linger round each of them 
the^ glimmer of an unearthly light and the notes of a more than 
earthly music. 
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It has hc-en frequently pointed out that the connection of the present 
Hook with the last and next is of a kind which will not be repeated, 
and which has not been earlier found between the successive divisions 
of this work. All three are wholly busied with what is usually and 
rij’htly, from one point of view, called Klizabethan laterature. All 
three are mainly busied with the productions of a not extraordi¬ 
narily long lifetime—1580 to 1660; while siuh a lifetime as that 
of V ontenelle would have taken a in.in from Wyatt’s days almost to 
the publication of the JTcsperuIr^, from th.il of Kuphucs to the death 
of Milton, or from the birth of Shakcspe.are to the Restoration. Yet 
the separation into three, besides avoiding cumbniusness and con¬ 
fusion of arrangement m other ways, enables us to bring out the 
three divisions of use, of culmination, and if not c\ac:lh of decadence, 
yet of a long and gorgeous sunset, in a \cry satisfactory fashion. 

'i’herc can be no leal difficulty m according to our present stage 
the title of culmination. We have indeed lost two or three, but 
only twf or three, of the very greatest names of the w^hole period. 
'J'o the reign of James (though no thanks to James himself) belong 
the greatest work of Shakespeare, almost the whole work of Hacon, 
the great bulk of the more accomplished w^ork of the minor drama¬ 
tists, a volume of exquisite non-dramatic poetry, and a body of most 
interesting, if still yiartly inorganic, prose. 

It IS no doubt in the dep.irtment of pure poetiy th.at the period, 
partly by accident, partly not, contrasts least favourably both wath its 
predecessor and its successor. 'Phat Spenser is dead at its begin¬ 
ning, and Milton a boy at its close, is itself not wholly accidental. 
For Spenser, though he could have added to the volume of our 
delight, would probably have given us nothing new in kind, had the 
Irish rebels allowed him to reach his seventy years in peace; and 
Milton would not have been quite Milton without the Jacobean 
period itself behind him. We have seen what the character of that 
period was in poetry, and how Spenser’s own influence, with Donne’s 
and Jonson’s, was at work in it, shaping and preparing the forces, 
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accumulating the matter, which were to result on the one side in the 
massive structure of Milton, and on the other m the exquisite filigree 
of the Caroline lyrists. But we can heie better perceive m the work 
of the three themselves, as in that of their followers, the special 
Jacobean profundity, its weight of thought, and its slight consequent 
weariness. The “ bloomy flush ” of the Elizabethan period proper 
has fled ; the conceit remains, but it is graver, less childlike ; the 
play of words continues, but it is changing into the play of thought, 
sometimes hardly to be called play, so laborious and Cyclopean is it. 

It follows that the actual poetry of the reign, that which exclu¬ 
sively or csjiecially belongs to it, is somewhat less charming than that 
of the poets who owe more direi t allegiance to Elizabeth or to Charles. 
Yet the best of the songs of the dramatists date from this time ; the 
mascpies of Ben Jonson and others contain, in the good old phrase, 
“poetry enough for anything’’; cannot find out of Spenser and 
Rossetti more gorgeous things than the best passages of the Fletchers ; 
anywhere perhaps sweeU'r things than the best trifies of Ben, of John 
Fletchei, of Wither, of Browne; anywhere at all smh mysterious 
melody as that of Donne. Yet, sim e we find most of those who arc 
thus gifted dating back from Eli/al)eth or persevering to Charles, w’C 
may be justified m reseiwmg for the middle stage, here as elsewhere, 
the special (jualities of winght and thought 

Theie can be no doubt at all that this place is the proper one 
for Its prose. As w'e have seen, Euphuism in the large sense, 
ornateness, gorgeousness, horror of the obvious, has altogether the 
upper hand as compared wath succinctness, directness, appeal only 
to power of matter and proportion of arrangement. Yet Ben Jonson 
relies very mainly on these last, and no one, not even Bacon, succeeds 
in manipulating the dictionary like an organ after the fashion of the 
great Caroline writers, unless indeed it be Donne, to whom here as 
elsewhere the universal monarchy of wit is subject. But the prose 
of James’s reign, putting aside the half-accidental magnificence of 
the Authorised Version, must rest its claims on the fantastic and 
splendid, but not fully-organised, form of Bacon and Burton, on the 
weighty and sterling matter of both these and of Jonson. 

In neither case had a perfection of style been reached. The 
author of the Essajys and the author of the Ajiatimjy have discarded 
the more childish things of Euphuism ; but they have not quite 
attained the full perfecting of its best things that Browne and Taylor 
were to show. Ben Jonson has recoiled from this same Euphuism 
(ahvays using the term as a sign and symbol rather than as a limited 
designation), and has sometimes achieved a plain style almost perfect 
in Its way. But he had been busied with other things, and was 
perhaps not equipped wath sufficient versatility to make a prose 
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writer absolutely of the first class. The others, except Donne, who 
did but trans-prose his verse and trans-hallow his profanities, are 
minors. 

Yet in both directions the period, especially for so brief a one, 
did more than its fair share in the mere furthering of style, in doing 
Its stage on that circular but always interesting journey. And in 
point of kind as distinguished from style that establishment of the 
Essay, in more forms than one, which we have seen was a matter of 
the very greatest importance, that development of the sermon which 
we have also seen, a thing of importance h.irdly lesser. The opu^cle 
as opposed to the opus jnagmim was thus, in matters sacred and in 
matters profane, promoted to distinct literary rank ; and m each case 
literature was carried from the study into other apartments of the 
house, if not even into the street. 

But undoubtedly the very gieatesi accomplishment of the time 
was its accomplishment in drama After making every reasonable 
allowance for the obscurity which rests on so many of the exact dates 
of the Elizabethan theatie, we can be fairly certain th.it the Larger 
numl)er of its consummate examples date from the first quarter of the 
seventeenth century most of the best work of Shakespeare, all, with 
one exception at each end, of the best w’oik of Jonson, .all the work 
of Beaumont, of Fletcher, and probably most of the best work of all 
the rest save Shirley, belong to it. Moreover, in w'h.at follows there 
is little or nothing ne'iv. 'I'he effects w'hich have been achieved with 
such gig.antic expenditure of genius, if not e'actly of criticism, first 
by the University Wits and Shakespeare in his initial period, then 
by Shakesp(‘are and his gre.at contemporaries in this special time, 
are merely repeated, we.ikened, and at List frittered away. It would 
h.ardly be rash to say that of the really gie.it plays included in the 
general list of the Elizabethan drama, not merely four out of five or 
nine out of ten, but nineteen out of twenty belong to tins time. Yet 
we need, in this speci.al pl.ace of summary, say less of it than we have 
said of the Elizabethans proper, and still less than we must say when, 
after the next Book, we sum up the whole great epoch of which it 
forms a part. For the centre of .any period partakes necessarily 
more of the characters of the tw-o ends than they do of it. In so for 
as the Jacobean age deserves a description of qualities to itself, that 
description must be what has been more than once given. Depth 
and w^eight appear in it as they appear m none other ; yet does it 
not lack finish and grace. 
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CHAPTER 1 

BLANK Vl'RSF AND THK NKW COtTPLET 

The central period nf English prosody—l)istrihinion of (.'arolinc poetry —Milton— 
Ills life—The (arlier poems i>mu\ -'Ihe blank —Lyt n/i 7 t —Sonnets- — 

The longer poems- 'j'heu bkink verse -'I'lieii matter — Milton’s plate m 
Isiighsh prosody - Cowley Ilih toujMets — 'I'lit* lyrics — 'J he Pindarics — 
Denham—Waller—The “ leforrn t)f out riumbeis. ” 

We hfivo traced the gradual growth of prosody, which is the 
distinguishing feature of poetry, steadily oinvards from the first 
appearance' of English as a blend of Teutonic, Komante, and other 
Clements , and we have seen lunv, after the strange and 
not yet actounled-for changes in the fifteenth century, poaKior 
a ^-esh start was made about the middle of the third 
([iiarter of the sixteenth. After this, for some fifty years, 
almost every style of poetry was tried. Put one style—not of poetry 
proper but of the mixed kind called drama—had more effect than all 
the others put together by adjusting metre to the exigencies, not of 
mere reutaiivt , not of formal music, but of spoken language in every 
relation and circumstance of life, comic and tragic, impassioned and 
ordinary. This great pciiod m drama was in 1625 neaiing its close, 
but Its work w^as already done. And while, on the one hand, the peculiar 
influence of Jacobean thought and style in general, and of the three 
great poets in particular, resulted in a continuance of poetry differ¬ 
entiated from the Elizabethan only by an increased tendency to the 
metaphysical in tone and the lyrical in form, the dramatic' current 
mixing with th.it of general poetry produced two things which were 
practically new—the use of blank verse for non-dramatic purposes in 
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original poetry, and the altered form of the couplet, which between 
them, giadually ousting in great part lyrics and the stanza, were to 
dominate English verse for nearly a centuiy and a half. 

We can hardly do better than treat the poetry of the period 
under these two heads, but we shall have to deal vsith them diffei- 
ently. The poets who are mainly distinguished for their work in 
blank verse or couiilet, wuth Milton at their head, show 

Distribution r * \ t i i i 

of CaiuhiiL such differences from their immediate successors, headed 
poetry Drydcn, that, save as far as Milton is himself con¬ 

cerned, we shall have ceased dealing w'lth them at the accession of 
the seednd Charles. But, with sonu^ special and sinking changes of 
tone, the poets, partly “ metaphysical ” in subject and mainly lyrical in 
form, persevere long beyond that date, and even, with Sedlcy and a 
few others, beyond Charles the Second’s death and into the next 
century. We shall, therefore, m this and the next chapter, cover 
unequal spaces of ground , but the chronological inequality will be 
more than compensated by the logical exactitude wdiich wall be 
obtained, even though some of those with whom we shall deal btdong 
in a manner to both divisions. Milton is at once an exquisite, 
though too little copious, poet of the school of Jonson and of Spenser 
(never ciuite of Donne) and .in mnovatoi in pure poetry wdio has 
none but dnamatic masters Cowley never entirely knows whether 
he is a metaphysical Jhndaric, or a lyrist, or a common-sense 
coupletecr. Chamberlayne, to take still a different class, writes ex¬ 
clusively (or almost so) in couplets, but his couplets are not in the 
least of the new kind. We shall class them all according to the 
division to which each, cither m the bulk of his w^oik or in its mam 
tone and temper, belongs, always noting when they cross the bound 
ary line. But keejiing the bound.iry itself will enable us (as wt 
could not so well otherwise do c.isily or without endless confusion 
and repetition, proviso and warning) to indicate the filling line and 
the mounting m English poetry during the last three-quarters of the 
seventeenth century. 

John Milton ,1 who, though his jiosition as the greatest or not the 
greatest of English non-dramatic poets is open to question, occupies 
unquestionably the greatest place among such poets as an influence 
Milton model, was a Londoner by birth, and w^as born in 

Bread Street on 9tli December 1608; but his family 
belonged to Oxfordshire. His father, a money-scrivener (a profession 
now extinct, or rather absorbed, but then a cross between banking and 
law), resembled his son in combining Puritan sympathies in religion 
with strong literary and artistic tastes, 'fhe only other member of 

^ Editions innumerable, but the larger (3 vols. London, 1890) and smaller 
(" Globe ”) of Professor Masson stand before all otheis 
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the family who is remembered was the poet’s younger brother 
Christopher, afterwards Sir Christopher, who became a judge and 
was a \ery strong Royalist. Milton entered St. Paul’s 

„ , , . ^ , , - , His life. 

School m 1620, and went thence five years later 
to Christ’s (.'ollege, Cambridge, where his personal beauty and 
correct moral character were observed, but where his insubordinate 
and unaccommodating temper seems to have got him into trouble 
with the authorities. He was once rusticated, but took his degrees 
in due time, becoming M.A. m 1632, at the end of the usual seven 
years. His father had bought a property at Horton in Buckingham¬ 
shire, and there Milton remained in unmolested and unprof^sional 
study for six yeais, during which he produced most (some is even 
eailiei) of Ins early verse*, and displayed, as some think, nearly his 
highest poetical genius, if not his full poetical power. The indulgence 
of Ins father next allow^ed him «i tour abroad, and leaving England at 
the beginning of 1638, he spent the gre.it part of tw'o years chiefly 
in Italy. When he came home he settled in Aldcrsgate Street, and, 
having the full Renaissance interest m education, acted as school¬ 
master or tutor to lus nephews and others. 

During the twenty years of civil commotion he w'rote, except a 
few sonnets, no jioetry, but was fertile in controversial prose, which 
will be dealt with m another c:hapter. He married in 1643 > 
lucky bride’s name was M.iry Powell, of a good Cavalier family in 
Oxfordshire, wuth which Milton had been long intimate; but the 
marriage was extremely ill assorted, and in a few weeks his wufe left 
him and went to her parents. This desertion Milton construed into 
a reason for clivcu-cc*, and .'ugued this point out in several tracts, w’hich 
naturally c lu icd a good deal of scand.al. She returned in 1645 
died in 1652, lea\ing him tliiee daughters, whose relations with him 
Wire not iiioic happy than their mother’s. Meanwhile his tract- 
wu'itmg, now devoted to purely politic:al matters, and especially the 
defence of the execution of the King, procured him the post, under 
the Commonwealth, of Secretary of Foreign 'fongues, that is to say, 
for diplomatic: correspondenc:e m Latin. He lost his eyesight in the 
same year m w'hich his first wife died, and married a second in 1656, 
but she, the “ laic espoused saint ” of his sonnet, died also in 1658. At 
the Restoration he hid himself, but was not molested, and settled near 
Bunhill Fields. He married a third time in 1663, this time more 
successfully in comfort and permanence. The publication of his 
great epics (see bchnv) follow^ed at no long intervals, and he died on 
Nov^ember 1674, and wxis buried at St. (hlcs’s, Cripplegate. 

Milton’s character was not amiable, and its harshness was no 
doubt accentuated, both in life and letters, by his singular want of 
humour ; but it only concerns us in so far as it affects his writings. 
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These, as has been seen, fall under three unusually well marked 
periods : the first inc luding all the early poems up to I.yddas j the 
second fertile in prose, but yielding no poetry except 
most of the Sonnets ; the third giving the two Paradises 
and Santso?! As^imistes. We must say something about 
eac h of thesr periods and its results befoie endeavouring to touch 
briefly tlie wliolc* c|Ueslion of Milton’s place as a poet. His jjrecocit) 
has s( 3 niclimes Iieen admired, but this doubtful gift was not in any 
very great mesasure his. 'I'he fenv poems which we have dating 
earlier than Ins coming of age are scarcely better than a very large 
(luantity of minor verse 'The first unmistakable signs w'cre shown 
by the great Ode on the A'atiinly (1629). About this there can be 
no doubt whatever, except m the minds of those who so dislike what 
is called florid poetiy that they arc blinded by the flowcas. Both 
m the stan/.i-prelude, and still more when the actually lyric: part 
begins, the note to ears that can hear is as new as it is exquisite. 

Even Spenser had not wu'itten like it ; even Spenser had not w'rittcn 

anything more individual and more delightful in word-music ; while, 
if we compare it with what had beem done or could be done by the 
best poets then ali\e -Drayton, ( hapman, Jonson, Donne, Wither, 
the Kletc'hers, etc we .shall find a note of w'itc:hery which only 

Donne could ha\e surpassed, wdiile the soft haimony of the motion 

IS altogethe r different from Donne's less mellifluous touch. The 
()de (m the Aatnwty, as the herald’s cry of a new great poet, is a test 
C3f the reader’s powei to appreciate poetry. It is perhaps sufficient 
proof of Dr. Johnson’s initial disabilities as a critic of seventeenth- 
century verse that he does not so much as mention it. For the 
famous pair, JiA/te^ro and Jl Penscroso^ no one has ever had any¬ 
thing but praise, though some ha\e hinted that “ Benseroso” is not 
very choice Italian. Even Dr. Johnson could feel their univ'ersal 
charm, nor is there much need of c'ommenting on wEat is matter of 
universal knowledge and universal consent But it is worth while tc3 
note that even at this early time Milton displayed his wonderful 
science of versification in the handling of the octosyllable, catalectic 
and full, and also his complete command of wdiatever expression he 
nepds. He has little of the conceit of his contemporaries, but he has 
almost more than their average learning, and yet he manages to 
treat it as lightly as possible. These same characteristics are notice¬ 
able in the few other short piec^cs which we have from this time, 
especially tlie exc|uisite fragments of the Arcades. But before the 
poet took leave of the muses for a less delightful mistress, he was to 
produce two substantive poems, Cojntis and Lycidas^ either of which, 
but especially the former, would have settled the question of his place 
in poetry. Co?nus was written in 1634 as a masque to be presented 
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(with music by Lawes) at Ludlow Castle before, and by the children 
of, Lord Bridgewater, President of Wales ; Lytida^ not till just before 
Milton's departure for Italy, and nominally to celebrate the death of 
Edward King, a Cambridge contemporary and friend. The last is 
dee])ly tinged with the coming blackness of political and ecclesiastical 
faction ; the first is almost fice from it, though not quite so free as 
/JA/!ry/{) and // But both are of the \ery first older of 

poeliy. 

('oinus (not so called by Milton), though avowedly a masejue, 
lies between that kind and the lyi K al tlramas of Jorison and Fletcher, 
of whom Milton was a diligent student, d’hc scenery and decora¬ 
tions are of much less account in it than m the masque 
proper, and the story, though not very elaborate, is inoie 
solidly and substantively diamatic. I'he aigument, suggested partly 
by the Oifys^cy^ paitly by Peele's (dd '/'u/e, is extremely 

.ample. Two brotheis, wandering with their sister in a wood 
haunted by Comus, Circe’' son and mutator, jiart from her in 
search of a guide and shelter. She falls, bcwatched by art but pro- 
leited by her virtue from any real harm, into the enchanter’s powder, 
till he is driven off by her brothers and an attendant sjiint (half 
Mentor and half Aiiel), and the chaim is reversed by Sabrina, the 
iiver-nymph of the Severn. But on this slight and little “ ini idenled ” 
theme, while tieating even the characters symbolically and typically 
rather than as individuals, Milton has contrived to broidci the most 
exquisite tissue of poetry, both in blank v^erse and in lyric measures. 
Nothing (jLiite like the former had >et been seen. The author is nuu h 
under the influence cT that latci foim of the playwrights’ 
blank ve:'-« which admits the redundant syllable very 
fiecpiently, .ind he has boldly borrowed the system of 
tri yllabic ecpiivalencc, which in tlic'in was certainly to a great extent, 
and may be suspected to hav e been almost wholly, based on the mere 
nec essities of conveisation. His owm verse tiradc^^ or passages which 
are only in form dialogue, aie really independent pieces of poetry. 
By these means and others he also elaborates that “ verse paragraph ” 
the introduction of which was to be perhaps his greatest contributioi 
to the English Ars Pociica. I'he redundant syllable is indeed rather 
abused, and it is in this, and perhaps in this only, that Comus is 
inferior to Paradise Lost. But it is difficult to use the word inferior 
in any connection with such incomparable work as the Spirit’s overture 
and description of his discov'ery of the Lady’s danger, her soliloquy 
before she meets Comus, the Elder Brother’s fine if rather declamatory 
praise of chastity (saturated with memories of Marlowe’s versification 
and homoeoielcitia)^ thc' argument of ('omus and the Lady, and the 
poet’s account of Sabrina. Biit the lyric parts (which Sir Henry 
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Wotton in a letter to the author justly called ipsa inollities') are cer¬ 
tainly not inferior, and the last hundred and fifty lines repeat the 
success of IJA//e^o and its fellow in metrical effect, with more 
variety and an even higher and more airy strain. 

Nor do the graver cast and the more disputable material 
of Lycidas injuie, save to very unhappily constituted persons, its 
poetical effect Its two hundred lines are arranged on a decasyllabic 
basis which is never exceeded, thougli it is allowed, 
.ytu ai. somewliat on the ]3rinciple of a choric ode, to descend to 
eights, and even to sixes. Kiirihei, while the piece rhymes through¬ 
out (save for a few lines left “in the air,” and yet, by a perfect 
miracle of art, contributing to the music as their sound floats un¬ 
answered), the ihyincs arc ranged neither legularly in couplets nor 
regularly m stanzas, though, for instance, the close is a complete 
octave, abababcc. The whole has an extremely cunning system, not 
strophic but symphonic, so that the music, though never broken, is 
never complete in any section till the whole has closed. As an elegy 
deriving from the Alexandnan-Sicilian school Lycidas has m its turn 
served as model to other English dirges of the first interest, especi¬ 
ally Adonais and 7 'hyrsis; but it exceeds both m v^ariety and uni¬ 
formity of merit, though it is not the equal of Adonais m loftiness of 
thought and in the poetical quality of ceitam passages. No English 
poem exhiliits a more exquisite harmony and variety of numbers, or 
a more extraordinary science of rhyme, wlnle very few of anything 
like the same length have a greater number of signal phrases memor¬ 
able for thought or music or both. Indeed, except the untimely 
speech of St. Peter, which is at the very best a vigorous piece of 
satiric verse, there is not a passage and hardly a line which is not 
mere and sheer poetry. 'I'he poem, moreover, adds to the knowledge 
of Milton’s powers m several minor ways, especially in regard to his 
extraordinary skill in the use of names. Something of this had been 
seen before, but not to the extent of the wonderful triplet— 

Sleep’st by the fable of Bclleruk. old, 

Wheie the great vision of the guarded mount 
Looks towards Namancos and Bayona’s hold. 

We care nothing about Bellcrus or Namancos or Bayona as persons 
or places, but we feel, we know, that as words they are right and 
indispensable. And the passage also exhibits two other main devices 
of Milton’s, the putting of the adjective, especially a monosyllabic 
adjective, after the noun, and the cunning interchange of syllables in 
adjective and substantive by pairs.^ 

, f “ Great vision,” adj. -r i svll , subs. =2. 

[ “ Guai'ded mount,” adj - 2 syll , subs. - 1. 
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The batch of sonnets which forms a bridge over the twenty 
middle years of Milton’s life has varied interest. They are*very few 
in number; they do not, even with those in Italian, 
which fall out of our purview, reach the end of the 
second dozen. The history of their reputation is strange, for even after 
making every possible jillowancc for the “ point of view ” and for the 
depreciation of the sonnet as a trifling thing, we cannot now under¬ 
stand the contempt with which the eighteenth century regarded them 
as not even good of their kind. 'Phey are historically of great 
importance, because they mark that return from the true English or 
Shakespearian form of the sonnet to the I’etraichian model which 
has been generally, though not universally, observed since. This, it 
must be repeated, though a perfectly legitimate consequence of 
Milton’s devotion to Italian, was m no sense a change from corrupt 
to pure. The one kind of quator/am is from every point of view 
exactly as legitimate as the other, which was itself only the survivor 
of divers Italian kinds. Vet again Milton’s sonnets are interesting 
because they are almost the first instanc e of perception, on the part 
of an English poet, of the unmatched suitableness of the sonnet form 
for the purposes of “occasional” poetry. Before Milton the sonnet 
had been very generally written in sequences, and almost invariably 
devoted to the subject of love—a subject for w'hich it is, though 
supremely, yet by no mc'aiis exclusiv'cly, suited. Since his day, no 
doubt. It has received further extensions, especially the topographical 
(the discovery of which is the great glory of Bow'lcs), and the descrip¬ 
tive-pictorial, where Rossetti reigns almost alone. But Milton’s 
innovation, or rather extension, invited not only these but almost all 
others of nhatsover kind, as will be seen from their subjects—The 
Nightingale, His own Twx'nty-third Year, The Imminent Cavalier 
Attack on London, To a Virtuous Young Lady, To Lady Margaret 
Ley, three political-controversial (one of them a twenty-lined “tail” 
sonnet), To Law'cs the Musician, On Mrs. Cath.uine Thomson, 
to Fairfax, Cromwell, and V'ane, On the Massacre in Piedmont, On 
his Blindness, To his friends LawTence and Skinner, and On his 
Deceased Second Wife. Thus we have love, meditation, ethical 
compliment, epicede, polemic, and, in the most miscellaneous sense, 
“occasional” verse, all exemplified in this little handful. 

They are far from being of equal value, and the extreme badness 
of some may, though it never should, have caused the depreciation 
of others. The divorce and political sonnets, for instance, simply 
display ill-temper and pique, trying to masquerade as banter in 
doggerel verse. Yet even here Milton’s irrepressible talent for 
melodious and majestic phrase will break out, as in the line— 

Which after held the .sun and moon in fee, 
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and almost everywhere else the good gifts predominate altogether, or 
very neariy so. Even the very early and comparatively common¬ 
place “ Nightingale ” ^ IS full of them. The stately cadence of the 
“ Thrce-and-twcntieth Year” hides, as is not always the case, the 
author’s proneness to take himself very seriously indeed. “ I'hc 
Assault” is a pair to it; the personal sonnets to or on others suit 
themselves to the dominant of comment or praise, or \\hatc\cr it may 
be, with marvellous art ; and the two finest of all, the “ Massacre ” 
sonnet and the “ Illindness,” develop the form on the side of 
grandeur m a way which has never been excelled, and, even in the 
abundant and sometimes consummate sonnet-practice of the nineteenth 
century, very seldom equalled. 

With respect to the three great poems of his last fifteen years, it 
is noticeable as to their matter that we have from his own hand 
a long list of subjects for poems, of which the majiirity arc taken 
from the sacied history and the rest from the early 

* pocni'fchronicles of iinlain, both South and North ; secondly, 
as to the form of .S<fmsori that all these sub¬ 

jects ajijiear to liave been originally intended as tragedies in the 
SenecMn form. We may le.isonably connect this scheme with that 
CLiiious dislike of rhyme, and of modern poetical foims generally, 
which made the admirer of Shakespeare, and the author of the 
cxquisitc rhymed early poems, endeavour to reverse the course of the 
English genius both in respect of rhyme and m respect of ditimatic 
arrangement. As for Paradise the subject, as we should 

expect, had already, independently of the Mirade plays, been treated 
dramatically, and the fact is proper to be taken notice of by those who 
busy themselves with the subject of Milton’s alleged indebtedness to 
other writers. What is proper to be said here on that subject may 
here be said very briefly. Milton has borrowed from these supposed 
originals nothing that makes him Milton ; and the things that he 
may perhaps have borrowetl are unimportant. It was, however, 
certain beforehand that so vast a subject as the Fall of Man, parti¬ 
cularly as It w^oiild jiresent itself to orte equally enamoured of theo¬ 
logical disquisition and stocked with profane learning, could not 
possibly be handled within the compass of an antique drama or even 
a trilogy. We do not know with any precision when the existing 
poem was begun, but it can hardly have been before 1656; and 
w^e do practically know that it was finished in about seven years 
from that time, though perhaps fear of bringing himself prominently 
before the public, and certainly the interruptions to all business 
caused by the plague in 1665 and the fire m 1666, hindered the 

^ Interesting, as noted before, in connection with the Chaueerian or pseudo 
Chaucerian Cuckoo and Nightingale 
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publication. The continuation, or Pa 7 \idi^c RcgatJicd^ is said, though 
only on the authority of the person who derives credit* from the 
truth of the story, to have been suggested by Ellwood, a Quaker, 
and, like many of the original Quakers, a person of some ability 
and originality. It is not known whether any reason besides the 
fellow^-feeling of blindness made Milton select Samson from the large 
number of similar subjects which lie had earlier thought of. but the 
community of situation is sufficient reason 

The exclusive use of blank verse in the epics, and the predomi¬ 
nance of It in the play, come diiectly from the cra/e against rhyme 
just referred to, which is itself not original in Milton, but, as has been 
shown amply already, a common idol (in the Laconian 
sense) of the Renaissance, a fallac y derived from an, in the ^ 
main reasonable, admiration of the ancients. Milton had 
too good an car to attempt the miserable sapphics and hexameters 
of the generation before, but his very ear suggested to him that he 
could, merely by \ariety of cadence and arrangement, supply the 
w'ant of rhyme itself, the objections to w'hich, in narrative as w^ell .is in 
dramatic verse, weie, .is we can see from Dryclen’s Kssay of Dramatic 
Poesy (wa'ittcn, if not published, befoic }\iradtse Lost appeared), very 
much m the air at the time, h'oi his own jiarticular purpose, there 
is no doubt that blank verse exceptionally wtdl suited his serried 
argument. Hissp.acious description, his lieiy ;ind cmcrgetic narrative, 
could not, like the meandering t.apestry work of .Spenser or the cloud- 
and-sky page.antry of Shelley, have endured a regular confinement, 
even in such comp.aratively roomy bounds .as those of the Spenserian, 
much less in any sm.aller st.in/.a. The (ouplel would have pei- 
])euially .eased and cr.ainpcd him. lie needed and he achieved the 
large and mhnitely v.ined freedom of tlic vcise paragraph which only 
blank veise allows, and which he himself could punctuate and vary 
in cadence till it acquires almost the beauty and the proportion of the 
stanza itself. We cannot, iherefoic, regret that he made these 
experiments ; but it is entirely illegitimate to conclude from them 
that rhyme is a superfluity in non-dramatic, as it certainly is in 
dramatic, verse. A m.an may p.aint supremely wuth one finger, but he 
will do best to use the five lh,at nature has given him. 

Considenible difference of structure is noticeable in the deca- 
.syllabic verse of the three poems, even indepicndently of those 
general characteristics of Miltonic verse wdiich had best be noticed 
together and presently. In Paradise Lost the tendency, which has 
been noticed in Cornu to indulge too much in the redundant syllable 
is, on the whole, corrected. But the practice of ciijafnhement^ or 
running on from one line to the other, is extended to the fullest 
dramatic license, and forms indeed the chief instrument (with the 
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variety of pause which is contingent upon it) in the architecture of 
the versefparagraph. In Paradise Regained redundancy makes its 
appearance again ; and in Samson Agonistes —perhaps deliberately, 
the dramatic form inviting it, perhaps as a mere consequence of an 
unconscious tendency—it becomes very prominent indeed. There is 
a difference, too, in phrase. The stately yet seldom over-gorgeous 
or over-stiff Miltonic diction reaches its acme m Paradise Lost: and, 
if a little less sweet and graceful than in the early poems, is still 
more accomplished, still more “ inevitable,” still more suited to con¬ 
vince all good judges that it cannot be better done at the time, for the 
purpose, and in the context. In the best passages of Paradise 
Regained there is no fallmg-off in this respect ; but elsewhere there 
is, ana the absence of splendour and succulence in the diction, joined 
to the occasional relaxation of the verse, makes that danger of the 
piosaic, which waits so constantly on blank verse, sometimes seem too 
imminent here The process continues further in Samson^ where the 
great pathos and greater dignity of the action cannot hinder the blank 
verse parts from being at once too dry and too loose. But here the 
choruses come to the rescue with their despised auxiliary rhyme and 
their exceeding beauty, while even their unrhymed Pindaric sections, 
though perhaps confessing a relaxing gnisp of the paragraph- 
symphony, serve to vary the effect. 

The substance of the three needs no praise, little account, and 
only a hint that, though never below, it is sometimes either above or 
outside the most appropriate themes of verse Light treatment is 
rarely called for, and is never successfully given. But 
mat?« mere narrative is, in Paradise Lost at any rate, 

managed with extraordinary skill ; the personal touches, 
in reference chiefly to the blindness, both here and in Samson^ give 
pathos without impertinence ; the shorter poetical jewels are innumer¬ 
able ; and even the longer passages, many, if not most, of which 
could stand almost as substantive poems, would mr4ke a most 
formidable list. In blank Acrse out of drama we have few things 
that can approach, and nothing that excels, the picture of Pandemonium 
and its inhabitants; the scene with Sin and Death; the journey 
through Chaos ; the address to Light at the beginning of Book III.; 
Satan’s vision of the Sin and his speech on Niphates ; the description 
of Paradise ; the discovery by Ithuriel and the subsequent debate ; 
parts of the story of Raphael; the Temptation ; the change of nature 
thereafter; and the riot of names in the description of the view from 
the topmost mount of Paradise. All these are in Paradise Lost^ and 
the sequel adds, though fewer and farther between, the great confes¬ 
sion of Satan, “ ’Tis true I am that spirit unfortunate ” ; the dream of 
Christ, and the morning scene after it, with its traces of Milton’s 
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rcadmg^ in romance ; the second prospect from the mount ; ^the views 
of Rome and Athens ; tlie storm ; and, above all, the final moment 
on the golden spire of the Temple. Yet perhaps it is not m passages 
that Milton’s greatness appears so decidedly as in the great achieve¬ 
ment and attainment of the general scheme of his poems on the one 
hand, and the marvellous perfection of the single line and phrase on 
the other. 

The extreme importance of Milton in English poetry has been 
already referred to, but must be now somewhat more fully, though 
still briefly, dwelt upon. He repiesents—and almost exhausts— 
the fourth great influence m English prosody. We have ^ 

aheady seen how Chancer gathcu*d together and })Lil, m Knfihsh 
with an immense contribution of his own, the results 
of the struggles of Middle English towards such a prosod\', and 
hoiv his example, folhnved blindly and with a tongue as stammer¬ 
ing as the eyes were dim, lasted for more than a century till the 
changes of the language pul it for the moment aside ; how Spenser, 
])aitly returning to U, paitK gathering u]) dc no-'i'a the results of the 
experiments of his immediate foieiunncrs and the general influence's 
of the Renaissance, gave poetry a fresh stait ; and, lastly, how the 
dramatists, and especially Shakespeare, suppled and shook out the 
texture of tlie decasyllabic line, vaiied its cadence, stocked it (on the 
principles of equivalence 01 slur) w ith a great number of new foot- 
combinations, while the lyric and stan/a poc'try of the fifty years 
between the Calotdar and Milton’s ‘‘'I'liree - and - twentieth year” 
sonnet almost evhausted the possibilities of less uniform verse. 

At the ti ne which we have reached, as we have seen already, and 
shall see siiil more, the stream of origin.il poetic thought w7is slacken- 
m"- ; even tin lyric com])osition, though almost more exquisite than 
evei, was dwindling in range, height, and strength, and tending to 
an exquisite prcttiness rather than to passion or splendour; and, 
above all, the extreme laxity of structure into wdiich the drama had 
degenerated was either rendeiing verse (as in the drama itself) mere 
hobbling prose, or by leaction wjis creating the sharply separated 
couplet, a form admirable fc^r the lowei varieties of poetry, not so 
admiiablc for the higher. 

Just at this time came Milton, a poet with an exquisite car and 
extraordinary science of form, great learning m his own and other 
languages, and a piedilec'tion for the special form of non-dramatic 
blank verse which, managed as he manages it, at once counteracts the 
elTect of the sharp snip-snap couplet and of the wandering, involved, 
labyrinthine stanza. He tightened up the metre without unduly 
constricting it ; he refined the expression without making it jejune. 
And in particular his need of an extremely varied line to construct 
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his paragraphs and su]:)ply the want of rliyinc-inubic, made him, 
without adopting the sheer abandonment of the late dramatic verse, 
resort to every artifice of metrical distribution to avoid monotony. 

So intricate and constant is this artifice that some have even 
imagined the invention by him of a “ new prosody ” not reducible to 
ordinary laws, or have resorted to the supposition of extrametrical 
syllables. As to this last, the existence of an extrametrical syllable, 
except at the beginning, the end, ,ind ('much more doubtfully) the 
middle of a line, proves the incompetence of the poet. Extrametrical 
syllables are the “epicycles” of criticism. It is true that there are a very 
few lines in Milton wdiereno more than nine syllables can be madeout by 
any artifice ; and we must here suppose, either that he has followed 
Virgil’s example m leaving these lines designedly incomplete, or else 
that he has, with rather doubtful judgment, borrowed from some 
other metres the license of making the initial foot monosyllabic, with 
strong stress and pause to serve for the missing half It is true also 
that, probably seduc ed by his affection for Italian (in which language 
theprevailingc.idence isahvays trochaic rather than iambic),he hassub- 
stituted the trochee rather more freely than altogether suits the genius 
of English. Hut, with these two provisos, every line of his can be 
scanned with perfect strictness as an iambic of five feet in which 
the following feet are admissible, strictly sj^eaking, in a 7 iy place— 
iambus, trochee, anapeest, dactyl, and tribrach—while a redundant 
syllable is allowed in the last. With such precision, and on the 
whole such judgment, did he apply these pimciplcs, that in a certain 
sense English prosody iij) to the present time has gone no farther. 
Very many new metrical iOJ7ihi7iatioJis have, of course, been invented, 
and the eighteenth century for a long time discarded, or used very 
gingerly, his licenses of eijuivalencc and pause. But he practically 
l)ut English prosody on the footing which it has maintained ever 
since ; and, except in the few and always unsuccessful cases where 
poets ha\'e deliberately set themselves to attempt a new prosody, 
every poet from Dryden to Mr. Swinburne can be accounted for on 
the system applicable to him. His pattern of blank verse, admirable 
as a variation, is not a complete substitute for couplet or stanza ; 
his vocabulary, at least in his later poems, may be objected to as 
unnecessarily stiff and loaded. But his prosody m the strict sense 
is exhaustive. No one up to his time (though Shakespeare had 
piactically included everything) had deliberately and formally sys¬ 
tematised all things ; no one since his time has added anything new^ 
in principle. 

The position now for two centuries assigned to Milton was 
during his lifetime held by Abraham Cowley.^ This poet, wdiose 

^ In Chalmers. More completclj- m Dr. Grosart’s “ Chertsey Worthies. ” 
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popularity, extraordinarily hi^h and extraordinarily brief, was not 
quite so unreasonable as his loss of it, was a Londoner born ten 
years after Milton, in 1618. He went to Westminster, 
nnd thence to Cambridge. He certainly wrote verse, 
and good verse, very early, for some of it was published when he was 
fifteen , but whether his reading and emulation of Spenser really 
enabled him to produce some of these poems at ten years old must 
be left to the reader. He had but just taken his Master's degree 
in 1643 when Cambridge fell into the power of the Parliamentaiians, 
and he was ejected, went to Oxford, where he stayed for two years, 
and then going with Henrietta Maria to I’aris, became her secretary. 
After some ten years* stay abroad, in 1656, he returned to England, 
and was arrested, but received his liberty on condition of some in¬ 
definite compliances wdiich are vaguely and differently related. He 
returned to France till the Restoration, and was then, like many 
other Royalists, disappointed in hopes which Charles 11 . was 
perhaps not too careful to satisfv, but which he certainly could not 
in all cases have satisfied if he would. Nor was it very long before 
a beneficial lease ol the Queen’s lands gav'e him competence, if not 
affluence. He retired, however, in some dudgeon to Chertsey, and 
died there—not finding the country (juite the poet’s paradise—m 
July 1667. 

Cowley’s remarkable prose may be foi the present put aside 
In his verse he is not metely a most curious bridge of communica 
tion between the couplet pO(‘ts, the “school of good-sense,’ and the 
metaphysirals, but almost more than W’aller, and much more than 
Denham, the pair who usually go with him, a bridge between one 
whole period of poetry and anothei. He wrote in youth a play 
called The (iimrdlan, which he did not then intend for the stage, 
but .ifter the Restoration altered and had acted as Cuifer of Colcma 7 i 
S/reef. But tins requires no special notice. His purely poetical 
works, w'hich are by no means so easily to be distinguished by mere 
chronological order as might be thought likely, fall pretty easily into 
three classes when judged from the point of view of form—namely, 
couplet verse, lyrics and slan/a - poems of various kinds, and 
Pindarics. 

Of the couplet verse the most important piece in size, as indeed 
it is of the whole, is the curious sacred epic of the Davideis^ much 
of which was written at Cambridge, though it was continued (it never 
was completed) later. Four books exist; yet even this 
manageable length, assisted by Cowley’s immense popu- 
larity, never made it generally read. There are unquestionably fine 
things in it—from the opening picture of Hell, earlier by much than 
that of Milton, through the sketch of the Priests’ College, a favourite 
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tlKMiic With the author, and worked out by him also in prose, to 
David’s account of Saul and of Jonathan. And the passages of 
length are as a rule inferior to the single lines and couplets, which 
are soinetiines wonderfully fine. l)ut the miscarriage of the piece 
as a whole may be accounted for many times ovci. It is true, as 
Johnson urges, that the story, being merely begun, has no time to 
justify itself, that its amplification of familiar Scripture is felt as 
impertinent, and th;it the decorations exhibit the fatal fault of the 
“metaphysicals” almost m the worst degree. But there is moie 
than this. The very accomplishment of the couplets now and then 
jars with the phrasec^logy and imagery, as would not have been the 
case in stanza or blank verse ; and, little story as the poet gives 
himself room to tell, he interferes wnth the interest even of wdiat little 
there is ]:>y constant divagation. The book is a museum of poetic 
fragments tastelessly cemented together, not an organic whole. 

In his other couplet pieces, from cjuite early things to the trans 
l.itions intercalated in the Jissays, Cow'ley shows much better, or at 
any rate is much more accessible^ as a pioneer m the path. The 
piece upon the “ H.ippy Birth of the Duke of ('douccstcr ' in 1640, 
though sometimes “ enjambed,” shows on the whole a great ])referencc 
for, and a pretty complete command of, the authentic, baliinced, self- 
contained couplet with the cracker of rhyme at the tail of it. We 
only w\ant weight to give us Dryden, and polish to give u& Pope : the 
foim IS there already. 

In his Stanza-poems and lyric s proper Cowley shows the retro¬ 
spective Side of his poetic Jamis-hcad, though it is observable that 
even in Constaniia and one of the earliest of the Juvenilia^ 

the concluding couplets of the sixain “snap” as they 
iluijni,-, yyQuld noi have done in Daniel or in Drayton. The 
lyrics arc often cpntc Jonsonian, while sometimes they have a light¬ 
ness which Ben rarely achieved, and which is chiefly proper to his 
“ sons,” of whom (aiwlc'y was born just too late to be one. The 
famous Chroniiir, his best-knowm thing, is the very best of poetic 
froth ; while the Anacrronfiis arc often equal to Ben, and some¬ 
times not very far below Milton. One is frequently inclined to give 
Cowley a leally higdi place, w'hen something—his shallowmcss or his 
frigid wit, or a certain “shadow^ befoie” c:)f eighteenth-century prose 
—interferes, especially in his once-adored M/s/ress. 

Undoubtedly, however, Cowley’s P/ndana are the most peculiar 
efforts of his talent, and those which, upon his own time, produced 
most of the effect of genius. They are little read now, and there 
Th p d doubt that both their structure and the 

presumed necessity of imitating Pindar’s style of obscure 
conceit encouraged the metaphysical manner very treat herously. 
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But they would be interesting^ to us even were they far worse than 
they are intrinsically, because to the historian of literature nothing can 
ever be uninteresting which has, for a long time, supplied an obvious 
literary demand on the part of readers and provided employment for 
great writers. To Cowley we owe—in that sense of obligation which 
always piesupposes remembrance, that the debt would have been due 
to another if this man had not been in case to lend- -the really 
magnilicent odes of Dryden, Cray, and Collins pretty directly; in¬ 
directly th.it still greater one of Wordsworth which is almost his 
solitary claim to have readied the highest summits of po(‘try ; and 
many gre at things of vShelley and 'Peiinyson, not to mention lesser 
men. And the eager adoption of the form, which for more than half 
a century ])roduced libraries full of unreadable Pindarics (the most 
interesting and nearly the most hopeless examples being those of no 
less a m.in than Swift), shows us what the time w^mted, how it 
was sick of the regular stan/a, hinv blank \erse was still a little too 
bold for it, while it liad not yet settled down, or resigned itself to 
the regular tick of the couplet-clock. But .is a matter of fact the 
things themselves are not contemptible. Life and Fame,” “ Life,” 
the ‘‘Ode to Mr Hobbes,” and others .are, or at least contain, very 
fine things ; and the chief drawback of the whole is that descent to 
collocjuuil abbrcvi.itions (“Pm,” etc.) which wais clue p.irtly to the 
slow vulgaiising of popular taste on such points w hich we shall have 
to rccoul, partly to the still-prcvailing dread of slur and trisyllabic 
ecjuiv.alence. On the w’hole, no doubt, Rochester was right when he 
s.ud (“profanely,” as Dryden \eiy properly adds) that “Cow’ley 
w^as not of (lod, and so he could not stand.” But the sjiecial reason 
of his fall wa^ that he never could make up his mind whether to 
stand w’ilh the old age or with the new, with the couplet or wath the 
wilder verse, wath mystical fantasy or clear ccmimon sense, w’ith 
lawless splendour or jejune decency. 

One splendid passage—which, by tbc' w'ay, did not appear in 
the first edition of the poem, Cooper\ 1 /i/P that contains it—has 
preserved to Sir John Denham ^ a little of the \cry disproportionate 
reputation whic'h he iMined during his life, thanks 
chicrty to his younger cemtemponary Drycien’s generous ‘‘ 

eulogy of It. He was born m Dublin, and of Irish parentage on his 
mother’s side, in 1615 ; had at Oxford and Lincoln’s Inn a reputa¬ 
tion for idleness and extravagance, especially in gambling ; obtained 
some fame in 1641 by The Sophy^ and published Cooper^s Hill soon 
afterwards ; lived chiefly at Oxford during the w^ar, and chiefly in 
Fiance after it; was knighted at the Restoration, and received a 


^ In Chalmers 
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valuable place, the surveyorship of the king’s buildings ; was unlucky 
m marriage, became disordered m mind, and died on loth April 
1668. 

F'ew, except for studious curiosity, are ever likely again to read 
Denham through, or even any considerable part of his not extensive 
work. TJic Sophy is a feeble tragedv ; Coopn^s Hill, putting aside 
the patch 

Oh ! (oiild 1 flow like thee 

and a few other fine lines, is chiefly a creditable, and tolerably though 
not veiy eaily, exeicise m the new kind of couplet. A verse para¬ 
phrase of the Second Aeneid adopts the tilder and looser “ enjambed” 
form of the same measurt* ; indetal, this enjambment is common in 
Denham, and is found in Cooper^s Jfill itself. Prudence^ Justice^ Old 
Age (of all odd things a verse handling of the Ve Sencctute\ The 
Progress of J.ea 7 -tihig^ are preludes to the eighteenth-century concert 
of couplet tunes on things not tunable. 'The smaller poems, with 
occasional flashes, such as the happy transformation (for translation 
it is not) of Martial's \\m eyo siun ficc Nunia nec into 

I ])rt‘tciul not to tlie wise ones 
'fo tile grase ot the jirecLe ones, 

and a few pieces of some nobility like the elegy on Cowley and the 
attack on Love in favour t)f friendship, are apt to oscillate between 
the tastelessly fantastical and the merely gross. Moreover, Denham 
IS an eminent sinner in the small matters of grammar, rhyme, and 
measure which disgrace so many writers in the middle and later part 
of the seventeenth century, and are obviously due not to any imper¬ 
fect condition of the language, but to sheer carelessness and a down- 
.it-hecl fishion of literature He has occupied the place between 
Cowley and Waller as the “three reformers of our numbers” so long, 
that he has established a citle to it by prescription, and as it has long 
been understood what this “reform of numbers” meant, there is the 
less reason for turning him out. Rut he is much less of a poet than 
Cowley, while it is an injustice to couple his slatternly muse with the 
neat and graceful, if not radiantly lovely or bew’itching, muse of 
Edmund Waller.^ 

This curious person, wdiose actual poetical achievements were 
helped by accidents of all kinds, including social position, wealth, long 
life, and the fact that the greatest English writer of his latest days 
was a man of singular modesty and generosity towards 
his contemporaries, was born in Hertfordshire, but of a 
f imily connected by property with the neighbouring county of Bucks, 

^ In Chalmers, and recently in “'Hie Muses’ Library ’’ 
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and by extraction with Kent, on 3rd March 1605. He succeeded as 
a mere child to a very large fortune, was educated at Eton and 
King’s College, Cambridge, and early introduced to court. 

This was an age of precocity, but Waller's was certainly very re¬ 
markable, if he was not eighteen when he wrote his poem on Prince 
Charles’s escape from shipwreck at Santander ; for there is no doubt 
that the cast of the couplets in which it is written is unlike anything 
before except mere scraps and fragments, and almost exactly like 
what was to prevail for an entire century, and, with Pope’s refinements, 
for nearly two. When wc remember that the alleged time of his 
writing such couplets as 

With the sweet sound of this harmonious la) 

About the keel delighted dolphins play 

was the year of the publication of the first folio of Shakespeare, that 
it was seven years only after his death, and seven moie before the 
birth of Dryden, that Milton was a boy at school, that Drayton, 
Jonson, Chapman were alive and to be so for many years more, that 
Fletcher was not dead and Cowley a child of five years old, the thing 
is certainly surprising enough to have caused doubts. 

Waller was to li\e sixty-four years longer, nor was his life unevent¬ 
ful. He increased his wealth by marrying a city heu'ess, who died 
very soon ; and is said only in his wadower stale to have begun to 
court Lady Dorothy Sidney—“ Sac harissa ”—who would not have him 
“Amoret” is said by a less confident tradition to have been Lady 
Sophia Murray. He actually married a lady of less distinguished 
position, by whom he had many children. Ilis fortune naturally 
opened Parliament to him, but his political career was not fortunate 
or creditable. In the Short Parliament he was an active member of 
the Opposition. In the Long, though he was a relation of Hampden, 
he became somew’hat less antagonistic to the court, and though he 
continued to sit after the final breach, was in a persona grata 

to Charles, with whom he was sent to negotiate. Had what is 
known as Waller’s Plot—for the details of which we must refer to 
history—succeeded, or had he shown more fortitude at its failure, 
Waller’s name might have been at least as favourably known in 
historical as in poetical records. Unluckily, on the plot’s discovery 
and his owm arrest, he confessed everything with precipitation, 
informed against others, urged them to do the like, was at least pari 
cause of the execution of his owm brother-in-law' Tomkyns, and 
himself escaped w'ith life, exile, a fine of ten thousand pounds, and a 
hopelessly damaged reputation, which was not much mended by his 
making his peace with Cromwell, his kinsman and the subject of one 
of his best poems. As he had wit and wealth he was welcome at 
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Whitehall after the Restoration, sat in several Parliaments, and onl) 
missed the Provostship of Eton (for which he asked) because he was 
ineligible as a layman. He survived Charles II., is said to have 
given his infatuated successor good advice, and died m 1687. 

Waller, as his own age voiild lia\c said, wrote poetry like a 
gentleman ; that is to say, he neither published often noi attempted 
anything of great magnitude. P>ut his very early beginnings and his 
very long life enabled him to put togethei a considerable poetical 
baggage. We have noticed his first couplet ])ocm ; U was followed 
by otheis, of which the chief arc that on the Duke of 1>U( kingham’s 
death, vhich is quite in Drydcifs earlier manner forty yeais later; a 
batch of complimentary poems to jiersons of the coiiil of Chailes I. 
from the (Jneen downward ; another, Aiiitten at Pensliiiist and full of 
the “ Sachanssa ” affair ; tlie Jiattlc oj l/ic Sunwier Islands (Waller’s 
longest poem except the later Divine Lo'ir^ and like it remarkable 
for the c.xtrcme shortness of the cantos, v\hich contain only a few' 
score lines each) ; and the Jnstruciioni> to a Vainter^ on the fighting 
at sea m 1665. The panegyric on the Protectoi is in the quatrain, 
being written at the lime when Gondibert {vide infra) had made that 
form fashionable, but the quatrains are merely pairs of couplets, and 
are not the equal of Diyden’s somewhat later lieioic stan/as” on 
Cromwell’s death, still less of y 1 nnn^ /l/irabi/is 

Of the smaller lyrics, which, like his “ rcTorm of our num])Crs,” 
made W’aller’s reputation w'lth his own time, tvne, “ (lo l.ovely Rose,” is 
unu'ersally knowm, and with the almost equally })opular “ On a Girdle ” 
forms an almost sufficient sample for judgment. As was said aboxe. 
Waller’s muse ahvays presents herself m irreproachable condition, not 
a curl out of place, not a spot or crease on her dress, the colours 
chosen with sufficient taste, the arrangement made with sufficient 
skill. Only, some critics think her features insignificant and her ex¬ 
pression quite dc\oid of air and fire. Once or tw'ice, indeed, the 
spirit of lyric verse «incl of intense though fantastic poetry which was 
still abroad does descend on Waller, as in the famous comparison 
belw^een Sachanssa and Amoret (“ Sachanssa’s beauty’s wine,” etc.), 
and better still in the really magnificent image (proving the truth of 
its own sentiment, for it seems to occur in his last work)— 

The soul’s dark c'ollage, battered and decayed, 

Lets in new light thiough chinks that time hath made. 

Not often was Waller so happily metaphysical. 

As something general was said of Milton’s influence on the 
course of poetry, so we must also considci briefly the influence of 
these his contemporaries m a direction different indeed from his, 
but so far to be connected with it that they too were innovating, 
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and were innovatinj^ in directions to be followed afar and freely by 
their poetical successors. 

A ^ood deal has been written on the exact origin of this change in 
poetry from \aric(l and rather loose measures to the ti^ht, neat, heroic 
couplet—fVench influence being the point most hotly contested. It is 
undeniable that the court of Henry IV, did exercise certain 
influenc es on that of James L, and that m the former, “reform of 
under Malheibe and Lal/ac resjiectively, the tide was 
turning from ornate and fantastic standards of verse and prose to more 
correct and moic! frigid models. But the phenomenon is much mcn'c 
one of coincidence than of imitation, though it is impossible to deny 
that the change had begun and been very c onspicuous m Franc e long 
befoie the earliest experiments of Waller. That pcjct, according to 
his own account, found his chief jiredecessor m Fairfax (see p. 357, 
cr/z/c) ; nioie recently an ancestor has been found for him in George 
Sandys,* his senior at least To insist, however, too curiously or too 
peremjitonly on either connection would be only to vary the mistake 
in legald to French influence. In most cases literary changes are 
not initiated by any one person, 01 e\en by any one country. They 
are in the air, the wind scatters the seeds of them, and they spring up 
more or less simultaneously, and even with a certain appearance of 
sjiontaneity Only latei, when some very commanding genius gives 
them a home, as here in the case of Drydcn, does deliberate imita¬ 
tion play a laige p.ut m their diffusion 

Generally, the jiieference for and practice of the couplet may be 
said to be only one more instance of the eternal “ see-saw,” of that 
alternation bc-tw^e em the jil.im .ind the ornate, between the vast and 
vague and tlic^ cabined and correct, which pervades the w'hole his¬ 
tory of liteiature in verse and m prose alike. In particular, the 
couplc‘t accommodated itself lietter to the special poetical desires 
of the age, and still moic* to those which were coming in its successor. 
The time was ceasing (without complete knowledge that it ceased) to 
care for passionate and romantic narrative. Its love-poetry, though 
still retaining an exquisite sweetness, was sinking towards gallantry 
and badinage. Its leaning m didacTic verse was shifting from the 
metaiihysical .ind theological to the scientific and merely ethical. It 
was ac quiring a strong craving for satire—political and other. Above 
all, it was becoming gradually less dreamy anci more business-like, 
while Its critical tendencies m the lower sense w^ere also being 

^ S.indys (1577-1643), a traveller and a translator, who wrote good prose as 
well as verse, published, r.ither Lite, translations of {1632), paraphrases ot the 
►Scriptures {1636 and later), a tragedy, C/i/y\/'s Pasnun, etc. (ed Hooper, 2 vols. 
London, 1872) Sandys uses various metres, but has a distinct and early com¬ 
mand of the couplet. 
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awakened. For all these purposes the stanza, the sonnet, and the 
other forms dearest to the Elizabethans and Jacobeans proper were 
extremely ill suited. They all demanded oratorical point, clean 
hitting, and mathematical arrangement, for which the couplet was as 
well suited as the others were unapt. And though, even after nearly 
a century, it is difficult to get our cars to accept the fact, there is no 
doubt that to those surfeited with other sounds the sharp rattle, the 
regular tick, as it may be called, of this couplet was a grateful and 
agreeable change. We still have to make a positive effort to under¬ 
stand what four oi five generations meant by saying that Waller had 
invented and Dryden perfected “harmony” and “smoothness of 
numbers.” Mere study will indeed show us that the couplet had 
already acquired over these generations such a mastery that when 
they talked thus they were really thinking of the couplet itself only; 
and no doubt tin* couplets of Waller, still more of Dryden, are vastly 
smoother and more harmonious than those of Drayton or Daniel. As 
for other metres, one reason why the eighteenth century was unjust is 
simply that it was ignorant. Except a few antiquarian students like 
Oldys in the fiist half and Warlon in the second, very few men indeed 
in all probability had ever opened Chfist\^ JVeto/y or Pht'Iarete, the 
songs of Campion or the sonnets of his (ontemporaries. Good wits 
who read Spenser did like him ; though it is clear, even from their 
imitations, that they had lost the key to his true music, that it was in 
more senses than one out of time to them. Great harm has been 
done m literary history, and much labour wasted, by refusing to 
accept facts of this kind, and persevering in a fruitless and too often 
misleading attempt to get behind them, to account for them. Simple 
acceptance, not from pusillanimity or laziness, but in a wise passive* 
ness, is the best attitude, and nowhere more so than here. 
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'rHK METAPHYSICAL'^- I HE LYRIC POE'I S—THE 
MLSC ELI.ANISTS, F'l(' 

Meaning of the term “metaphysical”- CiashaM—G‘orge Herbert — Vaughan 
- TleiTick —(.'.11 e\v—Kandtilpili- H.ibingtori -(’art ^ right—("orbet—Suckling 
— Lovelace — Cle\elan(l and othei'^ Marvell — 1 ishoj) King--Sherburne, 
(jodolphin, Stanlcv, ('otton, Hrome—(^>iurles, Me Leaumont—Davenant 

—Chamberlav ne - Miscellanies 

It may seem unieasonable to liave noticed the two most famous and 
characteristic of the school of jioets whom Johnson dubbed meta¬ 
physical—namely, Donne and Cowley—before devoting any special 
explanation to that word and to the thing which it was intended to 
denote; but there are good reasons for the postponement. In the 
first place, Donne is anterior by nearly a whole generation to those 
who are usually classed with him; he w'as some forty years older 
than Cowley, ind it is probable that he wTote next to none of his 
(haractciibtic work after Cowley w’as born. I’lie lumping of the 
two together, and of both with others, has led to the most grotesque 
ijlunders, such as that which Wordsworth makes in icprcsenting 
Donne’s style as a decadence and reaction from that of men who 
w'ere actually younger than himself. In the second place, Cowley, 
though undoubtedly one of the chiefs of the school that Johnson 
meant to portray, is, as has been seen, but hall a metaphysical, and 
has a common-sense face as well as a fantastic one. 

The term -‘metaphysical,” which fohnson took from a phrase of 
Dryden’s on Donne, must be exactly undcr.stood. We must not 
understand “ metaphysical ” here m its strict philosophical sense, nor 
in that of Shakesjieare’s “ metaphysical aid ” (that is to 
say, “supernatural”), nor, of course, in that accidental theurm 
one which is said to have originated the actual word. Put 
it is not inappropriately used for the habit, common to this school of 
poets, of always seeking to express something after, something behind, 
the simple, obvious first sense and suggestion of a subject. 
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Johnson has indeed not made so much of his term as he might; 
for he himself only attributes to his “ mctaphysicals,” as their differ¬ 
entia, learning, with a kind of misplaced wit, and the desire to say 
something that had never been said before. The metaphysical Caroline 
school had all these things, but these things were not peculiar to 
them. The Eu])huists, in fact, had had them all. lUit until them¬ 
selves the quest after the remote, the search for the aft(*r-sense, lor 
contingent and secondary suggestion, had been less marked. The 
Eh/abethan “ conc,eit ” is \ery near it; you may find the meta¬ 
physical spirit (as indeed what may you not in Shakespeare. Ikit 
between 1630 and 1660, with a certain belated set of apjiearanccs 
later still, this inetap)h> sical tendency employed almost all poetry 
except that of Milton, whose intensity melted and transformed this 
as other peculiarities. llutler is a meta])hysical humorist, Chamber- 
layne a metaphysical romance-\M*iter, Herbert and A'aughan meta¬ 
physicals in spiritual poetry, Herrick and Carewv, with all their 
minor train, metaphysical amorists of the decorative kind. Crashaw 
is perhaps the chief meta})hysical, the t)pc‘ of the whole class ; Cleve¬ 
land, Elatm in, Wild, and others belated and feeble laggards in the 
style. And this style is so much interwoven w ith the jiractice of the 
set of ])oet5 often called Cavalier Lyrists that it is difficnlt to dis¬ 
entangle the two. All, no doubt, owed much to that mighty influence 
of Donne, wdiich w^as so strangely disconnected fiom any publication 
of his work. lJut Donne himself is metaphysical in the greater and 
wider sense. His thoughts, even his conc'eits, are never fai-fetched, 
because his immense and brooding imagination reaches to them all 
without the trouble of fetching. The others have to fetch them ; 
they could in some cases hardly go farther, they could in many 
hardly fare w orse. 

Let us therefore, for the sake of order and classification, make 
divisions in the abundant group of poets we have before us. Let 
us take the three great sacred metaphysicals, Crashaw, Herbert, 
^^aughan, fust; then pass to the lyric group, Herrick, Carew, Habmg- 
ton, T.ovelace, Suc'kling, and others ; next notice three, oddly con¬ 
trasted, of the Commonwcaltli lime, Davenant, Chamberlaync, and 
Marvell ; and lastly give some account of the innumerable and curious 
collections of songs, ballads, and the like which succ:eed the Eliza¬ 
bethan miscellanies, and serve w'llh less breach than in any other 
department of verse as a connecting chain between the poetry of the 
sixteenth century and the verse of the eighteenth. 

Richard Crashaw,^ w'ho, if he could but have kept himself at his 
own best, would have been one of the greatest of English poets, was 

^ See Chalmers. Ed. Crosart, 2 vols 1872, and A K Waller, (-^a^lb^dgc^ 1904. 
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horn in London cither in 1616 or, as has been made more probable, 
in 1612. He was the son of a clergyman, whose extremely Puritan 
leanings may, as often happens, account for Crashaw’s 
subsequent inclination in the opposite direction. Richard 
was educated at Charterhouse and Cambridge, where his college, 
Peterhouse, was as much the centre of High Church teaching 
and feeling as P^mmanuel was of Puritanism He refused the 
Covenant in 1644, was deprived of his Fellowshi]), and went abroad, 
quickly joining the Church of Rome He died at Loretlo, where he 
liad been appointed canon, in 1650, and there were rumours that 
he was poisoned. Some of his poems weie published during his 
lifetime, others in a posthumous edition, and a certain amount of 
matter certainly, jirobably, or j^ossibly his has been added since from 
MS. But his best work in P'.nghsh (he was a pretty Latin poet, and 
is said to have been the author of a well-known conceit on the miracle 
of Cana, while he c(‘rlainly wTOle an elegant fancy on the “Bubble*’) 
has been known for two centuries and a half. 

Crashaw’s poetry, more almost than any other in English, must 
underlie different and nearly irreconc liable judgments, accoiding as 
the judge insists upon measure, order, and the steady w'orking out 
of central ide.is in poetry, or pieftu's casual and irregular bursts of 
expression and fancy. Pope, who rather liked him, cxtiresscd a 
typical judgment from the first point of view, the terms of which 
undoubtedly suggested Johnson’s criticism of the whole metaphysical 
school. To the gieat apostle of correctness, “all th.it regards 
design, form, fable, which is the soul of poetry, all that concerns 
exactness or consent of ])arts, which is the body,” seemed wanting in 
Crashaw , only “pretty conceptions, fine metaphors, glittering ex¬ 
pressions, .ind something of a neat cast of vcisc—wdnch aie properly 
the dress, gems, or loose ornaments of poetry ” are to be found in him 
and in his likes, who should be considered as \ersifieis and witty 
men rather than as jioets. \Vc may foiinulate a judgment from the 
extreme opposite point m very similar worils ; for those who take it 
would doubtless say that in passionate conception (which is the soul 
of poetry) and h.armonious metrical expression (wdiich is its body) 
Crashaw is at his best very nearly supreme, while he need only be 
found wanting m bulk and arrangement of plan, orderly management 
of me.ins, and self-criticism, which, though useful adjuncts to poetry, 
are common to it wuth all literature, and do not usually affect its 
speci.al excellence. Tlie right way, as usual, will be between these 
two extremes, but very much nearer to the standpoint of our anony¬ 
mous enthusiast than to that of Pope. By far the greater part of 
Crashaw’s work is devoted to sacred subjects, but some of his best 
and prettiest, if not his most sublime, pieces are secular. The best 
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of those IS the well-known Wishes to his Supposed Mistress^ a decidedly 
whimsical but infinitely graceful thing ; and a version from the Italian 
beginning— 

To thy level. 

Deal, discover. 

But It must by no mc.ins be inferred that Crashaw was only master 
of this exquisite triding, and of the frail skipping measures that best 
suit it. He was at least an equal adept in Pindarics, and m the 
stateliest form of the contemporary couplet ; and his noblest poems 
are composed in measures of tins kind. They are also entirely 
devoted to religious subjects. Not indeed that this class of subject 
was, by or in itself, at all a guarantee of unniixed excellence in Cra¬ 
shaw. His very worst things—things as bad as can be found in 
the wide and various range of metaphysical absurdity—occur in the 
poem 7'hc liWper, on St. Mary Magdalen, which unluckily stands 
in the forefront of his works. The eyes of the penitent are “ sister 
springs, Parents of silver-forded rills”; they arc “thawing crystal 
heavens of ever-falling stars ; their tears being “ the cream of the 
milky way,” cherubs sip of them, and their liquid is bottled by 
angels for new guests of hea\en iMirther, the eyes arc the hour¬ 
glasses of time; “walking baths, compendious oceans”; “fertile 
mothers of simpering sons.” Common sense may almost be excused 
if it is indignant and disgusted at tlicse frigid ardours, these fustian 
imitations of broc'ade. Yet if we turn from this to 7Vie Flamifi<^ 
Hearty a poem in honour of St. Theresa, and to a hymn addressed 
to the same Saint, we shall find, though still the same pomp and 
prodigality of imagery, nothing frigid, nothing fustian, but an ever 
growing and glowing splendour of sentiment and diction, wdneh 
culminates, m the first named of the two pieces, in the most unerring 
explosion of passionate feeling to be found in Plnghsh, perhaps m all 
poetry. Crashaw often translated, sometimes from very second-rate 
models like Marino and Strada. He can be made, though by some¬ 
thing of a garble, the awful example of the style. But he as 
certainly displays its most splendid capabilities. 

An infinitely more popular poet than Crashaw, and certainly a 
more" equable, though at the best of both Crashaw tow^ers over him, 
was George Heibcrt,^ a member of the noble Norman-Wclsh family 
of that name, and brother of Lord Herbert of Cherbury. 

Herbert Montgomeiy Castle on 13th April 

1593, went to Cambridge, became Fellow of Trinity in 
1615, and Public Orator four years later, at the early age of twenty- 
six. He held the place for eight years with great distinction, though 


^ Many editions. The “ Aid me " was revised by Dr Grosart (London, 1890). 
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he was charged with the fault of haughtiness, and seems to have 
looked forward to a political career. But something led him to the 
course of saintly life as a country clergyman, latterly at Bemerton, near 
Salisbury, which he pursued for six years, till his early death m 1632. 
His verse (almost entirely included in the well-known collection 
called I'hc Temple^ which made Crashaw call his Steps to the Temple) 
was not published till after his death, but very soon after, for though 
the date of the first edition is 1633, there arc undated copies which 
seem to have been distributed in the prevnoiis year. 7 'hc Te 7 nple con¬ 
sists of 160 pieces, arranged paitly with a fancy of reference to the 
structuralarrangernentof a church, beginning with “Thci^irch”; partly 
under the heads of the great fcstnals and services, often under quite 
fantastic titles, “ I’he Ouip,’^ “The Pulley,’’ and so forth. There is 
no prevailing metre—-couplets, stanzas, and regmlar and irregular 
lyrical forms being chosen as may best suit the poet’s purpose, while 
occasionally he will even condescend, as in “Easter Wings,” to that 
device of adjusting his verse lengths to artificial patterns which 
excited almost more horror than ridicule in the eighteenth century. 

And the note of fantasy is at least as much present m idea and 
in diction, though Herbeit seldom pushes either to ver> extravagant 
lengths. In the “Church Poich,” which is a string of ethical and 
religious maxims, this fantasy does not often pass beyond the almost 
proverbial imagery to which w'e are accustomed in such connections. 
But in the more abstract and doctrinal poems Herbert gives himself 
a much wider range, and ransacks art and nature for quaint similes, 
sometimes worked out in the fiishion of the emblem-poetry then so 
popular. The G.ame of Bowls ; the real or fancied properties of the 
orange tiee ; the J’alacc of the World, with Wisdom sweeping away its 
cobw'ebs, 1 Measure adorning it with balconies, Sin splitting the walls 
with stealth)' fig-tree growth, Grace shoring them, and Death throwing 
them down ; the imaginary peculiarities of the crocodile and elephant 
—Herbert presses all these and a myriad more into his service 
Yet the unafifected piety, and perhaps still more the perfect charity, 
of his tone, his abstinence from anything like stnfe and crying, the 
lieavcnly peace that pervades him, have made his work tolerated by 
many wdio are not as a rule very tolciant of conceits. 

As a poet he is certainly not the equal of either Ciashaw or 
Vaughan, and in his owm cjuiet fashion he has m the present century 
been equalled by Keble and surpassed by Miss Christina Rossetti. 
He very seldom transports : the throb of response to the highest and 
happiest thoughts and expressions of the poets is very uncommon in 
reading him ; his is an equable merit, a soothing and healthful 
pleasure, rather than the dazzling excellence, the contagious rapture 
of the great ones. But he can never be mentioned wuth contempt 
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by any one who loves poetry, and he undoubtedly holds a high place 
among those who have atteni])ted the exceedingly dillicult task of 
sacred verse. If his successes are never so great as those of sonic 
others, it is hardly too much to say that he never fails wath the 
maddening failure too common in religious poets, and this is in itself 
a great thing. 

The contrast between Crashaw and Herbert is repeated m that 
between Herbert and Vaughan,* but wath certain variations. Henry 
Vaughan—“ Silurist,” as he called himself, from the seat of his family 

^ ^ m South Wales, “Swam of Usk,” Olor from 

^ the river on whose b.inks he lived—w^as born in or about 

1622, at ta place called Newlon St. Bridget He and his tuan 
brother Thomas (a poet likewise and a diligiait waater on occult and 
“ IlcrmetK ” subjei'ts) went to JeMjs College, ()\ford. He seems to 
have begun the study of law in l.ondon, but to have turned to that 
of medi(.ine He may ha\e ai tually served in the Roy.ilist forces 
during the Rebellion, .ind was certainly a strong p.irtisan of the 
King’s cause. He retired cjuielly to Bic'con during the usurpation 
and there practised physic. Haidly anything 1^ knowai of his long 
life. He may have had tw’o waxes; he certainly had one, who 
survix^ed liim at Ins death, on St (jcorgc's Hay, 1695 He was the 
last of the Caroline' sv hool piopei. 

His poetry as originally published is contained in four volumes — 
Poenis^ chiedy secular, m 1646 ; Silcx Sciuhlla?!^^ his principal book, 
and wholly sacred, in 1650-51; Olor Jscanus^ also sai red, a year later ; 
and Thalia /vV^/Z^vrvz, many years afterwards, in 1678, which returns 
to the secular, d'hcrc is no doubt (we have his word for it, and 
without his word theie could not be any) tlhit V.iughan was gieatly 
influenced in all the moie lemarkable jiart of his work by Herbert, 
whose poems were publishc*d twenty years before SiIca Smitillan'i. 
The relation between the two men is altogethei that of master and 
pupil, but m divers ways. Often A^iughan cojnes Herbert directly. But 
the spirit of the two was different and resulted differently. Vaughan 
is not more or less pious than Herbert, but his piety is much more 
mystical; his thoughts are deeper and farther brought. And his 
expression is much less equable. He i^ seldom fantastic to 
frigidity, but he is often meditative to dulness. He never disgusts, 
but he .sometimes tires, because he has not cared, or has not been 
able, to give his thought clear poetic expression. 

* The Poems of Vaughan, after being (oinpletcly accessible only in one of 
Di Grosart’s pnvatily punted editions, haxe been at last edited by Mr E K 
Chambers in two volumes of the ‘' Muses’ Tabrary ” (London, 1896). The Sacred 
Poems were provided long since in the Aldme senes (ed. Lyte, often reprinted), 
and there is an edition of the Secular Poems by J. R 'rutin (Hull, 1893) 
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There was no real reason on the moral side for the compunc¬ 
tion which Vaughan, late m life, expressed for his early secular 
poems. I 5 ut as a profane poet he has nothing" above the average of 
dozens of h.df or wholly forgotten versifiers of his time, and is often 
below that average. His love-poems to Amorct and Ktesia arc 
sometimes pretty, though never distinguished ; and in octosyllabics, 
where he chielly follows the manner of Jonson, he is at about his 
happiest. His decasyllabic cou])lets are, as Mr. Chambers has justly 
observed, based on Donne, and on tlie worst part of Donne, the 
designedly crabbed form of the Satires and some of the Epistles. 
It is as the author of the AV/e.r S( nifillaiis that \^aughan holds his 
place. And the title itself, wdiich is c\j)laincd by the frontispiece—a 
heart of flint burning and bleeding under the stroke of a thunderbolt 
from a cloud—is appropriate in more than the jnous sense. At times 
there is in Waughan genuine blood and fire : but it is by no means 
always, or even very often, that the flint is kindled and melted to 
achieved e\prc‘ssion. His most famous and successful things, “ They 
arc all gone into a world of light” ; “The World,” with its magni¬ 
ficent opening— 

I saw Eternity the other night 

Like a great nng of jmre and endless light 
All calm as it was bright; 

“ The Retreat,” with its suggestion of Wordsw’orth’s great ode ; “ The 
Storm,” with its intensely re<ilised imagery ; the c|iiamt and jilcasant 
piece beginning, “ 1 waalkcd the other day to spend my hour” ; the 
beautiful “ Joy ” ; “ The (harland,” with its wonderfully striking picture 
of youthfi 1 delusions, and the sharp turn, “ 1 met w ith a dead man, 
Who thus to me began ” ; “ The Waterfall,” with its Miltonic richness 
and appropriateness of epithet, and a marvellous adaptation of sound 
to sense—these and some other things are not merely in company 
unwwthy of them as far as the achieved expression goes, but are 
even for the most part unworthy of themselves. Hut tins inecpiality 
of expression is redeemed by the almost constant presence of a rare 
and precious tone of thought. The great age of the Church of 
England finds in Vaughan, at his best, its best poetical exponent. 
He stops short of the almost maudlin intoxication with divinity which 
carried Crashaw out of the Church altogether, and he far transcends 
the decent piety of Herbert. 

The pair chosen to follow this trio is in general character strangely 
contrasted with it, though a certain bridge of transition exists in 
Herrick’s “ Divine” poems. Both Herrick and Carew arc far greater 
artists than any of the three just mentioned. But despite of this and 
of the fact that their temper is far more mundane, they are still alike. 

2 E 
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Robert Herrick,^ who belonged to a good Leicestershire stock, 
rather remarkably connected with literature through Quarles, Dryden, 

and Swift as well as through himself, was born in London 

xlcrt^icK ^ ^ 

in 1591. His father, Nicholas Herrick, a goldsmith, 
died very shortly afterwards by falling out of window. Robert 
was left subject to the guardianship of his uncle, a rich member 
of his father’s trade, and by an accident, rare with men of letters 
of the lime, we have some letters exchanged between ward and 
guardian, when the former was «at Cambridge. Here he was a 
member, first of St. John’s College, then of Trinity Hall, and it is 
thought that he had gone to the first-named from Westminster 
School. Rut despite these letters we still do not know much of him. 
He took hib M.A. in 1620, when he was nearly thirty years old, and 
apparently orders in 1629, when he was not fai from forty—an entrance 
into the Chuich nearly as late as Donne’s, and even less accounted for. 
At any rale, in the year mentioned, he was piescnted to the living of 
Dean Piior on the skirts ol Dartmoor, at which he rails much, and 
which he occupied till the tiiumjih of the I’arliament drove him out. 
His two books of verse, Numbers (1647) and Hcspcridcs (1648), 

are differently dated but appeared together, d here is absolutely no 
mention of him from this time till 1662, w'hen he w^as restored to Dean 
Riior; and again there is none till his death and burial in October 
1674, at the age of moic than eighty. Moreover, though gossiji 
about men of letters was just beginning, there is a strange silence 
about Herrick. T'he tw^o great (batterers of the time, Howell and 
Aubrey, never mention him, though the former at least must have 
been sometimes, probably often, in his company, as both w ere “ sons ” 
of 13 cn. The Session of ihc Poets and (^thcr literary comments of 
his day pass him by ; his w'ork, contrary to the almost universal 
habit of the time, had no commendatory verses prefixed to it, and it 
seems to have remained almost unnoticed till the end of the last 
century. 

Since its recewery, however, there have been natural diversities of 
opinion, justified to some extent by the admixture of bad and good 
which it contains. The two divisions together contain rather more 
than fourteen hundred poems, to which a few doubtful pieces from 
miscellanies or MSS. have to be added. No one extends to more 
than a few pages, and most do not exceed a few lines. They fall 
naturally into thiee classes: epigrams imitating jonson, offensively 
personal in tone and coarse in diction, with but seldom a grain of 

^ Herrick, neglected from his own day till the end of the eighteenth century, 
has been repe,atedly leprinted in the nineteenth 'Ihe latest editions are those by 
Mr. Pollard in the “ Muses’ Tabrary” (2 vols. London, 1891) and by the present 
writer m the “ Aldine Poets” (2 volb. London, 1893). 
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real wit to keep them tolerably sweet; Divine Poems of wonderful 
beauty at their best, which best is expressed by the “ Tdtariy to the 
Holy Spirit” and “The White Island”; and lastly, an immense 
residue of secular poems, amatory, descriptive, occasional in the 
widest possible sense. 

It is on these last that the fame of Herrick really rests, and it is 
securely based. The Julia of the universally known “Night-Piece” 
—“And when I meet. Thy silvery feet. My soul Pll pour into thee”— 
is only one of a group of perhaps real, perhaps imaginary mistresses 
—Althea, Electra, Perilla, Dianeme, and others—to whom the most 
exquisitely phrased love-poems are devoted ; the country sports and 
scenes (though he despised them), such as the “hock-cart,” the maying, 
and the like, find the same celebration ; his maid Prudence, his bread- 
bin, the daffodils, violets, primroses, cheri-y-blossoms, the very grass 
itself, find in him a singer, and he can be more ambitious and ab- 
stmeted, as in the “ Mad Maid’s Song ” and other things. Put the 
subject of Herrick’s verse never matters very much : it is the exquisite 
quality of his phrase and his “ numbers ” that exalts him to a place 
all his own. This quality beggars definition, and is perhaps the 
greatest justification in English literature of the “ theory of the single 
w’ord”—that one special word is the right thing in the right literary 
place, and that if you do not get it “all’s spent, nought’s had.” No 
one has ever been quite certain what the word “Protestant” means 
in the celebrated verse beginning, “Bid me to live and I will live. 
Thy ProtcUiwf to be”; yet every one who know’s jioctry feels that 
“ Protestant ” could not be changed for any other word without loss ; 
and this is only an extreme and obvious case. In all his famous 
things, whi 'h a hundred anthologies have made known, and in others 
less divulged, this absolute and unerring perfection of word-selection 
appears. The thoughts are sometimes trivial, sometimes not; but 
the expression gives them at once the freshness of the morning dew 
and the perennial character of marble. Herrick’s images are not as 
a rule out of the waiy ; his mere vocabulary is, for his time and class, 
quite ordinary for the most part. But the choice and the collocation 
make it something absolutely unique. 

The art of Thomas Carew',^ narrower in range, much more spar¬ 
ingly exemplified, and more artificial in appearance, is of much the 
same kind. Many details of his life arc problematical, but he was 
certainly of a Gloucestershire or Worcestershire branch 
of the great w^estern family of Carew or Carey, was per- 
haps born in Kent, perhaps went to Westminster School, and perhaps 

1 Ed. Ebsworth, I.ondon, 1893. Like most of the poets in this chapter, 
Herrick and Vaughan Ix-ing the mam exceptions, Carew is in the great collections 
of Anderson and Chalmers. 
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thence to Corpus Christi College, Oxford. The University ihonj^h 
not the ('ollcg^c is certain, as also that he was known to most of the 
wits, especially the Oxford set of Falkland and Hyde, that he was 
Sewer (marshal of the dishes) to Charles L, that he was a “son” 
of Ben’s. He died in or about 1638. Most other things about 
him are guesswork, but it is the merest uncritical partisanship 
to neglect 01 slight the testimony of his admiring friend Clarendon, 
that his life had been somewhat licentious, though his death was 
the death of the penitent. A masque of his, Cod urn Briian- 
7 i 7 cum^ which is not unworthy to be ranked with Ben’s all but 
best, had been published m 1634 ; but Carew’s Poc?ns afipeared 
posthumously m 1640, and they did not include divers paraphrases 
of Bsalms winch are of no great value a sentence which extends to 
divers attributed jioems, fished out from MSS. or other sources by 
recent diligence. The volume of 1640, small as it is, still contains 
his titles to fame. 

This volume is small, and the contemporary malevolence or jest 
which attributed “ hide-boimdness ” to Carew’s muse was not subject 
to any such complclc contradiction as Johnson’s characterisation of 
Fielding as a “ barren rascal.” But the titles are indisputable. 
The best—the “ Bersuasions to Love,” to A. L--with its at first 
))layful oclosyllabkss rising to a panting throb of passion seldom 
equalled ; the song, characteristic of Caroline triumjih in such things, 
“(live me love or more disdain” ; the still more splendid “To my 
Inconstant Mistress’’- -“When thou, poor exc:ommunicate ” ; the in¬ 
dignant and manly expostulation, “ 1 w^as foretold, your rebel sex ” ; 
the inferior but very pretty “He that loves a rosy cheek”; the 
second “To Celia Singing”; “Red and White Ko.ses,” with two or 
three other things the pattern-piece of the author : the audacious but 
also admirable “ Rapture ” ; the beautiful group of ejiitaphs on Lady 
Mary Villers ; the stately elegy on Donne, so generous and yet so 
just; and, to finish with what all admit, the splendid “ Ask me no 
more ” - these things by no means e.xhaust, but jmt at perhaps their 
very best, Carew’s titles to high honour as an English poet. IIis 
consummate elegance has no doubt done him harm with some judges, 
according to the prejudice put in the well-known verses of his 
“father” Ben— 

Still to be neat, still to he drest, 

and so forth. But the “ Rapture,” the Donne Elegy, and the “ A. L. ’ 
verses are there to give evidence of intensity, of real passion on his 
part, which at once negatives the suspicion. And if we meditate a 
little on such a piece as “ Red and White Roses,” it will be very 
hard to refuse its author a place, apart it may be from the greater 
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summits of poetry and lower than they are, but untoiiclied, unapproached 
by any peak in its own kind. Here, as in those best ])ieces of 
Herrick winch have been noticed above, there is an absolute and final 
felicity in the style. 

The poets of this Caroline age are so numerous, they are so 
attractive, and their attractions consist so much in little separate 
bits and strokes, that there is danger, more than in almost any 
other of our compartments, of being seduced into prolixity dis¬ 
proportionate for such a survey as this ; and we must cjiiickcn the 
pace with a large group of singers. 'J'he order in which they are 
mentioned, though a certain rough chionological arrangement may 
be observed, is not very material. The lyric touch, which is the 
strong point of nearly all, distinguishes, w'lth only slight changes, 
alike men who died before Milton left for Italy, such as Randolph, 
and men who saw' the eighteenth century, such as Sedley. 

Thomas Randolph,1 wdio will be mentioned again for his plays, 
was born m 1605, of a gentle family He w'ent to Westminster 
School and was of both Ihnversities, belonging more originally to 
Cambridge, where he was a Fellow of Trinity. He died ^ ^ ^ 
when he w^as only thirty. He is accused of rather free 
living, but this sort of vague and stock censure of poets goes fot 
little, and ceitain elegiac verses by his brother Robert, a student of 
Christ Church, who outlived him many years, have a more genuine 
ring in their eulogy than is usual m such things. Randolph’s non- 
dramatic verse, though not very cojiious, is fresh, vigorous, and dis¬ 
tinctly original It is, especially in the couplet pieces, of the older 
cast of his time, and m stanza or octosyllabic, rather Jacobean than 
Caroline. IIis best piece, perhaps, is the ‘‘Ode to Master Anthony 
Stafford to hasten him into the touiUry,” a thing somewhat in Ben’s 
style. 

William Habmgton - w^as born in the same year with Ran¬ 
dolph, at Hindlip Hall, Worcestershire. He was a Roman Catholic, 
and so did not go to cither University, but lived as a (ountry gentle¬ 
man, marrying Lady Lucy Herbert, and dyings in 1654. 

He left one play. The (Ji/er/i of Arra^^on^ and a collection 
of poems, the bulk of which celebrates the charms and virtues of his wife 
under the title-name of Castara. Friendship as well as love inspired 
him, and he wrote many verses on the death of his comrade, George 
Talbot, with a few miscellanies. Habington is creditably distin¬ 
guished from too many of his contemporaries by a very strict and 
remarkable decency of thought and language, and he has some very 
line passages. On the whole, how^cver, he ranks rather with Herbert 

^ Kil. W C Hnzlitt, 2 vols. T.ondon, 1875. 
led. Ai her, and in the collection of Chalmers. 
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as a poet of few faults—he has not even the excess of Herbert's 
quaintness—than with Crashaw as one of magnilicent bursts, or with 
Herrick as one of constantly exquisite felicities. 

William Cartwright ^ was born about five years after Randolph, in 
1610, and died two yeais before Habington, in 1643, but the date 
and jilace of his birth are disiiuted. He certainly spent more than 
half of his short life at Oxford, where he died dining the 
c^artwnght- ^ ycars aftci* hc had taken orders. He left 

plays, too, and })oeiiis, the latter fairly numerous, but mostly short 
and always occasional. IIis couplets, like Randoljih’s, show little of 
the new form and pressure ; but his lyric verses, again of the Jonson 
tribe, are often good, and sometimes excellent. 'I’he more extrava¬ 
gant side of the school is shown m the lines on ‘‘A (Gentlewoman’s 
Silk Hood,” the better in the lines “ To Chloe,” to Ihshop Duppa, 
and others. 

Richard Corbet,- llishop of Oxford, and then, just before Hall, of 
Norwich, was a much older man than those just mentioned, having 
been born in 1582; but he did not attain to his chief distinctions till 
^ ^ ^ a few years before his death, which happened in the 
same year as Randolph’s He too was closely connected 
with Leii, and is said to liave procured him his degree fiom Oxford. 
He appears to have been an inteiestmg compound of a sound divine 
and a good fellow, and his poetic al pieces, which are quite occasional, 
were probably spiead ovct the greater part of his not very long life, 
though many of th(‘m date from the latter part of it. The best and 
most poetical, a charming address to his little son Vincent, combining 
humour and tenderness in the best English fashion, certainly does so, 
having been written in 1630. At purely serious poetry Corbet was 
not very great, but in lighter and satiric Averse he anticipates Butler, 
Swift, and even Tiior, as in his Iter Jioi'ealc (a title copied after¬ 
wards), his Journey into France^ and (the strongest cand bitterest of 
all) his “ ICxhortation to Mr. John Hammond” and “Distracted 
Puritan.” Moreover, he has a charming piece on Fairies. 

There is a ceitain traditional and now inseparable bond between 
Lovelace and Suckling. Both were unlut ky Cavaliers, both illustrate 
the^ poignant charm of Cavalier poetry at its best, and both, it must 
be added, illustrate also the slipshod faults of this poetry 
Suckling worst. Both, moreover, give us, better than any 

others, the link of transition from the first to the second lyrical Caro¬ 
line school, from Herrick and Carew to Dorset and Sedley. The 
short life of Sir John Suckling^ is partly mythical. He was of a 
good though not great family, was educated at Westminster perhaps, 

^ Chalmers, vol. vi. - See Chalmers. 

^ Ed, W. C. Hazlitt, 2 vols. London, 1874, 
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and Trinity College, Cambridge, certainly, became early master of a 
great fortune, lavished it in travel, in court frivolities, and (at the 
breaking out of the war with Scotland) in equipping a troop of horse 
who did no credit to themselves and their leader, was a strong 
Royalist in the Long Parliament, and had to fly to the Continent, 
was perhaps a victim of the Incpiisition in Spain, and jierhaps 
poisoned himself at Pans m 1642. Suckling’s excess of wealth over 
birth, and perhaps his careless living', seem to hnve excited some ill- 
feelmg against him, but there is little solid proof that he was a 
cowardly prodig^al and fribble, and we should certainly prefer not to 
think the author of the “ P>allad on a Wedding” anything of the 
kind. J^csidcs that charming piece and his plays (see as m other 
cases posi\ with some letters, etc., he has left a parcel of poems, 
occasional, satirical (his Session of the Poets^ which not improbably 
earned him his bad rejiutation, was constantly imitated), and above 
all amatory, of a curious and original kind, indicated at once in the 
words— 

'rhc'ic never yet was honest man 
Wlio evei drove the trade of love, 

upon wdiich text the poets and jilay-writers dwelt with unwearying 
iteration for the next half-century and more. Suckling-, however, 
though neither a refined nor a very passionate writer, does not reach 
the dull brutality of loveless commerce which disgraces the worst 
writers of the next age and too often taints the best. His is the real 
“elfin laughter,” the true tiicksiness of Cupid, which even Rochester, 
even Congreve, turned to sordid treachery and ribald coarseness 
later. Everything with Suckling turns to a rip])lc of merriment. 
“Lov^e’s W'orld” reads like, and perhaps is, a designed burlesciue of the 
metaphysical altitudes. 

’Tis now since I sat down before 
That foolish fort, a heart, 

is the very triumph of the style, unless 

Out upon It ! I have loved 
Three whole days together ; 

or the universally known 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover ? 

demand the preference. The poet is not always quite so frivolous ; 
there are poems, and good ones, of his which might pass muster as 
serious, but one always suspects that they are not. 
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Richard Lovelace ’ derives his just immortality from two or three 
pieces of exactly the opjiositc kind. He was of a better family than 
^ j Sucklin^'^, but like him very wealthy, being the heir to 

.nt .ue. estates in Kent. He was born at Woolwich in 

1618, educated at Charterhouse and at (ilouccster Hall, Oxford, was 
prevented from taking part in the Civil War by being committed to 
the Catehouse and held to enormous bail in 1642, but contrived to help 
the King’s cause with much money, fought abroad at Dunkirk and 
elsewhere, and returning to England in 1648, was again imjirisoned. 
He was rele.ised, but as a ruined man, and he died in (binpowder 
Alley, Shoe Lane, two years before the Restoration. Meanwhile his 
beloved Lucy Sacheverall—“Lucasta”- -had married another under 
the belief that he was dead, and Ixnclace, tine of the handsomest 
men of his time, beloved by all, rich, well-born, and of rare abilities, 
died thus almost mnerrimus. He published Luiasta m 1649, and 
ten years later a biother added Post/iNimms Poofis. He wrote plnys, 
but they ]ienshed. 'I'he greatt r part of his work is worthless, and 
some of it almost unintelligible, owing to the strang^e decay which 
came on t erse about this time, and to very careless printing. Rut “ On 
(joing to the Wars” and ‘‘To Althea from Piison ” defy the greatest 
things of the greatest jioets in ab'^olute achievement of their jiaiticular 
jiurjiose, aiid there are charming passages in “'J'hc Grasshojiper.” 

From these two mainly, and esjiecially from Suckling, proceed 
a school of songsters who, as has been said, did not absolutely cease 
till the death of Sc clley m the year after that of Dryden. Dryden 
himself has some claims to belong to them, but there is still a differ¬ 
ence of c.ist, hard to define but easy to perceive, and all his work 
had best be handled m the next jieriod. Marvell, at his best almost 
the ecpial of any m this chajiter, Davenant, and that remarkable 
isolation, Chamberlayne, may be placed apart. For our purposes 
the grou]^ may be composed, again in loosely chronological order, of 
Shelburne, Bishop King, Stanley, (jiodoljihm, Rrome, and Cotton 
among the school more especially of Charles I. Rochester, Dorset, 
Sedley, and Mrs. Behn, the more definitely Restoration group, can 
be postjxmecl. To these a fringe or fringes might be added very 
copiously, for the second and third quarters of the seventeenth 
century swarmed with poets and poetasters. 

Of these last may be mentioned John Cleveland, who was born 
at Hinckley in T 613, became a Fellow of St. J ohn’s College, Cambridge, 
took refuge at Oxford with other Cambridge Cavaliers, was imprisoned 
under the Commonw^ealth, and died of fever in 1658. Cleveland is 
rather unfairly known by some citations of conceits in Johnson’s dis- 


^ Ed, W C. Hazlitt, London, 1^64. 
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quisition on the inetaphysicals prefixed to his Tdfe of Cowley, and he 
has not recently been reprinted, f^ven Dryden soon after the Restora¬ 
tion sneers at him ; and his name became a byword for 
extravagances of style. He had, however, no little vi^mur, otherl 
chiefly shown in his “ State” J^oems, the longest of which 
is a furious onslaught on the Scots for their betrayal of Charles. It 
IS at least curious to compare his elegy on Edward King with Lycidas^ 
and in his outrageous debauch of figure and fancy we may charitably 
allow a suspicion of humorous and conscious exaggeration. Wild, 
author of a second Jfer Barcale and the sharer of Dryden’s sarcasm, 
was a veiy inferior Cleveland who survived the Restoration ; Flatman, 
a poet and painter with an unlucky name who wrote some charming 
songs, and whom 1 ‘ope found “good to steal from.” Flecknoe, 
notorious for Dryden’s unc'cremonious use of his name in his satire 
on Shachvell, has a fine poem on “ Silence ” and some other good 
things. Thitrick C'arey's I'ninal Poeuis and 'J'Holcts (1651) are 
pleasant for more than their form and the fact that Scott re-edited 
them. But of these, as of Benlowes, and B>eeclome and Baron, Hall 
and H(‘ath and fiooke, 'Fatham and Kynaston, Brestwich and 
Shepherd, no account in any detail can be given here.^ 

The life of Andiew Marvc'll- and his work both fall into two 
sharply divided and curiously contrasted sections. In the first he is 
a cpiict student, a passionate lyrical poet of love and nature, and if 
of Furitan leanings and surroundings, gently inclined to 
what is noble in the other side ; m the second he is, 
perhaps an austere patriot, ceitamly a violent politician, and poetically 
a ferocious lampooner m rough couplets. We may confine our¬ 
selves her? to his earlier, and as literature better, period. He 
was born m 1621 at Winestead, not far from Hull, and went early 
to Cambridge, where he took his Bachelor’s but not his Master’s 
degree. He seems to have travelled a good deal, but we find him 
in 1649 at home, contiibuting to the collection of elegies on Lord 
Hastings which saw Dryden’s first work, and being the friend of 
Richard Lovelace. Indeed, the splendid lines on the execution of 
Charles I., and others, show him as at least partly Royalist at this 
time. In 1650, however, Fairfax made him his daughter’s tutor, 
and for this reason or that Marvell seems to have changed his 
politics. He was long- resident with his young pupil at Nun Appleton, 
in Yorkshire, and wrote there much of his most delightful verse. 

^ Specimens of most of ihc'se will he found in Ellis, Campbell, and Mr Biillcn’s 
f^pcculum A mantis .iiul Musa ProUrva Benlowes and others, with (Jhamber- 
layne, Marniioii (?' inf p 438), and yet others mentioned or not numtKjned else- 
wheie, apjjcar fully in a collection of Minor Cat aline Ports which has been 
b(‘gun l)y the jiu'sent wtiUt (C'lareiulon I^ress, 1905). 

“ Ivd. Aitkcii, 2 vols London, T892. 
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Becoming an admirer of Cromwell and a friend of Milton, he entered 
Parliament even before the Restoration, and sat for Hull till his 
death in 1678. For some years he was abroad doing diplomatic 
work, but latterly he fell more and more into Opposition. 

His best, and indeed his only really, poetical work was done 
before he had reached middle life, and exhibits, with a form individual 
and in a type more chastened and classical, the best characteristics of 
the Cavalier poets. The exquisite octosyllables of the long poem on 
“ Appleton House,” and the shorter and still better known ones on 
“The Bermudas” and “The Nymph regretting the loss of her 
Fawn,” unite Jonson’s art with Herrick’s grace. “The Coronet,” in 
style between Crashaw and Vaughan, is free from the rococo 
ornament of the first and the tongue-tied inequality of the second ; the 
passionate magnificence of the Amorists, whom Milton so tastelessly 
scorned, has no nobler examples than “ To his Coy Mistress,” and 
still more “'Phe Definition of Lo\e,” with its splendid beginning— 

My love IS of a biitli as rare 

As ’tis for object, stiangc and high— 

It was begotten of Despair 
Upon Impossibility: 

and the majesty m style of the “ Horatian Ode ’’ (to Cromwell, but 
containing the lines on his victim) is among the noblest and most 
individual of the kind in English. Nor can it be said that Marvell, 
like most of his school and time, wrote unequally ; so that it is only 
curious that he did not write more. But perhaps it is not fanciful to 
argue that the peculiar and indeed unique perfection of phrase 
characterising the best poetry of this period involved a kind of 
mental effort of gestation which could not be repeated very often, 
and which obliged the poet to be either unequal or else infertile. 

Henry King,^ a typical poet of this period (who is likely to keep 
his place in English literature by at least one exquisite piece of love- 
verse, “ Tell me no more how fair she is,” and by a phrt claim to 
“ Like to the falling of a star,” one of those sets of 
Bishop King. which so caught the fancy of the time that they 

exist in many different forms and are attributed as originally the work 
of more than two different men), was born at Worminghall in Bucks 
in 1592, was educated at Westminster and Christ Church, received 
preferment early (his father was Bishop of London), but justified it 
both by abilities and virtues, was the friend of Jonson, Donne, whose 
executor he was, and Howell the epistoler, became Canon of Christ¬ 
church, Dean of Winchester, and Bishop of Chichester, was much 
despoiled and ill-treated during the Rebellion, but recovered his see 

^ Ed. (incompletely) by Rev. J. Hannah, Oxford and London, 1843. 
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at the Restoration, and died in 1669. His poems were partly 
published in 1657. The influence of his ^rcat fiiend Donne is 
obvious, and though King had not anything like Donne’s strength or 
the strangeness of his charm, yet “ Tell me no more how fair she is 
IS perfect in its kind. 

Of the five Cavalier poets ^ mentioned together above, most were 
actively engaged in the ^var, or at least active members of the 
Royalist party. Edward Sherburne, afterwards knighted, and the 
son of a knight of the same name, was born m London 
in 1618, was educated abroad (he was a Roman Catholic), Gothliphin’ 
and became clerk of the Ordnance, but lost his place Stanley, 

and his liberty in 1642. On his release he joined the Hrome! 

King’s army, but chiefly .studied at Oxford till the 
triumph of the Parliament, when he lost all his properly. He 

recovered his Ordnance post at the Restoration, but lost it as a 
Roman Catholic at the Revolution, and did not die till 1702. Much 
of his not extensive poetical work is translated fioin authors and 
languages ancient and modern. His originals, reminding us of 
Carew on the profane side, of Crashaw on the sacred, have sufficient 
charm of their own, yet perhaps never show^ quite at the best of 
the style. Thomas Stanley, a cousin of Sherburne’s, has kept 
remembrance better as the author of the first English History of 
Philosophy^ and as the editor of an excellent edition of Aeschylus, 
than as a poet, but, as was not uncommon at the time, great and 
genuine learning by no means extinguished poetry in him. He was 
the son of a rich man, and though a strong Royalist, does not seem 
to have been much incommoded. He w'as born in 1624, educated 
at Peinbi _>ke College, Cambridge, and died in 1678, having lived 
chiefly in the Temple. He sang mainly of love, and well. Another 
ol die group, Sidney Godoljihin, uncle of the future Loid Treasurer, 
and himself celebrated by Clarendon, had the good fortune to die 
young and gloriously fighting in Hopton’s triumphant campaign at 
Chagford in 1642. He w'as not much over thirty at his death, having 
been born in 1610. He had entered Exeter College, Oxford, at 
fourteen, and with Trevanion, Slanning, and Sir Be\il Grenvil, was the 
flower of the Cavaliers of the West. He, like his friends, was both 
translator and original wTitcr, and though his woik is not great in bulk, 
he has the ineffable ring of the time in many moie places than this; 

Oh love me less or love me more, 

And play not wath my liberty; 

Either lake all or all lestore. 

Bind me at least, or set me free. 


1 Sherburne, Cotton, and Brome are in Chalmers. 
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Brome and Cotton were of somewhat less limited production, but 
also of a less rare style. Alexander Brome (to be distinguished 
from Richard, the playwright, whose plays he edited) was a Londoner 
and an attorney. He was born in 1620 and died in 1666. It does 
not appear that he took any active part for the King, but very 
many of the songs and lampoons by which the Cavaliers kept up 
their spirits between Rebellion and Restoration are attributed to 
him ; he lias Izaak Walton’s good word, which could have been given 
to no bad man ; and some of his light and careless ditties have the 
true vein of jo\ lal and not ignoble song. If he is sometimes coarse, he 
stojiped far short of the unpleasant excesses of others in that direction, 
and there is tenderness in his love-pocins, fire in his Bacchanalia, 
sincerity in liis political songs, and wii, whim, and spiiit everywhere. 
Charles Cotton of Beresford Hall, St.ilfordshire, is known to most 
people as Walton’s colleague and pupil in the Compicic AnoJer; to 
some as the author of the admirable “ New Year T^oein,” admired by 
Lamb ; to a few as the writer of many other pleasant verses, includ¬ 
ing the last rondeaux that English saw for a century ; and to fewer 
still, it may be hoped, by the unworthy following of Scarron and 
Butler combined, called / 'irgil TravcsHc. As a prose writer he 
is kept in some memory by his translation of IMontaigne, though 
it was not in the least wanted after Florio. His original ])oems, very 
numerous, very unequal, and often very slight, arc sometimes at least 
very happy. 

Hardly one of the authors as yet mentioned m this chapter was 
voluminous ; we must now turn to those of their time who were. 
Butler, though really of it, is so mixed up with the history of Restoiation 

Oiiuriis literature that he may be postponed, Davenant, Quarles, 

Aloif, ’ Chamberlayne, More, and Beaumont must find place. 

Beaumont, p'our of tlicsc writei'S, very popular in their time, are 
now merely curiosities, the fifth has never been much known, but 
was a writer of singular talent, 'fhe most voluminous of all was 
Francis Quarles,^ who was born of a good Essex family near 
Romford, in 1592, was a member of Christ’s College, Cambridge, 
and of Lincoln’s Inn, and held divers appointments in court, city, 
and the lay offices of the Church. He just survived the breaking 
out of* the Rebellion, and died in 1644. His work is enormous: 
he would versify anything from the Arcadia to the Lamentations. 
Little of his is now remembered except his famous Emblems; and 
he wrote prose, of w'hich again nothing survives in the general 
memory but the Enchiridion. There arc good things in Quarles ; 
but it requires a great deal of leisure to find them out, and they are 

* Qiiarl(*s is reprinted in three, Beaumont in two, and More ni one, of the quarto 
volumes of Dr. Grosart’s privately piint<‘d “ Chertsey Worthies' Library ” 
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so fragmentary as hardly to be capable of separate representation. 
Henry More and Joseph Ecaumont carried the dubious Spenserianism 
of the Fletchers yet farther by writing immense poems on philosophical 
theology. More’s enormous So^ig^ of the Soul m Spenserians, and 
even Beaumont’s more enormous Psyche in sixains, are not to be 
spoken of without respect, the first being certainly the work of a man 
who had poetry in him. But the choice of subject in each case was 
problematical, the choice of scale in both fatal. 

The middle of the century saw two other long poems of much 
more human interest. Both were the work of ardent Cavaliers ; both 
deserted alike the classical epic and the allegorical romance for a 
novel kind of story founded, no doubt, in each case (though the fact 
has not been always recognised) on the F'rencli heroic novel, but 
treated with independence. One, however, distinctly anticipated the 
change of taste which w’as coming, and w-as, either for that reason or 
because of its author’s busy and not unamiable character, immediately, 
widely, and for some time popular. The other, except in scheme 
and suliject, looked backw'ard, and seems to have been almost 
entirely neglected. These are the Gondibcri of Sir William Davenant 
and the Pharonnida of William Chamberlayne. 

Davenant^ w’as born at Oxford in 1605, the son of an innkeeper, 
but had some connection with Shakespeare, wrote verses (and not 
bad ones) on his death, and was w'ell educated at Lincoln College. 
He was taken up by Lord Brooke and others, and 
produced his tragedy of Albovinc in 1628, wdien most ‘ * 

of the second school of Elizabethans, and some of the first, were 
still living and writing. Ten years later he succeeded Jonson as 
Laureate, be came a jilayhouse manager, and both in these capacities 
and as a bu^y servant of the King, and (stilUvorse) of the Queen, fell 
into very bad odour w'lth the Puritan party. He served, w'as 
captured, and thrown into prison. He even seems to have been 
in some serious danger, but is said to have been saved by Milton, 
whose kindness he afterwards leturned in the time of tne greater 
poet’s own peril. If the stories are true, he thus knew the three 
greatest men of letters (for he was later intimate with Dryden) of the 
three generations of the century ; and he w'as in more ways than one 
an ingenious and interesting man of letters himself. 

He was not, however, a great poet, though his miscellaneous verse 
is sometimes pretty, and Gondibert is not a great poem. It was 
written on principle, and is ushered not by the usual crowd of 
commendatory verses from anybody and nobody, but by tw'o copies 
only, from the great Mr. Cowley and the great Mr. Waller, and by 


1 Gondibert, with Davenant’s other poems, is to be found in Chalmers. 
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tind from Mr. Hobbes. To this last Davenant explains his 

■at great length, and Hobbes replies that he never yet saw 
. had so much shape of art, health of morality, beauty 
of expression, as this Gcmdibert (which was not finished). It is a poem 
in three books, each of several cantos, and some 1700 or 1800 
quatrains—a form which for some time marked, and very slightly 
arrested, the inevitable transition from the longer stanzas to couplet 
and blank verse. The scene is Lombardy, and especially Verona ; 
the theme the affections of the hero as tending towards Rhodalind or 
towards Ifirtha, two damsels equally “bright of blee,” with fighting 
and other things. But the stanza is not well suited for narratives of 
great length, and the verse, though occasionally weighty and dignified, 
is too often wooden ; while, except in Birtha, there is little attempt at 
characicr. 

Pharonnida ^ is a very much better thing, though by no means a 
perfect one. Of its author little is known. He was born about 
1620, practised as a physician, and died m 1689, at Shaftesbury 
in Dorsetshire. He was a good Cav.ilier and fought at 
ChamlKrlayne. battle of Ncwbury. He tells us himself that he 
had few literary friends. Jiesides J^Jtaronnida (pulfiished in 1659, 
and in its author’s lifetime turned into a piose romance under the 
title of Eromena), he had a year earlier published a play, Lovds 
]'/ctori(S, which seems to have been acted twenty years after, also 
with Its title changed. It is a somewhat confused piece (see next 
chapter) of the Brome and Nabbes kind, more poetical, with some 
very fine flashes, but not worth much as a whole. 

Pharonnida^ on the contrary, is worth a great deal, though as far 
as possible from being faultless. It is difficult to agree with Camp¬ 
bell (the first of the few who have praised it) that it is “ one of the 
most interesting stories ever told in verse,” for this story, such as 
it is, is extremely incoherent, and the personages are mere stock 
romantic types- d’haronnida, a virgin in danger; her lover Argaha, 
a compound of Joseph, Amadis, and Hector ; and so forth. Further, 
the ugly colloquialisms which were then invading both verse and 
prose—especially that ugliest “to’s” for “to his,” and the like— 
deface it. But the versification, which represents a further develop- 
menf from Wither and Browne, is, though too much “enjambed,” 
often charmingly melodious ; some of the episodes—especially that 
at Rhodes, with the fate of Janusa, which Campbell has given, not 
quite completely—are of great force and interest, and above all the 
spirit of romance pervades the whole, while the separate phrases and 
passages of beauty are literally innumerable. It has five books, each 


* 3 vols {Love's Victories is in the third) London, 1820. 
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in several cantos like Gondibcrt^ and must contain from twelve to 
fifteen thousand verses. But it is not rash to say that of the nearly 
five hundred pages which contain them hardly one can be read with¬ 
out finding some notable poetic fragment, and few without finding 
more than one such thing as we may search the whole poetry of the 
eighteenth century with little chance of paralleling. 

The Miscellanies and Song-books of the Elizabethan period proper 
continued, through its Jacobean and Caroline appendices, in slightly 
changed fashions, which must be at least glanced at here The 
books of this class may be best divided into two vaneties 
which often crossed each other. The ballad,^ the rise 
of which was sketched formerly, received especial attention during the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and certain individual fashioners 
of it, Thomas Dclony, Elderton, Martin Barker, are known. The 
bulk of the examples preserved for us by the fortunate fancies of 
Pepys and other collectors is enormous, and from time to time 
bundles were punted under divers titles, some of them very pretty,- in 
which the word Garland is often conspicuous. But there were also 
more literary collections,*^ in which not a little of the work of poets 
mentioned already occurs, with a good deal that is anonymous, this 
latter sometimes including charming things such as the famous 
Bhillida (Bhillada) flouts me.” At about the time of the Restora¬ 
tion these books were ajit to assume the title of l)roUcn\ which per¬ 
severed for a good many years, till Drydcn stamped Miscellany with 
his seal. To judge the progress of literature one must read most of 
these things ; but the result of the reading is not easy to summarise. 
As the century went on, the coarseness (sometimes reaching brutality) 
which wa^ provoked and fostered by l*uritanism stains them. Yet 
even in the dullest and most offensive deserts, things like 

And the St.ir Chamber of hci eyes 
Robs subjects of their liberties, 

make diversion and amends. 

^ The labours of the Ball.id .Society, with the more es])ecial help of Mr 
Chappell, ])i. Furmvall, and Mr. Ebsworth, have laid liaise pietty well at our 
disposal. 

^ There can hardly, for instance, l>c a prcttiei tlian The Crown Garland of 
Golden Ro^es, comi)ilcd by R. Johnson (Percy Society, 1842-45). The contents 
only sometimes coi respond. 

Musaruyn Dchciae, Wit Restored, Wifs Recreations, the Rnnip Poems 
(reprinted, London, n d , vols ), and the Merry, Weamnister, and Choice 
Drolleries (ed. Kbsworth, 3 vols. Boston, v.d,) may stand as examples, being 
those which the writer knows best. 



CHAPTER 111 

TIIK DRAMA 'I ILL TITE CLOSING OK Till*: TlIEA'rRKS 

Massinger—lordShiilcy—Randolph—SvuIding -Davtnant--Bronu'—Nabbes 
*ind Davenport—<.il.iplhorrie 

With due observation of llic caution (whirl) may seem tediously 
repeated, but is still necessary) as to the overJajd^mg of periods in 
the brief, crowded, and intensely active years of the drama called 
Elizabethan, we shall find a more than sufficiently well-marked 
character in its third and last stage, though the best men—Massinger, 
Ford, Shirley—were not very young. 

Philip Massinger,^ son of a gentleman-dependant of the Pembroke 
family, was born in 1583, went to St. Alb.in’s TIall, Oxford, and 
seems to have remained at the University till about the tismd age of 
^ five or SIX and twenty. We do not know how or when 
.issing<r niacle his way to London and began play-wnting, 
though he was, on documentary evidence, engaged in that occupation 
as early as 1614 ; but the earliest thing of his that we have is The 
Viri^in A/ar/yr, which Avas acted in 1622. He died seventeen years 
later, in 1639, and was buried m St Saviour’s, Southwark, a church 
of many literary connections. It was not that of his own parish, for 
he was entered as “ a stranger.” Thus he is nearly as little known 
to us personally as his colleague in The Virgiti Martyr^ Dekker 
himself. 

Put m his literary character we know him very w^cll. Of nearly 
two-score plays recorded and ascribed to him, rather more than 
half are lost, but the eighteen that remain - exhibit him in suffi¬ 
ciently varied lights, and the total judgment of him would probably 
not be much altered if we had the rest. The general impression 
which he gives, when he is compared with his predecessors, is that of 

^ Works, ed Gifford, with those of Ford and an Introduction by Ilartley 
Coleridge (“ new edition," London, 1859) 

With Str John Van Oldvn Barncvrldt {Old Plays, ed A. H. Bullen, vol. 
11.) as a not improbable addition, though there iS no evidence of authorship. 
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a slight increase of artificiality accompanied by—and no doubt due 
to—a corresponding decrease in original and spontaneous genius. 
Massinger^s tragedies are never the mere blood-and-thunder muddles 
of which we have so many before him, and they have many noble 
scenes and passages, especially in The Utinafural Combai^ The J'>iikc 
of The Bondman^ The Ihcture^ The Roman Acior^ The Fatal 

Dowry ; but with the exception of The Vir^i?! Martyr itself, where the 
difference is fairly set down to the hand of Dekker, we find little or 
nothing of the ineffable snatches of poetry of the earlier drama, and 
an inability to strike out those fresh and not impossible, if not 
always very probable, types of character which (not to mention 
Shakespeare) we find even in lieaumont and Fletcher. So also his 
comedies never quite descend to the level of those mere heaps of less 
or more amusing scenes compacted into no dram.itic story, and not 
even connected by the thread of any one vivid character, which w’e 
find earlier m Middleton, and later in Drome, and Nabbes, and 
others of his younger contemporaries. l>ut hardly more than twice, 
111 the famous New JFay to Pay Old Debts (by far his greatest play, 
in w'hich the usure' and tyrant Sir (iiles Overreach is worthy of 
Jonson at least) and in 'Jhe City Madam^ does he rise to distinction 
in comedy. On tin* whole, how^ever, the gieatcst of the great race 
cease with him, for he as far surpasses Shirley in intensity and in the 
goodness of his best things, as he does h'ord—his superior in these 
points-—in range, bulk, variety, and comparative freedom from the 
morbid. His blank verse is very good, less musical than Ileaumont 
and Flct('her’s, but free from that perilous pressing of the “ points ” 
which is observable in the later w^ork of the survivor of them, admir¬ 
ably suitecl for stately declamation, and yet of sufficient variety. 
And he has a certain indefinable faculty of giving a good account of 
almost any subject handled by him. That he has had few passionate 
admirers is due probably to the fact that he rather attains and keeps 
a high level of general craftsmanship than shoots to solitary heights 
of individual artistic success. 13 ut, since (iifford, he has been gene¬ 
rally set too low, and (iifford did not value him quite aright. 

He should indeed gam, not lose, by the contrast with his con¬ 
temporary John Ford.i Ford does go higher than Massinger; 
he has received warmer praise by far; it is considered as a mark of 
Philistinism to set any limitation to estimates of him. ^ 

Yet it is noticeable that w'hercver Ford is at his best he 
avails himself of illegitimate aids. His very best play, ’ 7 /.v JVty She^s 
a Mliore^ brings on the scene the passion of a brother for a sister, and 
his next best. The Broken Hearty piles up the agony by the most pre¬ 
posterous and improbable means. Ford cannot do with nature ; he 
^ Ed. Gifford and Hartley Coleridge, as above ; also Dyce, reprinted 1891;. 
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Ikgainst or beyond her to fetch effects of tragedy, and in 
S he stands condemned and excluded from the first order 
f his own time, or indeed of any. The inspiration of the 
v*iiutiiin*al is the “ Dutch courage” of poetry. 

He was not, like most of his rivals, a writer for a living, though 
he seems to have worked pretty hard for those by no means lavish 
paymasters the theatrical managers. He wrote plays in the second, 
third, and fourth decades of the century; but he was a member of a 
good Devonsliire house, the Fords of llsington, was connected with 
others, was a member of Lincoln’s Inn, though we have no iccord of 
his being at either University. As early as 1606 he celebrated the 
death of Lord IMountjoy, the last lover and, after a fashion, second 
husband of Sidney’s Stella. When he ceased writing or when he 
died we do not know', and we have very few notices of him, the chief 
l^ieing the often-quoted one in a Drollery^ which is not unpicturesque— 

Ilccq) in a chimp alone |c>hn Ford wms got [g.il], 

With folded aims and melancholy hat. 

Sixteen plays arc attributed to him alone or m collaboration. We 
have lost Ih'auty in a Ti'ame^ dc'stroycd by Warburton’s cook, but 
entered in the Stationers’ books as late as 1653. Jlic London 
Merchant^ The Royal Comedy^ and^;; III Bcy^hinun^ has a yood Knd^ 
also destroyed by this same evil cook, appeared still later in 1660, 
with app<ii(‘ntly no collaborator in any. Ford and Dekker are re¬ 
sponsible for The Fairy Kniy^ht and The Brislowe Merchant (of which 
from Dekker we should ha\e preferred the former), and Ford and 
Webster for The Mio'dcr of the Son upon the Mother^ which from the 
authors of The Broken Heart and The Ihtchess of Matfy must have 
been full of horrors indeed. We have remaining the curious play of 
The XVitih of Edmonton^ m wdiich Ford took part with Rowley, 
Dekker, and others ; The Surfs Darlings by Ford and Dekker, and 
worthy of neither except that it has some of the charming lyrics 
which h'ord could never manage alone, but wdneh mark the 
passage of Dekker everyw’here. The I'ancies Chaste and Nobh\ 
Lovds Sacr'ifice, The Ladfs Triat are all feeble, and Lovds Sacrifice 
offensive ; so that the pieces on wdiich his fame rests are the pair 
already mentioned, wdth The Lover^s Melancholy and Perkin Warbeck, 
This last has the perhaps not very high honour of being one of the 
best of plays on .an English historical subject out of Sliakcspeare; 
The LovePs Melancholy^ a graceful but rather feeble piece, is prin¬ 
cipally famous for one of the verse transcripts (Crashaw did another) 
of Strada’s prolusion on the nightingale and the lute-player. But 
neither can enter into competition with the other two, and it is by 
these that Ford’s reputation stands or falls. 
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The third of the most notable poets of Charles’s rcif^n, James 
Shirley,^ was somewhat, but not very much, younger than Massinger 
and F'ord. He was a Londoner, and was born in i 596 (thus vindicat¬ 
ing the right of the drama of which he was the last dis- Shirley 
tinguished practitioner to be called Elizabethan). He 
was educated at Merchant Taylors’ and hence passed not merely to 
the natural university destination of its scholars, St. John’s College, 
Oxford, but also to Catherine Hall, Cambridge. He was ordained 
in the Church of England but went over to Rome, and became a 
schoolmaster, between which occupation and the writing of plays he 
hovered for the greater part of his tolerably long life. He, as well 
as his wife, is said to have died of fright, and perhaps exposure, in 
consequence of the fire of London in 1666. 

Shirley’s work, what with masques and what with plays, is very 
voluminous, extending to some forty pieces with a few non-drarnatic 
poems. To the general reader he is hardly known except by the 
famous lyric, “The glories of our blood and state,” contained in one 
of the latest of his entertainments, The i'onicnUoyi of Ajav and 
Ulysses, Yet he was a playwright for some forty years, his first 
piece, Lmw having appeared in 1625. Other comedies are 

The Wiity Ta/r One (i (>28), The JJ'edd/nj^^, The Juill^ Hyde Tark^ 
7 'he Changes^ The Lady of f*leasurc. Among his tragedies we may 
name The Traitor and The Cardinal; the first named of which is his 
best in this way, as The iMdy of Pleasure is his best in the other. 

Shirley, almost more than any other of the great race, has sufifered 
both from over-praise and over-blame, as well as from the want of 
reading as a whole, which he especially needs.- In original power 
he is undoubtedly the least of the series which he ends : he has no 
great plays, hardly any great scenes, and not very many distinguished 
pass.iges. In him, almost for the first time, we detect a certain dis¬ 
tinct imitation, the “literary” note. On the other hand his plays arc 
very generally readable as wholes, and have a certain gam in coherence 
and congruity, even though they, for the most part, belong to a very 
loosely constructed scheme of drama. He does not fall into the 
astonishing and almost inconceivable hodge-podge of prose that is 

^ ThcTc is still but one edition of Shirley—excellent, but rather scarce and 
rather dear —tliat of Gifford and Dyce, 6 \ols. London, 1833. '1 hose who cannot 

attain to it will find .six complete jfiajs, The Witty Fair One, The Tiaitor^ Hyde 
Park, The Lady of Pleasure, The Cardinal, and the Triumph of Peace, in a single 
volume of the “Mermaid Scrie.s,” edited by Mr. Gosse (London, i888) This 
set ICS also contains useful selections of complete plays from nearly all the chief 
Elizabethans 

2 This statement is not made at random, but alter a consecutive reading of him 
for the purposes of this volume. It has distinctly raised the opinions formed 
years ago on a more piecemeal acquaintance 
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not prose, and verse that is not verse, which we find in men like 
Davenant and Suckling, but can write more than fair verse when he 
chooses this, and very fair prose when he chooses that. Indeed, 
now and then his verse rises to a melancholy sweetness which ad* 
mirably suits his best notes of character and tone—notes of a rather 
feminine grace and a slightly sentimental chivalry. As in tragedy 
he stops short of horrors generally, so in comedy he abstains gene¬ 
rally from obscenity. After the Restoration he fell into disrepute— 
on the one hand Pepys sneers at his individual plays, and on the 
other the almost always generous Drydcn takes Shirley as a type of 
dulncss. lUit this is quite unjust, and he is even a direct link 
between Fletcher and the distinctive Restoration comedy in all its 
better and some of its \vorse ways, lie was undoubtedly unlucky in 
coming just ivliere he did, and may be said to have fallen between 
two generations. Yet he by no means unworthily ends his own 
great class. 

Even in these three greater men—certainly in Shirley—signs, if 
not of decadence, of at any rate of impending change, arc manifest ; 
in nearly all the minor playwrights of the })eriod these signs become 
. flagrant 'fhe most promising of this group is Randolph,^ 

Kanrlolnh, , , i ^ ^h 

whose dramatic woiks, A7'istjppus^ Jhe Lonceitca Pedlar^ 
The Jealous The iMtese^ Toohn/jr-Ljldss^ y/z/m/Zc/.s, and Dowft 

U'it/i Kftavoy^ all show the influence of the classics both directly and 
through Jon son. Aniynfas and The Muses^ Looknig-Glass are the 
best, but no one is absolutely good, and all labour under the defect of 
being rather exercises in different schools of drama than original 
compositions. Sir John Suckling’s - jilays again, to 
continue with those dramatists who were also more or 
less considerable poets, form a curious contrast to his poems. "J’hc 
versification shows almost every fault of which dramatic verse is 
capable, and which had been or was to be shown by English 
dramatists. It is by turns as stiff as Corlyodiu and as loose as the 
worst imitations of Fletcher’s later redundances, while, like play-verse 
generally at this time and for some years to come, till Dryden 
lightened things up again, it very often slips and flounders about as 
if it.,never could make up its mind to be verse or prose, heroics or 
doggerel. 'Phe jirettily named tragedies of Brcfino7'alt^ The Sad 
0 ?ie^ and Ay;laura (the last of which has two fifth acts as fishing- 
rods have two tops) are strange nondescripts, blending echoes of 
Shakespeare, who was very popular at Charles the First’s court, with 
imitations of the heroic novels. The Goblins^ a comedy, is rather 
amusing but wildly chaotic. 

^ Edition as for Poems. 

- ICd. Hazhtt, 2 vols. London, 1874. 
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Davenant^s ^ verse in his plays is not much better than Suckling’s, 
but, partly by accident, he is a more important person in the history 
of the stage if not of the literary drama. It has been 
said that he began as a playwright with Albovme (1628), 

The Cniel Brother^ and other things, quite early, and he followed 
them up with others— 7 'he Wits^ News front Plymouth^ The Fair 
F'avonrite^ The Unfo7-tunaie I^overs^ T.oi'e and Ho7ioury etc., none of 
them very good plays and all of them in very bad verse—verse so 
bad that one suspects some convention of deliberate badness, as in 
the case of the satirists. But when Davenant, long after the theatres 
were closed, had secured his liberty through Milton, and perhaps 
also througdi him had become acquainted with Cromwell, he used his 
influence with the Protector to obtain permission (1656) for the 
performance of musical entertainments, which practically restarted 
the drama itself. Notice of these will come better m the next Book. 

The most prolific playwright, however, of this time was Richard 
Bromc .2 We know next to nothing of Brome except that he was 
dead in 1653, and that at one time he was servant to Ben Jonson, 
who mentions him by no means unkindly, though others, 
to curry favour with Ben, or out of spite to Brome, spoke 
of his plays as the sweepings of Jonson’s study. They are, as we 
have them edited by his namesake Alexander, fifteen m number, 
and they belong, without exception, to that rather nondcscri})t class 
of plays of contemporary manners which has been already noted 
under the heads of Middleton, Jonson, and Fletcher. The best of 
them are Ihe Noriherft Lais (m which Constance the heroine is 
made to spe ak a sort of Scots) and The Jovial Crew^ a very merry 
picture of gijisy life. All the rest, TJu Sparagtts Ga7'de7iy A Mad 
Couple well Afafehed^ The City Wif^ The Lovesick Courts 'The Qtice7i 
and Concubine^ 'The Antipodes, 'The Novella, 'The Coui't Beggar, 'The 
Da77ioisellc, 'The English Moor, Covent Garde7i \\'ceded. The New 
Exchange, resemble each other curiously. We read them without 
too much belief m their pictures of manners, and yet recognising 
traits here and there as from the life. 

Of Thomas NabbeSj-ba weaker Biome,we know even less—nothing, 
in short, except that he once drank some good strong beer at Droit- 
w'lch, and seems generally to have haunted Worcester¬ 
shire. His plays. Covent Ga?'den, 'Tottenlumi Court Vwnpun^ 
(names indicating the style), Hannibal and Scipio, a weak 
play of a more ambitious sort. The Bride, The Unfortunate Mother, 

^ Ed. Maiclment and Logan, 5 vols Edinburgh, 1882. 

” Reprinted in 3 vols. London, 1873. 

* Nabbes is given in two and Davenport in one of Mr. Ihillen’s “ New Series" 
of Old Plays ; their best-known pieces are m Hazhtt’s Dodsley. 
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witli the moral masque of Microcosmus, by which he has been most 
generally known, and which is perhaps his best thing —all seem to 
have been produced between 1638 and the closing of the theatres. 
Robert 1 )avenport ^ w'as an older writer if not an older man, for he 
had a historical jilay, now lost, licensed in 1624, and another, 

John and Matilda^ his best thing, has been thought to be iK't much 
younger, though w^e hear nothing of it till 1639, and it w^as not printed 
till still later. The City Nightcaps wdiich ranks w'ith it, but is a 
comedy, must have been as old in years as the histories, and there is 
a third existing play of some merit, A Ne^iV 'frnh to Cheat the Devil^ 
wdiich was published in 1639. Davenport certainly wrote othei 
plays, and those whicli we have are good enough to make us wish 
for what we have not. A similar w'lsh w'ould perhaps 
(aapthornc niore didicult in the case of Henry (ilapthorne, of 
whom again so little is knov/n that his editor “ has thought it neces¬ 
sary to print some documents about a Georye (jla))thornc, not known 
to be m the .slightest degree connected with the dnirnatist. We have 
of his a ceitain number of poems, mostly in couplets, and in a feeble 
style, and five jihiys- -Albertus Wallenstein (more interesting from 
its subject than from itself), Argalus and Parthema, one of the numer¬ 
ous dressings up of the Arraiiia^ Wit in a Const aide ^ The Ladfs 
Privilege^ and I'he Hollander. Perhaps he wu'ote I'hc Lady Mother, 
He is something of a poet, but very little of a dramatist. 

Besides these the fifteen years or thereabouts of Caroline drama 
provide the names of Shakerley Marmion, who besides a rather 
pretty poem, Cupid and I^syche^ produced at least three extant plays, 
the best of w'hich is 'The Antn/uary, long knowm from its inclusion 
in Doddey; Sir Aston Cokam, the author of The Obstinate Lady^ 
Trappolin Creduto Prinupe.^ and Ovidj Thomas May, rival of Dave- 
nant for the Laureateship (and it is said from spite at his non-success), 
afterwards a Commonwealth’s man and historian of the Long^ Parlia¬ 
ment, who has left us The Heir and The Old Couple; CartwTight, 
whose Ordinary h'cib merit; and Dr. Jasper Mayne, whose City Match 
has more. All deserve respectable places in a separate history of 
the drama, and all deserve mention here 

’ See note 3 on preceding page. 2 vols. London, 1874. 

® Cokam and Maniiion tigiire m volumes of th(‘ Edmbiirgh Dramatists of 
the Reaoratton: the others will Ijc found in Hazlitt’s Dodslcy For yet other 
.scattered plays of kn(;wn and unknown authors during the three divisions of the 
“ Klizabethan J^eriod" which cannot find room here, I may be permitted to 
refer the more curious student to my lihzabethan Literature, Jip. 423-427. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE GOLDEN A(;E Ol- TH K ENHiLlSH PULPIT-II 

Jeremy Taylor—Fuller—South—liarrow—Baxter, C'hilhiigworth, Hales, 
and oth(Ts 

Not the least admirable and remarkable division of Caroline literature 
is that peopled by the Sermon-writers. Indeed, taking advantage 
of the facts that of Hall and Donne, the chief ornaments of the earlier 
period, one siiivived Charles I. himself and the other saw the first ten 
years of his reign, and that, under Charles 11 ., another and only less 
great race arises, with a slightly different style, it has been not un¬ 
common to speak of the great divines in a body as Caroline. We 
shall here, as before, borrow from the Second Charles those divines 
who, under him, still exhibited the graces more specially attribut¬ 
able to English under his father, and postpone those who, like Tillot- 
son, are rather eighteenth than seventeenth century in character. 

I’he greatest of the group thus provided are Taylor, F'uller, and 
South —the last a much younger man than the others, and a severe 
critic of them, as well as a survivor into the reign of the last Stuart 
who occupied the throne, but still distinctly Caroline and not Augustan 
in spirit ; the midmost of the three, the wittiest of English divines 
except Sydney Smith, and much more of a divine than Sydney; the 
first in almost all ways the chief of English orators on sacred subjects. 
These three display the characteristics of the time so well that a 
fairly careful survey of them will enable us to pass more rapidly over 
their fellows. 

Jeremy Taylor^ was born at Cambridge in August 1613, and was 
the son of a barber. He was sent to Caius College, took his degrees 
there, and perhaps became F'ellow, but by Laud’s influence was 
transferred to Oxford, where in 1636 he became F'ellow of All 
Souls. He obtained the rectory of Uppingham two years later, and 
married in 1639. He is guessed rather than known to have served 

^ Works, 3 vols. London, 1844. Holy Living and Dying exist in many 
separate forms, and The Golden Grove in some. 
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as chaplain in the King’s army during the Rebellion, and dates are 
also very uncertain in regard to the death of his first wife, his mar¬ 
riage with a second, and liis retirement (probably to her 
'{'ay/o?! property) in Wales. Here, after some time of poverty 
and school-keeping, he was patronised by the Earl of Car- 
bery, became tolerably prosperous, and during the twelve or fifteen 
years of his Welsh sojourn composed most of his greater works. 
Vet he was thrice imprisoned during this time for political and 
ecclesiastical malignancy. Even before the Restoration he received 
(rather unluckily) preferment in Ireland, being ajipointed by Lord 
Conway to a lectuieship at Lisburn, and when the King came home 
he was made Bisho]) of Down, Connor, and shortly afterwards 
Dromore, becoming also an Irish 1 ‘rivy Councillor and Vice-Chan¬ 
cellor of Dublin University. But he was by no means happy in 
Ireland, where, between Roman Catholics and chiefly Presbyterian 
Protestants, his Laiidian Anglicanism was very uncomfortably placed, 
and where he had domestic troubles. He died on 13th August 1667, 
at Lisburn, and was buru'd in his cathedral of Dromore. 

Taylor’s unique jiosition as an lilnglish churchman of letters was 
attained not by erudition (for though it nould ill beseem most men 
nowadays to belittle him in this, he was for that most learned of 
times by no means e\tiemcly erudite), nor by his theological power 
(for logic was not his forte, and he more than once ayiproached heresy 
unawares), nor in that special jiroduct of the time, casuistry, for 
which his dialectics arc not delicate enough ; but wholly and solely 
by his magnificent rhetoric. 11ns rhetoric is so true to itself that he 
does not even show as a waiter so well as he must have shown to his 
hearers, since some jiretty obvious faults in the page would have 
been nearly irnpcrcejitible as they came from the pulynt, while all 
his beauties would be enhanced by actual delivery, especially as he 
is known to have had a handsome presence and an admirable elocu¬ 
tion. He began as a w^riler in 1642 with a defence of Episcopacy, 
but did not show his real quality till he w-as safe in Wales, under the 
wing of Lord and Lady Carbery, the latter the Lady of Alice 

Egerton. Of the numerous works then written, 7 Vic Liberty 0/ Pro- 
phesytng is an argument for tcderation wdiich would have been more 
effective if the author had been a closer reasoner, and perhaps also if 
he had not been on the losing side at the time. 1650 saw a Life 0/ 
Christ and the famous Holy ILving^ which was completed next year 
by Holy Dying. A course of Sermons for the C'liristian Year was then 
begun, and finished in 1653. 1655 saw the devotional work called, 

from the seat of the Carberys, The Golden Grove, also Unum 
Necessarium, a treatise on Repentance, in some points dubiously 
orthodox; and in 1660 the Ductor Dubitanttuni^ Ins chief work in 
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casuistry. In all these works, as well as in his numerous others, 
the chief of which, for our purpose, is the supplement of eleven extra 
sermons to the En7m//o\\ or Christian Year, it is almost a universal 
rule that 'J'aylor is supreme in exhortation and rhetorical description, 
great (though more unequal) in meditation, and weakest in anything 
that re(iuires close logical argument. It may be questioned whether 
his thought is ever very profound, and it is certainly never very 
original. We are not to look in him for anything like the infinite 
suggestiveness, the far-reaching vistas, of Donne. But, luckily fox 
Taylor, his subject supplied him with depth and height enough in 
mere matter, and he had nothing to supply but the external graces 
of his inimitable expression. 

Almost everything that can fairly be said against this expression 
is summed up m the one word “florid,” and it seems practically 
imi)OSsil:)]c for impartial criticism to deny that this word is applicable. 
The presence of the (|ualily it denotes shocked the younger genera¬ 
tion of Taylor's own time, and is commented on in a passage, not 
quite so unjust as harsh and unbecoming, by South ; it probably 
lessened 'Paylor’s influence with the eighteenth century, and it 
certainly jirocured him abundant comjiensation at the time of the 
Romantic revolt. 'I'liere can be no doubt that 'PayloFs flowers of 
sjieech arc most exquisite and most lavishly provided. They hardly 
ever deserve from just criticism the epithet of tawdry. But they are 
sometlnng too lush m their giowth ; they are strung with stock 
devices of phiase (“so have 1 seen,’ espcciallv) which are irritating ; 
and their extraordinary abundance gives an air of fulsome and some¬ 
what feminine languor and luxuriance to the style. The less good 
clfett of t! C' is increased by Taylor’s confused grammar. Like most 
of his jncdet essois except Hooker, he never seems quite certain 
win ihcr he is writing Latin or Eaiglish, and abuses the license of 
both languages, as well as length of sentence. Yet to no person 
of fairly catholic taste can his defects come into any close compari¬ 
son with his beauties. If he is seldom deep he is never shallow ; his 
subjects arc always noble and always worthily handled ; even his 
plainer writing has a musical cadence and a pictorial effect. If we 
want something better still we can only go to Donne or Browne, and 
Donne, at least, if not Browne, will give it us in scantier measure, 
and m manner hauler to rcccivt* 

A contrast, which is almost the full one between tragedy 
and comedy, exists between Jeremy Taylor and Thomas Fuller,^ 
who was born at Aldwinkle St. Peter’s, the other division of the 

^ There is no coinplclc efliiion of J'ullor, but mo.st of the books mentioned are 
obtainable in various foiins, and a collection of sermons appeared (ed. Bailey and 
Axon) in i8qi. 
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village in which Dryden was born later, in the summer of 1608, his 
father being rector of the parish. He was sent to Queens’ College, 
Fuiiei Cambridge, from which he passed to Sidney Sussex, and 
in 1630 obtained a curacy from a third college, Corpus or 
Benet. His uncle, Dr. Davenant, who had been President of Queens’, 
was now Bishop of Salisbury, and made Fuller first a prebendary of 
his cathedral and then vicar of Broadwindsor, in Dorset. He wrote 
some verse of no merit early, and produced his Holy War^ a history 
of the Crusades, m 1639, and his Holy and Profane States in 1642, 
with some sermons between them. Just before the war he was made 
preacher at the Sa\oy, and during it was an army chaplain. But his 
moderation, or, more probably, his humour, made him thought half¬ 
hearted by some. He printed at Exeter in 1645, when hope was 
almost gone. Good Thoughts in Bad Times, one of his very best 
books; and followed it in 1647 with Better Thoughts in Worse 
Times, Like some, though not many, sound divines and Royalists, 
he was not absolutely persecuted during the usurpation, and though 
he was unable to keep a j)ost at St. Clement s, Eastchcap, he was 
more fortunate with one at Waltham Abbey. In 1650 he published 
his Pisgah Sight of Palestine, a book on the Holy Land, m 1655 
great Chuich History of Britain, and in 1658 his Mixt Contempla¬ 
tion for Better 7 'imes, At the Restoration he vias made D.D. and 
chaplain to the King ; and a bishopric is said to have been designed 
for him, but he died of some sort of typhus or typhoid in August 
1661. The largest and almost the most characteristic of all his 
works, the Worthies of JCni^land, was published posthumously. 

Fuller, like Taylor, was the darling of some of the great English¬ 
men of the Romantic revival, such as Coleridge, Southey, and Lamb. 
The last-named avowedly doted on him, has made a selection of 
some of his greatest ]ihrases, and may be said to owe his style more 
to Fuller and Browne than to any one else. At the same time, he 
has been by no means universally popular. The formidable South 
fell foul of him almost more roughly than of Taylor just after his 
death ; the eighteenth century regarded him as a learned buffoon ; 
and it is by no means certain that more modern judgments have 
been jvholly conciliated to him. Nor is tins surprising, for, as has 
been said, the knowledge of Fuller, except among a few students, is 
probably by no means extensive nowadays, and his temper is one not 
now commonly met, and regarded, when it occurs, either with sus¬ 
picion or positive dislike. Fuller’s most heartfelt interests were all 
in serious things. He was probably not intensely interested in 
politics, and except that he was strongly anti-Roman, the purely 
eccles^stical quarrels of his day did not excite any very bitter 
feelings in him ; he was a true Royalist and Anglican, but not a keen 
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one. Yet his Christianity was the very life of him ; he was an 
earnest student of history, especially in the lines of topography, 
genealogy, and heraldry. All these are of the class of subjects 
which—the world seems to take it for granted— ought to be treated 
in what some one has called “ the grave and chaste manner.’’ 

But it was impossible for Fuller to be grave. No mind was ever 
freer from the slightest irreverence than his. liut the quips and 
conceits of the Elizabethan time, the ‘‘ metaphysical ” fancies of the 
Jacobean, had been in some singular way seasoned in his case by an 
anticipation of the more purely satirical and jocular tone of the later 
seventeenth and earlier eighteenth century, though without a trace of 
the coarseness, hardness, and impiety which too often accompanied 
this. It is absolutely impossible for Fuller to resist a jest, whether on 
natural phenomena, as where he writes of wax, “It being yellow by 
nature is by art made red, vhite, and green, which I take to be the 
clearest colours, especially when appendant on parchment ” ; or in 
divinity, as when he observes of ejaculations or short prayers, that “ the 
soldier may at the same time shoot out his prayer to God and aim 
his pistol at his enemy, the one better hitting the mark for the other.” 
This c^uaint quipping wit docs not appeal to all readers, especially in 
modern days, and is no doubt extremely annoying to some ; but they 
arc probably the wisest who can enjoy it, though it is not perhaps 
necessary for them to go to the extremes of laudation indulged in by 
Lamb and Coleridge. The range of Burton and the depth of Browne 
are both denied to I'uller ; his temper is a very little childish in the 
bad sense as well as childlike in the good. But if not for all tastes, 
or even fo^ all hours, as these two are, in the case of those who love 
them, he is no mean ornament to English literature, and no scantily- 
stnred treasuic-house of it. 

If Taylor is sometimes open to the charge of effeminacy and 
Fuller to that of childishness, neither fault can be found with Robert 
South, the most masculine of English seventeenth-century writers 
except Hobbes, and indeed a sort of orthodox jiair to 
that great writer. He was born at Hackney in 1633, 
and passed through Westininster (which certainly did not at this 
time, under the rule of Busby, discredit Solomon’s system of educa¬ 
tion) to Christ Church, where he became a student in 1651. He 
tpok orders before the Restoration, and when that event occurred, 
was made public orator of his University, chaplain to Clarendon, 
a prebendary of Westminster, and a canon of Christ Church. He 
lived to a very great age, and, at any rate after his earliest manhood, 
was always a very strong Tory; but he was not a nonjuror, and held 
his preferments to his death in 1716. He was a formidable epntro- 
versialist, signalising himself ip this way against Sherlock; but his 
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literary reputation rests upon his numerous and very remarkable 
sermons.^ He was controversial enough even in these, as may be 
seen in the passages already referred to, where he makes strictures 
on Fuller and Taylor; and compliments have been paid to his wit 
almost equal to those bestowed upon Fuller himself. They are 
merited, always remembering that in using the word of seventeenth- 
century writers we must observe the sense, then more specially 
attached to it, of intellectual keenness, not necessarily, though very 
often, exhibited in relation to the ludicrous. South has still some¬ 
thing of Elizabethan conceit and word-play, and a great deal of 
Jacobean scholasticism. 15 ut the new style of restricted antithetical 
balance which was rising around him .affected him a ^ood deal, though 
not to the same extent as th.at to which it affected Tillotson or Temple 
or Dryden, so that he comes in best for notice here, and not with 
them. 

For he retains th.at fondness for luminous if .also audacious imagery 
which, though certainly not absent from Dryden, or even from 
Temple, was to be more and more restricted both in them and in 
their followers. His famous sentence, “An Aristotle was but the 
rubbish of an Adam, and Athens but the rudiments of P.aradise,” 
unites seventeenth-century splendour of fancy--the sudden blaze of 
the imaginative rocket—with eighteentli-century balance, antithesis, 
and point. It can be matched with hundreds of single things, hardly 
less ingenious and successful, while South is also able to build up 
larger sentences, till he reminds us, not so constantly, of Browne 
before and Temple after him in the two styles. Thus, while he never 
has the beauty of Taylor, while he lacks the e.asy lambent light of 
Fuller’s wit, he is in better fighting trim, better balanced, less unequal 
and disquieting than cither, and provides in almost all his work 
quite adminible examples of the more schol.astic prose. 

Ls.aac Barrow,^ who was a little older than South, was also a 
Londoner, born in 1630, but his school was Charterhouse. Hence 
he passed to Foisted, in Essex, and to Trinity College, Cambridge, 
of which he bcc.ame Fellow in 1649. He was known 
as a strong Cavalier and Churchman, and this for the 
time ,prevented the further promotion which his extraordinary 
abilities, both on the literary and scientific sides, would have gained 
him, and he travelled much abroad. On the eve of the Restoration 
he became Professor of Greek at Cambridge, and after it a Fellow 
of the Royal Society, Gresham Professor of Geometry, and Lucasian 
Professor of Mathematics, where Newton followed him. The King 
.alw.ays greatly fancied his preaching, and in 1672 made him Master 
^ 4 vols. London, 1843. 

2 Works (non-mathematical), cd. Napier, 9 vols. Cambridge, 1859. 
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of Trinity, but he died five years later. Barrow’s style is less severe 
than South’s, but also a little less technically good, more disposed to 
long and wandering sentences, though in other respects perhaps more 
modern. 

We need pause less on some others. Bishop Pearson (1612- 
86), though a longer liver tlian I»arrow, was born much earlier, 
and his birth-date is reflected in the style of his famous treatise On 
the Creed and his other works. He was a Norfolk 

man, a son of Eton and of King’s College, Cambridge, chiUin’ij. 
a Royalist chaplain (though he does not seem to have 
been much interfered with during the Commonwealth) ; 
and after the Restoration Master of Jesus, Lady Margaret Professor 
of Divinity, Master of 'frinity, and Bishop of Chester. Richard 
Baxter, one of the lights of English Nonconformity, was a little 
younger than Pearson, and lived a little longer (1615-91). He 
was neither ill-born nor very ill-educated, but went to no University, 
and after some changes of mind, became a schoolmaster and took 
orders. 11 is duty was chiefly at Kidderminster, with which town 
he was throughouL his life most connected. He welcomed the 
Restoration, and might have had a bishopric, but scrupled, and 
“went out” in 1662, his recalcitrance to the l.iw being, of course, 
followed by some inconveniences, but by nothing serious till the 
tyranny of James II. Ilis Saini<* Rest (1650), his Call to the 
U?tconvcrted (1657), and the agreeable posthumous work published in 
1696 as Reliquiae Baxtertanae^ are perhaps the most important for us 
out of a vciy large total of work. Baxter, who is said never to have 
altered or coriected his work, and whose style, though neither so 
vernacular nor so racy, has a certain approximation to Bunyan’s, is a 
distinctly pleasant writer, if not very much more. 

This rich period contains in theology, as in other departments, 
much that it would be interesting to comment upon. John Plales 
(1584-1656), the “ever memorable,” was born at Bath and educated 
there and at Cambridge, but transferred himself to Oxford, where he 
became a Fellow of Merton and a lecturer in (Leek. In 1619, or 
earlier, he wa*- made a Fellow^ of ICton College, and lived there all 
the rest of his life, though he wms depm^^d of his Felkmship after the 
King’s death. He was one of Falkland’s set in Oxfordshire and of 
Jonson’s in London, and a mighty admirer of Shakespeare. His 
repute is rather greater than his w'orks,^ which consist of tracts, 
sermons, and letters from the Synod of Dort, where he went with Sir 
Dudley Carleton. His chief single work is the tract on Schism and 
Schhmatics^ 1636. It and the rest of his works contain arguments 

^ Ed. Dairyrnple (Lord Hailes), 3 vols Glasgow, 1765 
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for toleration, and for a sort of orthodox freethinking, expressed in a 
rather undistinguished style. It is supposed to have been written 
against, or at least in reference to, the Religion of Protestants of 
William Chillingworth, who was bom at Oxford in 1602, was much 
favoured by Laud, became Fellow of Trinity in 1628, see-sawed a 
good deal in religion, but after an experience of Romanism returned 
to the Church of England, was Royalist in the Rebellion, and died 
soon after the capture of Arundel Castle, where he was taken prisoner 
in 1644. The principal merit of his style (and in his days it was no 
common one) is its extreme clearness. George Herbert wrote some 
prose \ery like his verse. Archbishop Robert Leighton (1611-84) 
was born and educated at Edinburgh, where he was Principal and 
Divinity Professor in the University ; later travelled a good deal; 
became Pushop of Dunblane in 1661 and Archbishop of (Glasgow in 
1669 ; resigned and died at Horsted Keynes in 1684. Ills character, 
in a position likely to attract slander, excited universal admiration ; 
his style (shown chiefly in Conuncntaries on the Scriptures, which 
had an immense influence on Coleridge) has been highly, though 
not always clearly, praised. It belongs to the class of the great 
imaginative styles of his time. Bishop Wilkins (1614-72), a man 
with a rather questionable record, who married Oliver’s sister and 
contrived to make the best of both sides in the struggle between 
King and Parliament, and of both Universities, being Warden of 
Wadham at Oxford and Master of Trinity at Cambridge, w'as an 
early student of physical science, and member of the Royal Society. 
His works, Discovcfy of a New JVor/dy Discourse concerning a New 
Planet^ Mathonatual Magic^ and Essay towards a Philosophical (i.e, 
universal) Language^ display in their very titles the survival of the 
fantastic. His style is simple and lively enough. 

Lastly, the famous school of metaphysical theologians, called the 
Cambridge Platonists, produced in Henry More, the poet, and still 
more in Ralph Cudworth, the author of the True J7itellectual System 
of the Universe (1678), notable prose-writers. Cudworth, born 1617, 
in Somerset, entered Emmanuel College, Cambridge, in 1630, and 
becoming successively Master of Clare, Professor of Hebrew, and 
Master of Christ’s, died 1688. Besides his great book, winch is a sort 
of history of philosophy as well as a contnbution to it, Cudworth wrote 
a treatise on Eternal and Immutable Morality^ and other things. 
Though he has nothing like the vigour and distinction of his enemy, 
Hobbes, as a prose writer, Cudworth stands high among our early 
philosophers for his style, which, if not exactly elegant and never 
splendid, is solid and clear. 



CHAPTER V 


MISCELLANEOUS TKO^E 

Milton’s prose—Its faults and beauties—Sir 'I’homas Hroune— Kchf^o Medici — 
Vulgar Errors—Urn Burial— The Garden of Cyrus —Clarendon—Hobbes 
—Fcllthain— 1 low ell—Walton. 

The eminence of this remarkable period is certainly not least shown 
in the department of mibcellaneous prose. After dealing with the 
theologians, we hav^e still left the prose work of Milton, Sir Thomas 
Browne, Hobbes, and Clarendon, together with not a 
few minor prose writeis of quality fiom Walton down- ^ 
wards. Milton’s prose work, as has been already said, was in the 
main, though not quite wholly, comprised m the twenty years of his 
middle age, and is again mainly, though not quite wholly, controver¬ 
sial in character. The great bulk of it is an instance of the unwisdom 
of objecting to the distinction of matter and manner in literary history. 
If we look at the matter, it requires almost desperate partisanship to 
put mud of Milton’s prose work high. Except the Areopagittca 
and the on Education^ almost all of it is more than question¬ 

able. rhe divorce tiacts are dubious from the point of view of public 
morality, and ludicrously one-sided as expressions of private spleen. 
The rudeness, the sheer ill-manners of the politiCcd and ecclesiastical 
pamphlets are allowed by all except those who decline to see any 
fault in the author of Paradise Lost, Even as a controversialist, all 
questions of l^iste and literary courtesy put aside, Milton is too one¬ 
sided, too passionate, and too w’eak in mere argumentative powder to 
receive high praise from impartial criticism. 

But when we ^urn to the meie form of his prose the case is quite 
altered. It is true that even here praise cannot be indiscriminate, 
and that there have been some who, even on formal grounds, have 
denied to Milton very high rank as a prose-writer. But some trick 
of imperfect sympathy may in such cases be suspected. It is true 
that Milton is by no means a faultless writer; he is, indeed, a very 
faulty one. Nothing is more curious than to see how he, the great 



448 


CAROLINE LITERATURE 


BOOK VII 


architect of the paragraph and the sentence in verse, seems to be 
utterly ignorant of the laws of both in prose, or at least utterly incap¬ 
able or careless of obeying those laws. On many, perhaps on most, 
occasions the gorgeous harmonic phrases, of which in prose as in 
verse he is a master, entirely fail to adjust themselves to any kind of 
symphonic arrangement. They clash and welter against each other, 
or suddenly quaver off into some cacophony or insignificance of close 
which destroys their effect and value. Tlie jileas that Milton’s 
writing was constantly not meiely rhetorictil, but ivatoricnl^ and that 
we must give it the license of heard matter, as well as that his blindness 
latterly made correction difficult, have a certain validity as excuses, 
but not as defence. And the first, at least, can be only partially 
admitted as fact, 'fhere are sentences of Milton’s which, though ugly 
on the page, would be harmonious on the platform or in the pulpit, 
but there arc others, and many of them, which would be ugly any¬ 
where. 

The fact evidently is that Milton, to whom prose was not, as verse 
was, his native organ of speech, sufterecl exceptionally fiom the three 
vices of the prose of his age— the tendency to an unduly laboured 
vocabulary, that to an undul> Latinised syntax, and that 
andl)cauties. cnormously long sentences. For tli(‘ two fiist there 
w’as in his case, as all fair critics have ac'knowledged, 
not merely the excuse that men of letters icad more Latin than 
English, but the particular one that it was the custom, and latterly the 
business, of this man of letters to write more m Latin than in English. 
And it seems strange that any one should be capable of denying the 
splendour of Milton’s prose at its best. The goigeous evocntions of 
vision, how ‘M'or us the Northern Ocean, even to the fio/en Thule, 
was scattered wnth the proud shipwrecks of the Spanish Armada”; 
the thunder of single })hrases, “the dateless and irrev'oluble circle” ; 
the famous comparison between the poet, with his garland and singing 
robes about him, and the same sitting in the cool element of piosc ; 
and the almost more famous one as to the wandering of his younger 
feet among those lofty kibles and romances ; the magnificent search 
for the Dead Truth m the A7ropagitica ^—other things, not much 
below these, are there to prove his cjuahty. We could have had them 
from no one but Milton, for the best of them have a certain quality 
or inseparable accident of egotism, not to say arrogance, about them 
of which Shakespeare and Spenser and Shelley, and otners of the 
greatest, could never have been capable, and which yet gives them 
the swell of their cadence and the thrill of their ring. So let us be 
thankful for even the egotism of Milton. 

The humour which Milton so profoundly lacked, together with 
a certain detachment which (for his and our good, no doubt) he 
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lacked likewise, were both present in the next wTiter to be mentioned, 
the greatest prosc-wnter perhaps, when all things are taken together, 
in the whole range of English. Thomas Browne,^ who 
became Sir Thomas in the last years of his life, was Thomas 
born in London on r9th October 1605. His father, 
who was in trade but of a good Cheshire extraction, died when 
'rhomas was a child, and his mother married a certain Sir Thomas 
Dutton. The boy was sent to school at Winchester, and thence to 
Broadgates Hall, Oxford, which, before he left it, was turned into 
Benibioke College. He took his Master’s degree in 1629, and then 
studied medicine at Leyden, graduating there as doctor. After some 
years of travel and of practice m difthrcnt places, he settled in the 
year 1636 at Norwich, with which city he Mas connected for nearly 
fifty years, marrying a Norfolk lady a few years later, and passing 
bad, worse, and better times (as Fuller’s classification has it) in 
inofifensivc and unmolested prosperity. His knighthood took place 
in 1671, and his death in 1682. Besides letters and a few minor 
miscellanies. Me have from him five capital Morks, \eiy different 
from each other in size, but of ]>retty unifoim excellence as 
literature — /wV/gve? JSTcdici^ written, it Mould ajipear, pretty eaily 
(about 1635), printed till 1642 ; Pscudodo.xta Epuiemica^ 

better known by its English title of Error^^ 1646; Urn 

Burial and the Garden of Cyru% published together in 1658 ; and 
the posthumous Chrislian Morals^ which was not printed till 1716, 
and was edited forty years later by the great light of his college in 
the next century, and its great Christian moralist, Samuel Johnson. 
Every one of these M^orks, from the mere pamphlets M'hich contain 
the third rnd fourth to the bulky treatise on E^rors^ is of the very 
first importani'c in English literature. 

Re/ii^^io Medici has perhaps been the general favourite, a position 
at least deserved by the fact that it contains the first-fruits of 
Browne’s extraordinary style, that it is a sort of key to the others, 
and that it displays, as does no other book, the mental 
attitude of the older and better geneiation of the 
Jacobean and Caroline time. This attitude may be 
taken as resulting from the following cemditions. An immense but 
what we may perhaps call a somewhat lopsided erudition—ancient 
writers and modern MTiters in Latin being insufficiently balanced 
by those in the modern tongues; science, in the modern sense, 
conspicuous, but as yet unorganised ; a wide and deep, but by no 

^ Ed. Simon Wilkin, in 4 vols , reprinted (not quite completely) in three of 
Bohn's Lihiary. Religio Altdict, Christian Morale, Urn Burial, and the Garden 
of Cynn, are accessible in two small volumes of the “ Golden Treasury.” A new 
complete edition has been begun (1905) by Mr. Charles Sayle. 

2 G 
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means necessarily unorthodox, and scarcely at all scornful, scepticism; 
and a gorgeous setting glow of poetical fancy. The result was an 
inevitable melancholy m all the choicer souls, except those where 
“cheerfulness would break in,” as with Fuller; or those who were 
furiously devoted to the strife of the time and otherwise wrapt up in 
themselves, as with Milton—inevitable, though this melancholy might 
be erudite and discursive, as in Burton ; mystical and sensuous, as in 
Donne ; hectically religious, as in Ciashaw ; meditatively so, as in 
Vaughan. In Browne it is, as melancholy, kept in the background, 
lie has not merely, like Burton, his learning ever present, but a 
practical and busy ait ; religious as he is, he does not become 
absorbed in religion like Crashaw or Herbeit or Vaughan ; his blood 
is cooler, and his brain less trammelled with occult things than Donne’s. 
And the result is the a confession of intelligent orthodoxy and 

logical supernaturalism couched m some of the most exquisite English 
ever written. 

The great medley of the Pseudodoxia is more puzzling to modern 
ideas. Here Browne first discusses the general subject of delusion 
in a fashion singularly different from, though perhaps not less 
philosophical than, that which would suggest itself to 

Vu/^ar niost people. Now and then he takes the errors one 
by one, but the fact is that “errors” is not quite the 
right word Bseudodoxy, as opposed to orthodoxy, consists in the 
assumption, as positive truths, of things unproved, in the explanation 
of undoubted phenomena by wrong causes, at least as much as in 
the belief in things certainly false. Very often he will not go 
beyond the position that the popular creed may be, with more 
reason, denied or affirmed ; sometimes he has possible explainings 
away of difficult facts ; and it will readily be anticipated that he 
very often advances hypotheses more difficult for modern science to 
admit than the facts he wishes to explain. He is himself, though 
profoundly sceptical, by no means obstinately incredulous ; and if he 
cannot believe the magical qualities of gems, and must admit that 
“ it hath much deceived the hopes of good fellows what is commonly 
expected of bitter almonds,” he declares “ that an unsavoury odour 
is gentilitious or natural unto the Jews, we cannot well conceive.” 
Yet he is by no means prone, as his great editor and fellow- 
collegian was, to deny things simply because they are strange; 
and the result is that the Pseudodoxia.^ written in a delightful style, 
ranging through a vast multitude of sometimes absurd but almost 
always interesting legends, anecdotes, beliefs, and lighted throughout 
with Browne’s own special candles—his mild intelligence and his 
unaggressive irony—is one of the most charming books existing or 
conceivable. 
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The little tractates called Hydriotaphia or lh‘7i Bitrial^ and The 
Gaf'dc?i of Cyrus contain, the first but some half-hundred, the other 
some hundred small pages; but between them they ^ 

show the quintessence of Hrownc^s thought, and the ' 

palmary examples of his style, 'fhe first is perhaps the chief in¬ 
stance of his melancholy, meditative, yet pifius and not unhopeful 
mysticism, the second of his mysticism fantastic. 1 lydrioiaphia^ 
starting from the fact of the discovery of some sepulchral urns in 
Noifolk, considers first, in a swee{)inj4 yet punctilious generalisation, 
the various historic methods of sepulture, or rather disposal of the 
dead. Then it passes to the sepulchral antiquities of Ihitain, and 
thence to urns and their contents, with some considerations on the 
relative durability of ditferent parts of the human body. A chapter 
on funeral ceremonials, beliefs m immortality or annihilation and the 
like follows, and leads up to the ever-memorable finale, beginning, 
“Now since these dead bones,’’ which has rung in the cars of some 
eight generations as the very and unsurpassable Dead March of Eng¬ 
lish Prose. Every word of this chapter is memorable, and almost every 
word abides in the memory by dint of P)ro\\ ne’s marmoreal phrase, 
his great and grave meaning, and the wonderful clangour and echo 
of his word-music. “Tune, which antiquates anti(|uities,” will have 
some difficulty in destroying this. And through all the chapter 
his style, like his theme, rises, till after a wonderful burst ol 
mysticism, we are left wath such a dying close as never had been 
heard in P2nglish before, “ready to be anything m the ecstasy 
of being ever, and as content with six foot as with the moles of 
Adrianus.” 

The Gt.i'den of Cyrus^ a study on the conveniences and delights 
of the quincunx ( * • ' ) is a c urious and no doubt a designed 
contrast, exhibiting, though without any Fullerian merriment, the 
lighter side of that seventeenth - century quaiiUness, 
which disgusted and puzzled the eighteenth, and which, 
perhaps, the nineteenth has not for the most part 
genuinely sympathised with. We start gravely with the fact (or 
assertion) that Vulcan gave arrows unto Apollo and Diana, the 
fifth day after their nativities, and so pass to the Gardens of 
Antiquity (for Browne is as much a lover of gardens as his younger 
contemporaries Cowley and Evelyn themselves), and to the quin- 
cuncial arrangement of those of Cyrus according to Xenophon, 
with some remarks on the mysteries of decussation and its results, 
the various kinds of crosses. It is finally pointed out that in 
Paradise itself, the first garden, the Tree of Knowledge appropriately 
supplies a centre of this decussation. But the quincunx is far from 
limited to planting—architecture, crowns, beds, nets, tactics, and many 
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other thing^s display it. It, or its number Five, is in tlie flowers in 
gypsum, in honey-combs, in the belly of the water-beetle, “though 
we found not what we expected in the cartilaginous parts of the 
wcasand, and the disccrnable texture of the lungs of frog^s.” The 
excellence of planting in this form is returned to . rams’ horns, by 
the way, will goow if planted at Goa. And lastly, with an apology, 
some other mysteries of Five are touched, till the whole ends again 
with another triumph of elaborate rhetorical art, “Rut the quincunx 
of Heaven runs low,” etc. 

It IS not at all uninteresting or unimportant that the posthumous 
C/ffisf/aji Morals^ though as characteristic of Rrowne’s thought, style, 
and vocabulary as any of the others, has somewhat less finished 
splendour, and indeed ends with a sort of duplication of the finale 
of the Ihni Btn'ial. For this, it must be remembered, the author 
himself never published, and the fact shows (uhat indeed is certain 
from other evidence, both internal and external) that Sir Thomas 
was a very studious corrector of liis own work. Nor could any one 
have improvised such miracles of execution m prose as the best 
things m the earlier books. E\(cpt in these respects, and in the 
somewhat more sober cast which its practical purpose imposes on 
it, the book is entirely of a piece with the others--the same 
gorgeously I.atinised terminology, which somehow never becomes 
stiff or awkward ; the same sententious weight, which is never heavy 
or dull ; the same cunning construction of sentences and paragraphs ; 
and above all, the same extraordinary power of transforming a 
commonplace into the eternal idea corresponding to it by some 
far-reaching image, some illustration quaintly erudite, or even by sheer 
and mere beauty of phrase and expression. 

For this is the gneat merit of lirownc, that, quaint or gorgeous, 
or even, as he sometimes may seem to be, merely tricksy—bringing 
out of the treasures of his wisdom and his wit and his learning 
things new and old, for the mere pleasure of showing them—thought 
and expression are always at one m him, just as they are in the 
great poets. The one is never below the other, and both arc 
always worthy of the placid, partly sad, wdiolly conscious and 
intjelhgent, sense of the riddles of life which serves them as a back¬ 
ground. 

As if to justify Browne’s own theory of the quincunx, there were 
at the same time with him, with Milton, and with 'Faylor, two other 
prose writers of the first class, though of different kinds, Edward 
Hyde, Earl of Clarendon, and Thomas Hobbes. Hyde,^ whose name 
and extraction came from Cheshire, though he was a Wiltshireman by 

^ Clarendon’s works were pre.sented by his heirs to the University of Oxford, 
and have always been issued by the University l^iess, which bears his name. 
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birth, WAS born in 1608, was educated at Oxford (Magda^Jn Hall), and 
then practised law. At first a younger son, he came into the pro¬ 
perty by the death of his brothers. His early Opposi- 
tion attitude in the struggle between the Kin^ and the 
Parliament was, like that of other good lawyers, chiefly dictated by 
dislike of the few or false precedents adduced for some actions of the 
Crown. He was also a very strong Anglican, and irreconcilably opposed 
to Presbyterianism, and from 1641 onward he was the King’s chief 
ostensible adviser, though unluckily his influence was more apparent 
than real. He followed first the King and then the I’rince of Wales, 
becoming later chief minister to Charles II. in his exile and poverty, 
as well as father-in-law to the future James II. At the Restoration 
he still remained Charles’s Prime Minister, but he became, partly no 
doubt by his own fault, unpopular, and being left in the lurch by the 
King, was impeached, and quitted Pmgland 111 1667. He lived at 
Montpellier and Rouen for seven yeais longer, and died at the Norman 
capital in 1674. Nothing of his was published till the eighteenth 
century, but he had written much, beginning his famous history, in 
the narrow' room ot Scilly, as early as 1646. Later he wrote his 
own Lift\ but for literature his importance consists in the History of 
the Great Rebellion^ not published till 1704. 

Clarendon’s personal character and his political action have, as 
was inevitable, been judged rather loo much according to the judge’s 
political sympathies, and this fashion of judgment has extended even 
to his literary merits. On these hist, how’ever, there should be no 
serious difference. His demerits are sufficiently obvious—they 
consist first m an awkward syntax, secondly, and still more, in the 
most extrav-'i ilinary sentences, piled u]} to appalling bulk by additions, 
parentheses, and a complete contempt of the humble art of punctua¬ 
tion. His merits, on the other hand, are, as regards the general 
scheme of his book, w'hat has justly been ( ailed an epical composition 
-—a sense of the central story and its unfolding ; and in regard to 
individual passages, a singular accomplishment and skill. Few 
historians, jirolix as he seems to be, can describe a given event—a 
battle, a debate or what not—with more \ividness than Clarendon. 
But not one in all the long list of the great practitioners of the art has 
such skill at the personal Character. This character, it has been already 
observed, w'as a favviurite exercise of the time, both in France and in 
England ; but Clarendon’s are fiir the greatest. He is accused of 
partisanship by partisans, but this would matter little, even if the 
accusation were just. For w'hat we want to see is how' Clarendon 
can draw us the portrait he wanted to paint. Its justice concerns 
history: literatui e is only busied w'ith its art. 

Thomas Hobbes w'as tw'enty years older than Clarendon. He 
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came from the same county (wliere, at Malmesbury, he was born on 
5th April 1588) and went to the same college. When quite a young 
man he became attached, as tutor, to the family of 
Cavendish, and rcin.imcd a friend, and for the most part 
an inmate, of that family for almost the whole residue of his long life, 
lie was accpiainted with Bacon, and, it would seem, with most of the 
literary men of the ( .'qiital in the days of James and Charles, but 
published nothing hims( 4 f till 1628, and then only a translation— 
though a very remarkable one—of Thiuydides. He w^as much 
abroad, sometimes m charge of pujiils, but published nothing of his 
own till 1642, when /V apjieared. Tlie moie famous Leviaiha?i 
did not appear till nine years later, in its author’s grnnd climacteric. 
Hobbes was ])ensioned at the Restoration, but still liv('d chiefly with 
the Devonshire family, and died at their seat of Hardwick Hall in 
Derbyshire on 4th December 1679, ha\ing come well within a decade 
of seeing both the Armada and the Revolution. His work ^ is 
extensive, and miuh oi it exists in duplicate, for Hobbes follow^ed 
Bacon’s plan of issuing his work both in Latin and English. His 
eccentric fancy of trying to translate Homer into verse, with an 
excessively w'ooden result, is of no mqiortance for literature, nor are 
his generally mistaken mathematical w’orks. But his books on 
politii.al and othei jihilosophy <ire the fust things on the subject in 
English w'liidi unite \ery original thought W'lth a masterly and 
individual style. 'Ehe extreme nominalism of their metaphysics, the 
absolutism of their politics, and the rather inferential than declared 
freethought of their religion, do not c:oncern us here, though all had 
a great effect on English philosophy, and through it, by w’ay of 
answers, deductions, and the like, on English literature. 

Hobbes, how ever, imght have been much less remarkable in these 
points, and yet ha\e hdd a very important place in the history of 
literature itself. His style stands very much alone, and with the 
usual allow\'mce for ]iersonal idiosynciasy, seems to have been formed 
by two mam influences. The first of these w'.'is his practice in 
translating Thucydides, whom he has follow'cd, m the brevity 
and pregnant compression of his m.inner, without imitating the 
Thucydidcan license of syntax. I'hc second may be connected with 
his own philosophical doctrines, wdiich made him regard wnrds as 
things of stable and rigid signification, to be kept strictly to certain 
conciete meanings, and handled with the same absence of vagueness 
as if they were fignies or coins. If there is any style before him to 
which his bears special resemblance, it is that of Ben Jonson, while 
there are also, and naturally, a few resemblances to Bacon. As a 

^ Ed. Molcswoiih. 16 vols London, 1839-45. The English works fill ten of 
these, with an eleventh foi index. 
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whole, though devoid of ornament to a degree which may sometimes 
seem almost repulsive, it is one of admirable vigour, clearness, and 
adaptability, especially for argumentative purposes. It shows at once 
most popularly, and not to least technical advantage, in the wonderful 
little treatise on Ifmmm Nature. 

At least five other prose writers of this period must receive a 
short detailed notice—-Fclltham, Howell, Walton, Harrington, and 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury. 

Of Owen Felltharn (c. \ 6 oo-c. 1680), once more, “ little or nothing 
is known.’^ He was a Suffolk man, and wrote several things m prose 
and verse, but his fame rests entirely on his Rc^oh'cs.^ Although 
this book was so popular that a ninth edition at least 
appeared during the author’s lifetime, and an elc\ enth m 
1708, after which it went out of fashion for a century, we do not 
know exactly when the first edition appeared 'J'he second is dated 
1628. It IS, in fact, a book of Essays, showing the extremely 
strong nisus of the tune tow’ards that form. There are a hundred 
and eighty-five of them, in subjects and general treatment somewhat 
resembling Bacon’s, though far less magniloquent. Yet Felltharn 
wrote well, thought wisely, and sometimes gives curiously fresh traits 
and touches of his tunc in manner as well as thought. His verses 
in the metaphysical kind are more curious than poetical, his 
observations on the Low Countries shrewd enough, and some letters 
agreeable. 

Felltham’s letters, however, are few, and by no means the most 
noteworthy part of his work ; those of James Howell hold one of the 
principal places in English epistolary literature, and being themselves 
considerable in bulk, have survived, almost alone, from a 
much larger body of compositions by their author. He was 
born at Abernant m Carmarthenshire about 1594, was educated at 
Hereford School and Jesus College, Oxford, and showing aptitude 
for business, had various commissions abroad of a commercial nature 
at Venice (to import glass-workers), in Spam (to recover debts due 
in England), etc. At home he was one of Ben Jonson’s “ sons,” and 
had numerous patrons through whom he obtained divers employ¬ 
ments, ending in the important one of Clerk of the Council. This, 
however, was just before the outbreak of the Rebellion, and Howell 
reaped from it chiefly imprisonment. He became Historiographer 
Royal at the Restoration, and died in 1666. His Letters^ which 

^ Reprinted early in the nineteenth century by Cummings (London, 1820), but 
m a somewhat garbled form. The contemporary editions are preferable. 

Contemporary copies also numerous, indeed editions continued to be 
multiplied till well into the eighteenth century. Mr. Jacobs has edited a hand¬ 
some reissue (2 vols. London, 1890) 
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alone need concern us licrc, extend over a very lonj^ period, 
and in some cases certainly, m many probably, are not so much 
genuine letters as Plssays thrown into epistolary form. At other 
times, however, and specially in those deahnj^ with his foreign travels, 
there is no reason to suspect their trustworthiness, and the medley of 
their subjects, dealt with in a gossiping style, but by no means without 
knowledge, and with a curious profusion of details of the most 
various kind, has always been found agreeable by good judges. 

We still rise in the scale of general acceptance as we come to 
Izaak Walton,! one of the most popular, and justly popular, of 
English writers. He was bom at Stafford m August 1593, but 
became a Londoner, and carried on the trade of linen 
draper, “sempster,” etc. His first wife was a great- 
grand-niece of Cranmer, and his second a half-sister of Ken, con¬ 
nections not more causing, than siiringing from, his intimate and 
deep affection and loyalty to the Church of England. He was the 
friend of Donne, of Ihshops Morley, Sanderson, and King, and of Sir 
Henry Wotton, lived latterly at Winchester, where his son-in-law 
Dr. Hawkins was prebendary, and died there in J6S3. He lives in 
literature by his Complete Anj^te?'^ the first edition of w’hirh—it was 
afterwards much altered and supplemented by Cotton—appeared in 
ib53, in the depth of Fuller’s “woise times,” and by five short but 
admirable biographies of Donne, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, and San¬ 
derson. It is impossible to overjiraisc Walton’s books, which are 
among the most unique and agreeable possessions of English literature, 
but it is possible to mispraise them, and this has often been done. It 
is ciuestionable whether he had any literary art ; his charm is exactly 
that of the conversation of one of the rare children W'ho from time to 
time concentrate the charms of childhood. As he happened to live in 
the greatest of our literary ages ; as he had no vanity, no bad taste, 
great friends, and the luck to set out what he thought about them, 
and about his favourite pastime cjuite simply, he is admirable and 
delectable, and stands by himself. 

The brother of one of his heroes. Lord Herbert of Cherbury,- is 
as pretty and complete a contrast to Walton as can well be imagined. 
In Walton, for all his infantile grace, there is not a touch of the cox¬ 
comb. Lord Herbert is coxcombry personified. He was born early 
enough (i583) to take a strong cast of the Islizabethan character, 
but he displays only its foibles, or some of them. His poems, which 
arc not numerous, du->play a tone wdiich, though never religious and 
not always moral, is still that of his brother transposed ; their chief 

^ Editions innumeiablo 

” Autobiogj-aphy, ed S L Lee, London, 1886 , Poems, cd J ('. Collins, 
London, 1881 
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interest is the occurrence in them of the In Memoriam metre, with 
not a few instances of its well-known cadence, and of the mould of 
phrase and thought which, like the Spenserian, it imposes almost 
automaticcdly on poets. He wrote m Latin Dc Vcritatc^ Rcltgio 
Laici^ and other things which have the not covctable honour of 
having founded Enj^hsh Deism, and are, at any rale, expressions of 
the scepticism which in nobler contempor.iries produced magnificent 
work. His English productions ar(‘ a Hisioty of He?iry IV//,, 

printed the year after his death, which occurred in 1648, and his 

very astonishing and rather pojiular Atitobiog^'aphy, which did not 
appear till Horace Walpole printed it in 1764. Herbert behaved 
very badly in the Rebellion, and his own ac counts of his personal 
prowess earlier are uncorroborated by external e\ idence ; but he is 
not inconsiderable as a man of letters. If Shakespeare knew him, 
which IS quite possible, it is a thousand jiities that he did not put 
him into a play. The counterfeit would have had, and deserved, <all 
the literary graces of Adriano de Armado and of Polonius in his 
speeches ; in his actions he might have supplied a digmhcd pendant 
to Parollcs. 

James Harrington,^ a much more agreeable person, and a better 
though ciuaintcr writer, may fitly close this chapter. He was the 

son of a knight m the county of Rutland. He was born in 1611, 

and was a member of Trinity College, Oxford, came early into a 
fair fortune, and enjoyed the advantages of travel and court attend¬ 
ance. Though of republican imnciples, he syTiipathetically attended 
Charles 1 . in his captivity, and was with the King to the “memorable 
scene” itself. During the interregnum (1656) he wrote Oceana. At 
the Resto*. ition he was imprisoned, but released, and lived till 1677. 

H.irrington was undoubtedly mad at certain times, and perhaps 
not quite sane at any. Uut his imaginary Commonwealth, Oceana,'-^ 
makes the subject of a very delightful though excessively odd book, 
wherein the project for a doctrinaire republic is worked out with all 
the learning, all the quaintness, and almost all the splendour of these 
mid-scventeenth-century writers, and with a profusion of fancy that 
never conies very far shoit of expression suitable to it. His other 
works are mostly unimportant. 

^ Not to he coiifoiiudccl with the earlier Sir John Har(r)ington (1561-1612), 
godson of (^ueen Elizabeth, translator of Ariosto, and authoi of some seiious litera¬ 
ture, and some cunosities thereof. 

“ Ed H Morley, London, 1887 



CHAPTER VI 

SCO'IS POETRY AND PROSE 

Reformation verse— Alexander vScott —Montgomerie— Sir Robert Ayton—The Earl 
of Stirliin;- 1 )ruiiimond—Prose- Thi Complaint of Scotland —Knox and 
Buchanan—King Janies—Sir Thomas h/rciuhart. 

When we last handled the special Scottish division of English litera¬ 
ture, it was up to the death of Sir D.ivicl Lyndsay, and not long 
before the birtii of James VI. and T. James had not been long dead, 
his son was but just executed, when dehnitely Scots literature came 
to an end altogether, or was continued, in poetry and belles lettres at 
least, only by a few stragglers like the Sempills of Beltrees,^ to the 
lime when the oldei part of it was revived as a curiosity by Watson 
and Allan Ramsay, and inspired some fresh attempts. To endeavour 
to account for this is not necessary ; indeed, all such accounts must 
be mainly guesswork. It is enough to say that, as in the other case 
of the dying out of Anglo-Saxon, the most obvious explanation is by 
no means the safest or most jirobable. As there would probably 
have been little more Anglo-Saxon literature if there had been no 
Conciueror in 1066, so there would prob.ibly have been little Scots 
literature had there been no Union of Crowns in 1603. Both lan- 
gmages were ceasrng^ to be equal to the literary demands on them, and 
both ceased to jiroduce literature. 

The Reformation struggle itself contributed a little to Scottish 
verse, but it cannot be said to ha\c contributed much to Scottish 
poetry. T'he famous Gude and Godlie Ballaies'^ —perhaps due to 
the Vedderburncs or Wedderburns—and the miscellanies 
mostly attributed to Robert Sempill (not one of the 
Bcllrees family), which have been collected as Satirical 
Poems of the Reformatio 7 i^^ are very rarely of poetical value. Hardly 

* See their Poems, cd. Paterson, Edinburgh, 1849. I'here is, however, some 
guesswork about the attributions 

- Ed Mitchell, S.T.S., ICdinbuigh, 1897. 

* Ed. Cranstoun, IST.S,, 2 vols Edinburgh, 1891. 
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anything in the former repeats the vigour and “ go ” of the celebrated 
“Hey, trix! trim go trix !” which Sir Walter, as far as he could, 
inserted m The Abbot. The other “ Gude and Godlie ” pieces are 
either pious but not specially poetical, or else smirched with the 
savage morosencss whicli is the disgrace of the Protestant party. 
This appears to a far worse degree in the “ Satirical ” poems. Some 
of these, which have very little to do with the KcTorniation, arc simply 
ballads, rather ribald but not unamusing, yet hardly ever poetical. 
Still, we may congratul.ite ourselves that the authors wrote them 
rather than such serious and decorous work as that of John Holland,^ 
who is the chief named poet between Lyndsay and Scott.- Rolland, 
of whom very little is known, but who seems to have been a Dalkeith 
man, composed two poems of some length, both on merely media'val 
and, or at latest, lifteenth-centiir)^ subjects, and in styles to match— 
The Scum Saocs and The Court of Venus. It is perhaps enough to 
say that in tlie latter he very nearl) clears away the shame of Eng¬ 
land when Lydgate and Occleve are compared with Ilenryson and 
Dunbar. He certainly provides the very dullest and most prosaic 
poetry, if not exactly the worst verse, of the entire school, whether 
northern or southern. 

The latest poets of distinction in the older Scots were, how^ever, 
found, a little after these, in Alexander Scott and Alexander Mont¬ 
gomerie. Here also w-e cannot but be struck by the extreme antiquity 
of their forms as compared with those of their Plnglish contemporaries. 
Scott, who was in all probability still writing when Spenser began, 
is almost indistinguishable except philologically, if even so, from 
Dunbar ; 'J'he Cherry and the S/ae^ Montgomerie’s great work, is in 
the exact allijgorical tone of the fifteenih and even of the fourteenth 
century, though its author docs not seem to ha\e died much before 
Shakespeare. 

Scott, liowever, redeems the poetical fame of the reign of Queen 
Mary. We know' really nothing about him. We can even date 
only two of his poems,^ the Lament of the Master of Erskine^ 
who was killed at Pinkie, and the JiWcome to Queen 
Mary in 1562. He seems to have been unlucky in his 
married life, and if he is the “ old Scott ” to whom 
Montgomery refers, he w^as apparently no more successful than 
most poets in acquiring a fortune. But all this, except the dates, 
comes to really nothing. From him, or attributed to him, we have 

^ Seuin Sa^^es, Bannalyne Chib, 1837; Court of Venus, ed. Gregor, S.T.S., 
Edinburgh, 1884 

2 7 Vie Court of Venus, not printed till 1575, seems to have been written before 
1560. 

^ Ed. Cranstoun, S T.S , Edinburgh, 1896 
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just three dozen pieces, none of them long. Most arc love-poems, 
the rest comjilimenlary, satirical, or occasional in one way or another, 
with one or two sacred - in fact the usual farrago of the poets of his 
time. Scott has no one favourite metre ; he will write m octaves with 
abundance of “aureate” terms—“geneliicc,” “celsitude,” and the 
like—as in the address to Queen Mary ; in the popular C 7 /r/s/’s Ktrk 
on ike Green metre, as m the “jousting and debate between Adam¬ 
son and Sym ” ; and in many other metres, mostly lyrical, and all 
managed with skill. He is not free from the excessive coarseness in 
phraseology which has already been noted, and, unlike Lyndsay, he 
does not accompany looseness of speech with any great preciseness 
in moral teaching. Hut he is a really agreeable poet of love in his 
way, playful, musical, and in the poem which bears the epigraph, 
“When his Wife Left him,” really pathetic, with a not unmanly 
revulsion later to the indij^nant resolve to “ choose ane other and 
forget her,” instead of continuing “to break mine heart and not the 
better,” the last phrase forming, with slight changes, the refrain of the 
poem. 

Alexander Montg'omcric ^ is a much more tangible person, and a 
rather more considerable poet than Scott; yet e\en about him our 
personal information is by no means abundant. He is said to have 
been born at Ha/elhead Castle in Ayrshire, not later 
Montgomerie I 550 , and to have belonged to a junior blanch of 

the Eglmton family. Another tradition identifies the scene of The 
Cherry and /he S/ae with the junction of the 'Larff and the Dee just 
above Kirkcudbright. He was m the service of the Regent Morton, 
and then m the King’s about 1578, being^ called “Captain,” with 
exactly what nght is not known. James received sonnets from him, 
and Cjuotes him in his Te'iulrs and Cauielis {iddc f)ost\ but it does not 
appear that he ever did much for him, except giving him 500 merks 
a year, chargeable on the Archbishopric of Glasgow. He mentions 
many persons, some known, some unknown, as his friends. He got 
into some not clearly defined trouble, was dismissed from court, and 
lost his pension, but had it restored or confirmed by legal process in 
1588, and we know that he was dead m 1615. 

1 Lis w^orks consist of one long and (at least by name) tolerably 
well-known poem. The Cherry and the S/ae^ a “ Flyting ” of the old 
kind with Hume of Polvvarth, seventy sonnets, about as many more 
short miscellaneous poems, mostly secular, about half a score devo¬ 
tional pieces, and not quite a score versions of psalms and canticles. 

The Cherry and the S/ae is allegorical, though there is not uni¬ 
versal consent as to w'hat the allegory is. It turns at any rate on the 


^ Ivl Cranstoiin, S.T S , F.dinlmigh, 1887. 
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contra*;! between the cherry growing aloft and afar, the sloe beneath 
and at hand, the cherry sweet and precious, the sloe bitter and despised. 
A high-born love and a lowly one, virtue and vice, have been sug¬ 
gested, to which one might obviously add success and failuic, learning 
and an idle life, and a hundred other pairs. The metre is peculiar, 
and became extremely popular in Scotland, so that it is better known 
by imitations than in the original, and may possibly have been com¬ 
bined by Montgomerie himself, though, as we have seen, northern 
poets in the alliteration -f metre-and-rhjane stage had been extremely 
curious in their complicated arrangements. It is a quatorzain made 
up of the common sixain of 886886, rhymed aabaab^ then a quatrain, 
8686, rhymed eded^ and then another quatrain of sixes, rhymed 
cfgf internally in the odd lines, and simply at the end in the even. 
Except that the complete separation of the rhymes of these three 
subdivisions rather interferes with the unity of the whole, it is a very 
artful and agreeable devace. There are J14 such stanzas in the 
piece, making nearly 1600 lines, and Cupid, Hope, PAperience, 
Reason, Will, Danger, and olhei old friends, from the days of the 
Rose downwards, take part in the conversation. T^ut to modern 
readers the pleasant opening description (again the old Rose descrip¬ 
tion, but agreeably varied), the more original picture of the cherry- 
crowned crag and the effort to scale it, some well-expressed saws of 
mother wit, and a fine final stanza of praise, supply its attractions. 
The Flyiing^ alliterative, and of course foul-mouthed, is merely a 
curiosity, 'fhe spnnets, though not without a certain stiffness w'hich 
w^e find in all the early attempts at that form in our language, have 
stateliness and even positive beauty, especially those to his mistress, 
who has be en identified with his kinsw'oman. Lady Margaret Mont¬ 
gomerie. Many of his miscellaneous poems are to the same or other 
loves, though we have among them a burlesque Navigation^ and 
some strictly miscellaneous matter. It is perhaps on these that 
Montgomerie’s claims may be most surely based, for he show^s in them 
more variety, as well as more strength, than Scott does. There is a 
quite^resh note in a piece which begins on an old string— 

llay ! now the day dawis 

The transition is curiously sharp to Sir Robert Ay ton, who was 
more than a child at the probable date of the death of Scott, and a 
man far advanced in middle life before that of Montgomerie. He 
was a cadet of the family of Ay ton of Kinaldie in Fife, 
and took his degree (having been born in 1570) at St. 

Andrews in 1588. He travelled, but after the accession 

of James to the English throne came to court, was knighted, and 
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became private secretary to Anne of Denmark, a position which he 
afterwards filled in the hoiiscliold of Henrietta j\Liria. He had 
diplomatic employments abro.id, and at home was familiar with all 
the English wits from Tien Jonson downward. He died in 1638, 
and is buried in Westminster Abbey. He wrote in a good many 
languages, but the important thing for us is that his English poems 
do not affect the slightest Scots dialect. The most famous of them 
is the universally known 

I do confess (hou’it sniof)th and fair ; 

while he has claims, inferior to those of Scmpill, on the authorship of 
the original of AulJ Jjing Sync. 

The tendency which Ayton ^ thus show's to abandon tlie Scots 
altogether ~a tendency which may be partly accounted for by the 
wish to get rid of the associated traditions of alliteration and 
allegory, partly by the temptations of a wider audience m Southern 
English—is shown much more strikingly, and m greater bulk and 
variety of illustration, by tw'O poets who are usually linked, William 
Ale.\ander, Earl of Stirling, and William Drummond of Hawthornden, 
to whom the great Marquis of Montrose may be added. 

The first named “ was born at Menstrie, near Allo*i, at a date not 
precisiily ascertained - it used to be put at about J 580, but some hold 
that to be about a clo/en years loo late. He w^as w'ell educated, and 
travelled w ith the seventh E.iil of Argyll, to whose house 
his family seems to have been for some time attached. 
And he published most of his work, the sonnets called 
Aurora and the curious Mofuu\/iical Tra^i^eifics of Croesus^ Darius^ 
Alexander^ and Julius Caesar^ so early that they were all done 
by 1607. ITc was knightc'd, became a member of the house¬ 
hold first of I’rince Henry and then of Prince Charles, had employ¬ 
ment in Scotland, and in 1614 began a poem on Doomsday, which 
he afterwards continued on a scale suitable to the subject. In 1621 
he was grantee of the whole of Nova Scotia, m 1626 Secretary for 
Scotland, and in 1630 was raised to the peeiage as Viscount Stirling, 
the earldom being afterwards bestowed upon him. He died in 
London in 1640. 

Lord Stirling is a distinct Elizabethan. His strange monarchic 
tragedies were probably suggested by Fulke (Treville, and their 
choruses and dedications contain much stately work. The Exhorta¬ 
tion to Prince Henry, which some have called his best thing, belongs 
to the same class as much of the work of Drayton, Daniel, and 
Chapman, from which Doomsday and the less jiortentous Jonatha^i 

^ Ed. Rogers, London, 1871 
Part in Chalmers . complete, 3 voL Glasgow, 1870. 
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are also not far. The Aurora collection of sonnets, songs, sestines, 
elegies, etc., in the same way resembles many pieces of the lyric 
yield of the last decade of the sixteenth century, and was but a few 
years later in publication (1604). The unfortunate thing for the poet is 
that he comes extremely late, and that his by no means inconsiderable 
beauties are scattered over such an enormous mass of woik as to be 
discerned and enjoyed only by an effort even more considerable. 

In this as in other respects Drummond of Ilawthornden ^ had the 
advantage over his friend. Dc was born at the much-visited and 
beautiful seat of his family on 13th December 1585, was educated at 
the High School and University of Edinburgh, studied 
also in France, and succeeded his father in 1610. He 
lived for forty years after this, chiefly at his own home, marrying 
twice, but losing his first wife after a year, and remaining eighteen 
years a widower ; entertaining Hen Jonson {v. suprd)^ enjoying the 
friendship of most distinguished persons in Scotland and many in 
England. His death in 1649 ’s said to have been hastened by grief 
for Charles I., but he had submitted (unwillingly, it is true) to the 
Covenant. His rotes of Ben Jonson’s conversations have brought 
some obloquy on him, but the defence that he himself seems never 
to have intended them for publication has vailidity, and at the worst 
they are rather indiscreet than malevolent. Drummond was a very 
considerable man of letters, and jierhaps the best known Scottish 
poet between Dunbar and Bums. He began with elegiac verses on 
Prince Henry in 1613, and altogether left a good deal, the chief 
items being Forth Feasting a complimentaiy address to James in 
1617 on his return to Scotland ; an amusing but not quite certainly 
genuine macaronic poem called Ihtlcmo-AMiddima; a prose tract 
entitled the Cypres^; Grove^ which is a fine piece of musical and 
melancholy Jacobean prose ; and a great number of miscellaneous 
poems, sacred and profane, sonnets, madrigals, and epigrams, trans¬ 
lations, elegies, hymns ; and, in short, all the miscellanea of the 
Caroline muse. 

The extreme beauty occasionally recognisable in Drummond’s 
verse is marred first by a certain tone of the literary exercise, by a 
suggestion, at least as strong as in the case of his friend Alexandei, 
that he would not have written if he had not had the great 
body of Elizabethan and other poetry before him ; and secondly 
(though, indeed, this is only the same fault in another form) by a 
distinct deficiency in spontaneity, ease, and flow. Yet he is a very 
charming poet, especially in his madrigals and some of his sonnets, 
possessed of an elaborate courtly grace that does not exclude passion, 

( ^ Also not quite completely in Chalmers. Separately by Cunningham and 

Turnbull, and in the "Muses’ Library,” Life by ProfeSbOi Masson, X873. 
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and though never reaching the consummate expression of the best of 
his English contemporaries, yet very little behind them. 

The verses which ha\e made the special fame of Montrose arc so 
few that they need but mention ; so delightful that mention of them 
could not possibly be avoided. “ Great, good, and just ” and “ He 
cither fears his fate too much” have secured their place and arc 
never likely to be put out of it. They are contained m a hundred 
anthologies ; but may be best sought in Dr. Hannah’s admirable 
collection of CouriJy Poei^^ which, beyond its special purpose, serves 
as a thesaurus of much occasional work of the best kind during the 
period covered by this and the two preceding Dooks, including the 
whole of the probable poetical work, strangely beautiful at times, of 
Sir Walter Raleigh, the graceful and interesting copies of verses 
w’hich we owe to Wotton, and many pleasing things by Wyatt and 
Vaux, Oxford and Essex, Tichborne and Southwell, Dyer and Sandys. 

Wc have previously considered the reasons of the lateness of 
Scottish poetry, and incidentally those of the still greater lateness of 
Scottish prose. But no reasons, however reasonable, will ever entirely 
remove surprise that Thr Complaint of Sc oil amt (1549), 
-w'hidi dates from the very eve of the middle of the 
sixteenth century, should be u}) to the pri^sent time, and should 
have every chance of continuing to be, the earliest known original 
woik of any importance in the kind, while even this is in very 
large part not original at all. Moreover, its style is as antique 
as its date is belated. It is not merely that the “aureate” 
term, the rhciorigueitr language, of the fifteenth century pervades 
and saturates it, but that the general scheme is scarcely more 
modern than—is scarcely so modern as—that of Chaucer’s Boethius^ 
more than a century and a half earlier. This curious mixture of 
archaism and pedantry continued to distinguish Scots prose until it 
ceased, as a characteristic and national language, to be written ; and 
as Professor Ker has well obseiwed on this very subject, we sec it at 
least as late as Sir Thomas Urquhart, who has it sujiremely. The 
Comptaint itself, in substance and scheme a violent 
'^ofu^ilnd!^ diatribe against England (not surprising^, inasmuch as it 
was written just after Tinkie), is treated like a prose 
Romance of the Rose so far as the tendency of the author to digress, 
divagate, and make excursions in every possible direction is con- 

^ In the “ Aldine Poets,” London ; const.mtly reprinted. 

There had been, of course, translations, but even these ari' not very early 
Bcllenden, in the eaily sixteenth century, was the first inijiGrtant and consider¬ 
able translator into Scots 'Hie standard edition of the Complanit is that of Dr. 
Murray, E.E.T.S., 1872-73. It includes some slightly earlier tracts. John Gau’s 
Kzght Way to the Kingdom of Heaven (ed. Mitchell, S.T.S., Edinburgh, 1887) 
was translated and adapted from the Dani.sh as early as 1533. 
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cerned. The book is not solely a literary curiosity, but it is very 
mainly so. 

The Complaint is anonymous,1 and therefore borrows no interest 
from known or supposed authorship. The same cannot, perhaps, 
quite be said of the English writings of the two most famous of the 
.author’s countrymen and contemporaries, John Knox 
and George Buchanan. ^ The piquant title of the former’s 
principal early work, The First Flast of the Trumpet 
aj^ainst the Afonstrous Reifment of Womerty 1558, is the best part of 
it; the History of the Rtformation has something of the quaintness 
but little of the attraction of its lime ; his tracts and letters have 
sm.all literary interest. In fact, Knox was only in a very minor 
degree a man of letters at all. He was simply an ecclesiastical 
politician, using the press, which had become already one of the 
most powerful of political engines. His English writing is clear, 
vigorous, .and not incorrect; but it amis at nothing more. 

Buchanan, on the contr.ary, was .a man of letters first of all, 
though he made a figure m politics. lUit his literary woik was, in 
its greatest and by far its best part, written in a dead language. As 
we have seen, his own country, for forty years and more after he was 
born in 1506, had little or no prose literature, and her poetry was 
dropping off. He himself w.as more a Frenchman than a Scot by 
domicile for the greater part of his life, seeing th.at, from the time when 
as a young man he left St. Andrews till long past his fiftieth year, he, 
save for one short interval, was resident in France. His occupation 
was mainly pedagogic. Montaigne w.as under him .at Bordeaux, 
and he wrote L.itin pl.ays .and poems of real, though, even when 
every allowa n(,c is made, rather exaggerated, merit. His work in the 
vernacular is \ery srn.dl, and consists of political pamphlets, the chief 
of which is the sa\’age but ingenious Chamacleony directed with a 
certain amount of reason .against Maitland of Lethington. Buch,anan 
is less “ .aureate ” than the author of the Complainty a little more 
florid than Knox, and on the wdiole, as indeed we should expect, 
holds the position of something like a Scottish Ascham in style, 
though with a stiffness and tendency to pedantry which may justly 
be charged, not merely upon his own more pedantic temperament, 
but on the infinitely less advanced condition of Scots as a literary 
language when compared with English. 

The polemic temper and purpose of these men reflects itself in 

^ Tt has been attributed, like the Gude and God he Dallates, to the Dundee 
Wedderburns. 

Mr. Arber has given The First Blast in the “English Scholar’s Library,” 
London, 1878. The best edition of Knox’s Works is that of Laing, 6 vols. 
Edinburgh, 1846, sq. 7 'he English opuscula of Buchanan have been edited by 
P. Ilume Brown, S.T.S., Edinburgh, 1892. 

2 H 
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most of their contemporaries and successors, and tlie wjde spread oi 
it may indeed be fairly charged in part with the stciihty of Scots m 
literature proper. Ninian Wmzct, the cliief pamphleteer on the 
Roman sidcy is early, was a. learned and inj^iciuoiis wntcr, and con¬ 
trasts very favourably with his opponent Knox in tone and temper; 
})Lit still he IS no ^oeat man of letters, nor are the McK'illcs (Sir 
James, 1535-1607 ; Andrew, 1545-1622 ; James, 1556-1614), Spottis- 
woode, llaillic, and otliers later, such. They arc interestin^i’ by their 
matter and by the racy quaintness which hardly failed any one then. 

The Reulis afid Caulclis^ of Kinj^ James have been 
King James. j-cfei-red to, and arc a not unimportant document 

m the history of English criticism ; the Counterblast to Tobacco, the 
BasihJeon Doron, and the Dcmonolooy are known, at least by their 
titles, to all, and there is a very large residue of chiefly theological 
work. J>ut he is only a good jdain writer, not equal to his own 
recorded powers in conversation, or those lent him by the greatest 
man of letters of the nation that he hist ruled. Still, Scots prose 
was to prodiK e one last delightful example, concentrating, heightening, 
embellishing, and preserving for ever all its ovmi mf>st racy character¬ 
istics, in Sir'I'homas Urquhart,- Knight of Cromarty, and. 
Sir Ti.omas odici* sense than most of us, a descendant in lineal 

and specified genealogy from Adam. lie was born in 
1605, took a stronj> part on the Royalist side, shared in the “Trot of 
Turriff,” was knighted m 1641, fought at Worcester, and died just at 
the moment of the Restoration. Jlis known work consists of a trans¬ 
lation of Rabelais and of several most singular tractates on mathematics, 
linguistics, and what not, with w^onderful Greek compound titles, and 
written in a language which is Eupfiues and Sir Thomas Browne 
rolled into one, and extra-illustrated by national and personal 
peculiarities. It is impossible to read IJrquhart without conceiving 
a strong liking for the man and a great admiration for his literary 
powers; but it must be admitted that it was well he left no 
school. 

’ Ed. Arbcr, with Gascoigne’.s Slcil Glass, etc. Not much else has been 
recently reprinted 

, ^ There is, unluckily, no complete edition of Urquhait The Rabelais has 
been often reprinted , the Maitland Club collet ted his quaint ticatises, Trtsso- 
tetras, LoyopandcLieiMon, etc.; but there is s.iid to be otluT imprinted m.atter. In 
fuller space the historian Pitseottie, the collectors Maitland and Bannatyne (more 
precion.s to liteiature than many men of l('tters), Scot of Scotstarvet, Mure of 
Kowallan, Alexander Hume, and Robert Ker, Earl of Ancrum (known by one 
fine sonnet), could claim notice, and even here they claim mention. 



INTKRCllAP VI 1 

Tiik present Intcrcliapter must be so ronlrlvcd as to pay a double 
debt, and to suminanse not merely the Caroline sub-period but the 
entire literary age which is still, and justly, called P 31 izabethan by 
those who are not studious of innovation for innovation’s sake. 

In the first respect our recapitulation m the three kinds should 
have been made unusuahy easy by the chajHers which have gone 
before. In all three the mark, if not of decadence—that is a dangerous 
word—yet of (oinpletion of phase, is very distinct, 'bhere is not a touch 
of it, save for the most unessential things, in Milton ; but then Milton is 
one of those examples which come, fortunately, from time to time, to 
prove the folly of any strict “evolution” theory m letters, and the superi¬ 
ority of a theory of ievolution tempered by permanence. He dwells 
a])art ; but the rest, whether poets, prose-writers, or dramatists, tell of 
the future as much by their excellences as by their shortcomings./ 
For delight Caroline poetry, in the characteristic form of it, has fowl' 
superiors , but no one who keeps his critical head can say that lijs 
.’harms have not a touch of the morbid. They consist in extrenf.e 
strangeness, in cpiintessenced and preternatural art, rather than in tll'c 
direct and sim])le appeal in transcenclence to nature. We w^ould niot 
lose them for anything; but we feel that they are something of tjhe 
kiiul of Ninon dc Lenclos, their contemporary, who fascinated tjhe 
giandsons of her first admirers. And then, side by side with the)m, 
there is the phenomenon, never known except in periods of cclipjse, 
of a quite different s< hool growing and flourishing. In these thimgs 
there is no possibility of mistake. The fear or hope of change! is 
hardly even perplexing, it is so clear. I 

The same signs present themselves in drama, but more unmis¬ 
takably still, and with far less of compensation. Once more/, we 
would not lose the best plays written after the accession of Charleis I., 
but the loss would by no means be the occasion of such (grief 
as we should feel if we had known and were suddenly, by kome 
malignant power, forced to forget, except in vague recall of /their 
charm, Herrick and Marvell, Crashaw and Carew. In this! kind 
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the sudden flight compensates less ; and here—as not in poetry—vve 
look m vain for any promise of a new style to take the placfe of that 
which is failing. Jonson and Chapman and Dckker belong to a far 
earlier time ; Massinger and Ford and Shirley, despite the ambition 
of the second and the industrious talent of the other two, leave us 
jiartly cold ; and there are no others that rise beyond a very moderate 
second class. Above all, the inability to raise any new form in 
drama, and tlie quite shocking laxity of the verse m which most of what 
IS written shows itself, reconcile us to closing the chapter. When a 
man of undoubted talent like Davenant succumbs in this way there is 
clearly something wrong ; but when a man who is at least parcel- 
genius like Suckling, w'ho can wuite other verse quite excellently, 
follows suit, then no further doubt is possible . it is time for this 
kind of dr.ima to go. 

The phenomena of prose are not entirely different, but show' them¬ 
selves in a difleient and much more satisfactory way. Here also we 
see that there is a necessity, if only a temporary necessity, for a 
change. Trose—the instrument of the average purpose ”—has got 
very ill fitted indeed for any such thing. It has become, save in 
the hands of Hobbes, nearly incapable of directness, of plain business¬ 
like treatment. ’J'he protest wdneh, as w^e shall sec, was made in the 
beginning of the new period by Sprat w'as justified absolutely so far as 
the mere business re(|uirements of the matter went, and was not 
entirely w'ithout justification even from the point of view of heUes 
hitres. A general tJieory of style wdiich could allow even Milton 
constantly to spoil his sentence, and wdiich could not shepherd even 
Clarendon from w'andcrmg inextricably into a cul-de-sac at every 
few pages, obviously rcc|uircd at least the provision of something 
aiternative if not an utter reformation. 

Yet here the actual condition of things provided condolences and 
v^iils of such magnificent quality that those arc almost to be excused 
who would have had no reform at all. An English literature without 
Sir Thomas Lrowne is a thing so impoverished as to be appalling to 
think of, and the loss of 'laylor and Milton in Ins prose, of Fuller and 
the not yet mentioned Clanville, and of not a few minors, would still 
be a hideous deprnation. E\cn these minors, and still more the 
eccentricities of the Urquhart type, have an engagingness which we 
look for in vain from Dryden to Southey ; w hile the great men of the 
time are simply unmatchable in any language. The close of the 
Apology itself is a very little, though only a very little, inferior to the 
close of the IFydrtotapJiia, 

Nor must we forget that this incomparable descant is the lie 
missa est of something more than Caroline prose or Caroline litera¬ 
ture-^—it is that of the whole great Elizabethan period. That 
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period frpm beginning to end covered just eighty years—an ordinary 
lifetime; indeed, Hobbes was born less than ten years after its 
beginning and outlived its close by nearly twenty. Yet into this 
ordinary lifetime it had compressed the literary events of a dozen 
ordinary generations. It had found English literature with scarcely 
more than one name which could pretend to the first class, with 
very few of the second, with but a scanty battalion of distinguished 
known writers, watli a body of work, anonymous and assiigned, 
which in its more notable examples would fill but a very small book¬ 
case, with the list of styles and kinds either full of blanks or com¬ 
pleted only by experiments and rough sketches, the great department 
of drama having nothing to show but these. It left a mighty library 
full of masterpieces, with the figures of Spenser and Shakespeare 
among dead,'and those of Milton and llrowne among living, men, 
showing as but the captains of scores and hundreds of poets and 
prose-writers and dramatists of almost every kind. Not one single 
department of literature except the prose novel was now in a rudi¬ 
mentary condition, and no language was m this respect better off 
than our own. In not a single kind were we now unfurnished with 
champions w'hom we could oppose to the greatest of any literature, 
ancient or modern. 

This vast overrunning of the literary territory, this tumultuous 
peopling of the literary solitudes, is, no doubt, the chief general 
phenomenon of the time, and its minor phenomena should have been 
almost sufficiently indicated in the divisional summaries and the text 
which supports them. In all departments we can indeed observe 
(taking caic not to midcc the generalisations loo strict) a character of 
more or less playful exuberance in the strictly Elizabethan part, of 
recollection and sober weighty thought in the Jacobean, and a 
further stage either of sheer extravagance, of melancholy mysticism, 
or of quintessenccd, artificial, very slightly fiivolous, grace in the 
Caroline ; but these notes must not be forced. We can see the 
vast importance of the period in prosody, with Spenser reshaping, and 
to a great extent fixing its poetic diction and sound-value; with Shake¬ 
speare and the dramatists loosening^ and suppling versification to the 
utmost possible extent; and with Milton on one side and the early 
coupleteers on the other preventing it from becoming simply lawless. 
We see the Euphuist protest against want of colour in prose, at first 
merely fantastic and bizarre, losing little of its fantasy, but acquiring 
gravity, harmony, weight, in Jacobean hands, and at last giving us 
the unsurpassable majesty and sweetness at once of the great prose- 
writers of the middle of the century. The essay makes its appear¬ 
ance, and spreads itself subtly, and under all manner of disguises, 
in many directions. Lyric poetry of the true song-kind attains a 
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luxuriance and a cliarm never before and seldom since attained. 
The sermon becomes one not merely of the great instruments of 
religion, but of the great achievements of literature; the masque, a 
graceful if artificial and short-lived kind, comes into bloom. History 
and philosophy, cultivated sparingly before, receive consummate treat¬ 
ment at the hands of Hobbes and Clarendon. Above all, the drama, 
so long postponed, finds, in the course of a few years, expression m 
almost every possible variety, and, though it still has a sort of after- 
piece or set of afterjncccs to present in Restoration comedy and the 
heroic drama, runs nearly its full course. 

If in such an abundance, such a riot almost, the principles of 
measure, of order, of limit, are not always sufficiently attended to, there 
can be little wonder. They could be, fora time at least, very willingly 
spared ; they would almost certainly have deprived us of more than 
they could have given ; and those who regard them with special 
affection will not find reason to complain of their too sparing presence 
for something like a hundred and fifty years, which now he before us 
in the periods of the two following Hooks. 
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THE AGE OF DkVHF.N—I'OI'TRV 

'Hie term “Augustan"—Its use hcic—Diydcn—IIis life—TIis earlier ])oems— 
Tht‘ satires, etc —'I he Fabhs —ills verse- -Pmtlei- -Restoration lyric—Satiies 
of Marvell and Oldham. 

Industrious attempts have been made to trace the ori^nn of the 
\:i[\Yiisc Augustan age in reference to English Iiteraluie. 'fhe phrase 
itself has not always been used with the same denotation, being 
sometimes applied to the whole period during which 
Pope wrote, sometimes limited to the icign of Queen “Augustan" 
Anne, and sometimes extended backwards so as to in¬ 
clude Dryden. This last seems the best use if the term—which is a 
convenient one and not erroneous except by intention—be employed 
at all. For it connects itself well with Johnson’s famous comparison 
of Dryden’s dealings with the English language and literature to 
those of Augustus with the city of Rome, which he “ found of brick 
and left of marble.” We do not nowadays consider Shakespeare 
brick or Rowe marble ; but that docs not matter. 

What is beyond controversy is that a change of the widest and 
deepest kind passed not merely over but through English literature, 
at a time corresponding almost exactly with the Restoration, and in 
consequence of influences of which for all but forty years 
Dryden was the supreme literaiy exponent—that the kind 
of literature then produced received its greatest polish, and came 
nearest to its own ideal, in some forty years more to the death of 
Pope—that for a further period of not quite sixty years it was in 
office, though it was gradually losing power—and that it was driven 



472 


THE AUGUSTAN AGES 


BOOK vm 


from both, after a preliminary summons to depart in the Lyrical 
Ballads oi 1798, by the triumph of Romanticism in the early years of 
the nineteenth century. The history of this literature will occupy us 
during this Book and the next, and the present may best be occupied 
with the Augustan period, in the wide sense, of Dryden, Pope, and 
their times. 

The causes and necessity of the change have been indicated 
already; the course of it must occupy us here. Nor perhaps in 
any jieriod is one single figure so prominent and exemplary as in the 
first part of this. Pope was nearly approached by others, 

^ * and his greatness was in poetry alone, for he scarcely 

touched drama, and though a good prose-writer, was only such for 
pastime. But Dryden was the greatest poet of his own day and 
style by such a distance that no second can be plac'ed to him. 
He was the chief agent in the shaping and in the popularising of the 
new prose. And if one or two tragedies of others have been thought, 
and several comedies certainly are, better than any play of his, yet no 
one did both so well, while he also exceeds all m the volume of his 
dramatic work and in the variety of its forms. 

John Dryden^ was born in 1631 at Aldwinkle All Saints in 
Northamptonshire, of a family which certainly came from the North, 
and perhaps from beyond the Border, but which had been settled for 
j ^ some time in its actual position with estates and a 
baronetcy. He was educated at Westminster, and at 
Trinity College, Cambridge. His connections on both sides were 
Puritan and Parliamentary, and his uncle on the mother’s side. Sir 
Gilbert Pickering, was .a close friend of the Protector, whose death 
Dryden celebrated in verse. But it is certain tlnit he could never 
have been an anti-Royalist at heart; and when the Restoration came 
he celebrated that too with as much good-will as vigour. We know 
extremely little of his beginnings in literature; but in 1663, having 
succeeded to a small property, he married Lady Elizabeth Howard, 
eldest daughter of the Earl of Berkshire, and very soon afterwards 
was in active practice as a playwright. In 1670 he was made Poet- 
Laureate and Historiographer-Royal in succession, respectively, to 
Davenant and Howell, but for ten years more he wrote little but 
plays. The ferments of the Popish Plot induced his great political 
satires. He had a pension in addition to his salaries, and his 
enemies have held that interest decided his change of religion when 
James II. succeeded to the throne and began proselytising. This 
imputation is not only ungenerous but improbable. Dryden did 

^ The standard edition of Dryden is Scott’s (18 vols ), which has been re- 
edited, with a few additions and corrections, by the present writer Mr Christie's 
“Globe ” edition of the Poems is not likely soon to be superseded. 
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much poorly-paid work for the court, drudging at translations and 
writing The Hhid and the Pa 7 ither (the greatest poem ever written in 
the teeth of its subject), and when the Revolution came he was faithful 
to his cause, and lost everything but his small private fortune. He 
returned to play-wnting, and after a time made inadequate but not 
inconsiderable gams by his translation of Virgil. His last and 
almost his best work was contained in the volume of Fables^ which 
was published (1699-1700) very shortly before his death, from 
mortification of the toe due to gout, on ist May 1700. He had 
three sons, the youngest of whom succeeded to the baronetcy. 
Dryden’b change of faith, the (piestionable shape of a good deal of 
his dramatic writing, and other things, liave caused controversy about 
his private character; but all the available evidence leaves him a 
very fair specimen of humanity, amiable in private life, extraordinarily 
modest and g^enerous to others in literary matters, a hard worker, 
sturdy m resisting misfortune, frank m confessing his own faults, and 
chargeable with very few except the coarseness and the adulation 
which were characteristic, not of his own personality, but of the 
manners of the time. 

His intellectu.d and his literar>'greatness have seldom been denied, 
though estimates of them have, of course, varied. He did not show 
his great powers very early, and indeed the amount of work that we 
have fiorn him till after his thirtieth year is extremely small. As 
a boy he contributed to the already mentioned volume of funeral 
poems on his schoolfellow, Lord I Listings, a jnece in the most extra¬ 
vagant “ metaphysical ” style, but not without cleverness ; his Heroic 
Sta 77 zas on Cromwell’s death (again showing careful attention to the 
fashion of the time m their choice of the quatrain metre of Co 7 idiberf) 
are stiff and unequal but fine m parts, and already display a certain 
craftsmanship which is very rare m the work of a beginner. 

I'he group of his poems on the KesiomUon—-Asiraea Redux^ a 
poem on the Coronation^ and one to Clarendon—is of singular interest. 
All three are written in the couplet, the metre that Dryden was 
born—not exactly to introduce, seeing that it had been 
introduced in its new form by Waller and others before 
he was born, but- to strengthen, to perfect, and to instal 
in public favour for something like a century and a half. He is not 
yet at his best in it, or at anything near his best. His touch is un¬ 
sure ; his sense is sometimes not quite clear; and he is often driven 
to clumsy inversions in order to get it expressed and concluded in 
the distich. But the inimitable ring which distinguishes his verse 
from all others—the ring as of a great bronze coin thrown down on 
marble—appears already, with something of the command of easy 
stately phrase and very much of the “ energy divine ” which was 
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justly attributed to him by his best pupil. In his next, and for 
many years only, important poem he relapsed into the quatrain. 
Anm/s Mirabili'i (1666) is a poem which mij^ht be taken as a text 
or series of texts to show the difference between tlie old poetry and 
the new. The form is aijainst it; the quatrain is meditative and 
impressionist, not histone. There are qucei lapses into the meta¬ 
physical, oscillations between bombast and bathos, which had better 
not be there. And yet, as distinctly, though after a very different 
fashion, as m the almost < ontemporaryitself, there is 
the “ wind of the spirit,” the power of transforming, the evidence of 
command of that mysterious instrument, the measured word. It is a 
proof of the greatness of Dryden that he knew Milton for a poet; it 
IS a proof of the smallness (and mighty as he was on some sides, on 
others he was very small) of Milton that (if he really did so) he 
denied poetry to Dryden. 

Then, for fifteen years and more, Dryden did nothing of import¬ 
ance in pure poetry, and his drama—verse and other—will be handled 
two chapters hence. He broke out again with the marvellous group 
of satires above referred to— AhaIo 7 }i and Aihitophel 
satillTar. (■Sit 1 ., November 1681), rhe McM (Match 1682), 
MacFlcil'twc (Octobei 1682), and the second part of 
Absalom and Achiioplul (with imiioitant contributions from Dryden, 
though the whole is not his), a month later, with Lam almost 

at the same moment. In these poems Diyden showed himself in a 
light which, tliough not perhaps surjirismg to careful students of his 
plays, could hardly have been anticipated by any one who knew his 
eirher poems only. In mere subject not one of the group is ab¬ 
solutely original—originality t)f the obvious kind is not Dryden’s forte. 
Hut in the treatment, the form, the real essence of them, few things 
more original have ever been seen in English literature. His long 
practice in rhyming plays had given him an absolute command of the 
form of couplet, of w 4 iich in the Restoration group his grasp had 
been uncertain, and a sec ure handling of the widest diversity of sub¬ 
jects m verse Nobody—hardly even imeretius—has ever argued in 
verse like Dryden ; few have understood the ordotitiancc of a verse- 
narrative as he has. Ihit over and above these gifts, Nature had 
endowed him with a still more special faculty for satiric and didactic 
verse—the faculty of keeping himself thoroughly above his subject in 
the sense of command. Dryden has been strangely called “phleg¬ 
matic,” from the cool superiority which he observes in dealing with 
the most exciting themes. He is in reality no more phlegmatic than 
Shakespeare himself, though he is a lesser poet with lesser range. 
The phlegm of the great passage on Life in Aurengzebe^ of the 
“ wandering fires ” in The Hind and the Panther^ to mention no 
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others, IS a very curious humour ; and it were much to be wished 
that more poets would run such humours upon us. But Dryden was 
not lightly moved by light things ; and while his adversaries howled 
and gnashed and gesticulated, he swam steadily above on an easy 
wing pouring molten iron upon them. 'Fhe controversial verse of 
Religto with its tell-tale yearning for an infallible direc tor, is 

less popular than the great satiric jiortraits of the Absahwi pieces, The 
Mcdal^ and MacFhrkfWi\ but it is not less good. Perhaps the very 
best of all—magnificent as are the “Zimii,” the “ Og,” the “ Doeg,” 
and the whole of MacFlccknoc —is the “ Shimci ” (Shngsby Bethel) 
of the first Absalom. Nowhere else is the easy wing-stroke of the 
couplet, at once propelling the poet through igiper air and slapping 
his victim in the face at every beat, so triumphantly and coolly 
manifested. These things belong, no doubt, to one of the outlying 
districts of poetry, but poetry they arc. 

The Ifinil a?iif the Panther in strictness belongs to this series of 
poems, and despite the not altogether happy and, at the time, much- 
ridiculed adaptation of the beast-fable to the controversies of the 
day, and the extreme weakness of the central argument, it contains 
some of Dryden’s very finest things—the magnificent above 

referred to being jierhajis the best of the set passages, and the 
description of the Panther (the Church of England)—who 

Had more of Lion in her than lo fear — 

the best perhaps of the single lines. But It was preceded and 
followed by much less happy compositions, on two of which the curse 
of Laureate verse lies something heavily— Tine^iodla An^i/stal/s, a 
Pindaric on the death of Charles IL, and Pritannia Rediiniai^ a poem 
in couplets on the birth of the luckless Old Chevalier. Yet even in 
these the magical beauty of Dryden’s verse appears. 

For some ten years after the Revolution Dryden was too much 
occupied with hackwork of various kinds—the chief being the V/rj^d/^ 
—to produce much original, or even serni-original, poetry ; but his 
genius happily inspired him, just before he died, to gnve 
the most striking proof ever given by any poet that age * ' 

and ill-health and the nnkindness of circumstance had not affected 
his absolute pre-eminence over all his fellows. The so-called Fables 
were chiefly made up of some remarkable parapihrases—Dryden him¬ 
self, with more modesty, called them “translations”—from Chaucer 

^ He had begun the practice of translation, chiefly in a series of Miscellanies 
by himself and others, even bcfoie the giuit satires, and did, besides the Vtrgtl 
(1697), nmcli of Juvenal (1693) ^^d a good deal of Ovid and Lucretius, with 
some Horace and Homer It is very great work m its kind of loose tianslation- 
paraphrasc but one had so much ralhiT have the originals ! 
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and Boccaccio. Bui they also contained an exquisite dedication to 
the Duchess of Ormond, some lines of which are the very flower of 
Drydcn’s magnificent versification ; a very fine address to his cousin, 
John Dridcn (the name had been very variously spelt, and the 
cousins retained different forms), whose still living sister Honor had 
been his own first love ; Alexander's Feast^ and other capital things. 
Macaulay, who, though politically and morally unjust to Dryden, 
retained the eighteenth-century admiration for his literary genius 
(which had been authenticated by the great Whig authority of Fox), 
has put the merits of the book with ct^ual brevity, force, and truth in 
describing its verses as “such as no other living man could have 
written.” 

We must define and emphasise this a little, for it is one of the 
most important points of this history. When Johnson, not in the 
Life of Milton but elsewhere, says that that poet ought not to be 
blamed for harshness, for he wrote as well as his time 
would allow, and would no doubt have written more 
smoothly if he had wiitten after Dryden, too many people nowadays 
laugh with pity or derision, as the case may be. Johnson is indeed 
quite indefensible, not in preferring Dryden’s verse to Milton’s—for 
the things are incommensurable, and if a man (annot enjoy both and 
can enjoy one he takes the benefit of the statute Dc Gusiibus —but 
as making a very gross historical error. Milton’s versification is 
not of an older staiiij) than Dryden’s ; it might even plead that it is 
younger, seeing that while Dryden’s verse is now obsolete, the other 
is still fresh. The two are not older or younger, reformed or unre¬ 
formed, better or worse—they are different; they represent two inde¬ 
pendent developments of the same really earlier stage, the full-blown 
undisciplined blank verse of the middle and later dramatists, coming 
as it did on the heels of, or simultaneously with, the varied stanza 
metres of which the Spenserian is at once the great original and the 
unquestioned chief, and the loose enjambed couplet of which we find 
the last notable example in Chamberlayne. Milton, especially devot¬ 
ing himself to the good sides of these various lawlessnesses, createcl, 
to an extent not surpassed or sensibly enlarged to the present day, a 
form^ of blank verse at once infinitely various and extremely precise, 
capable, by the further elaboration of the verse-paragraph, of being 
made to subserve almost every purpose of poetry except the lyrical. 
Dryden, revolting from the bad sides, and following the school of 
Waller, rejected blank verse for a time even for dramatic purposes 
(thougb in this he recanted), rejected it almost entirely for non- 
dramatic purposes, and produced a form of the couplet which, if not 
the best vehicle conceivable for all kinds of poetry, was at any rate a 
splendid carroccio for invective, for argument, and 'for narrative. He 




CHAP. I 


THE AGE OF DRYDEN—POETRY 


477 


could do much else. His little-read lyrics in the plays, and a few out 
of them, have extraordinary variety, and sometimes come not far 
short of the earlier Caroline charm. His Pindarics (the best of 
which is the unequal, but in parts unequalled, Ode 1 o ike Pious 
Me 7 JW 7 y of Afp's. A71720 Killigreio) have almost limitless majesty and 
no small grace. Put his couplet—the couplet which he left to none, 
for Pope, not being able to follow, diverged—is undoubtedly his great 
title to fame. 

For this, or for some other reason, it has been the fashion for a 
century to call him prosaic. “ The most prosaic of our great 
poets,” ‘‘ a classic of our prose,” and the like, arc the judgments of 
critics who have not the excuse of the first revolters from his tradi¬ 
tion. This is idle. If the best things in even the Restoration 
pieces and An 72 u^ Miralnlis and the Co/i(/uest of G?'anada^ much 
more the A 2 /re 77 g:eke patch and the Hi fid and I\ifiihcr act of humilia¬ 
tion, and the opening of Religio Laici, and the address to “ The 
daughter of the Rose whose cheeks unite The differing titles of the Red 
and White,” as well as a hundred hardly lesser things—the songs in 
T/ie Indiatt Emperor and Oedipus and Marriage a la Modc^ the 
singing flames in which Shadwcll and Settle roast for ever - -if these 
things be prose, why, then, we must really have a new dictionary, 
and poetry, hard enough to define as it is, will become more impos¬ 
sible of definition than ever. If there arc not in these things the 
transformation and sublimation, by the use of metrical language, of 
ideas so that they remain for ever fitted to transport and inspire, 
then such transformation and sublimation are nowhere; they cannot, 
on anything but an unsafe criterion of will-worship and private judg¬ 
ment, be s. id to be in the Tempest^ in Comus^ in Adonars^ in La Belle 
Dame sans Mcru. The administration is different, but the spirit is 
the same. 

We shall not use such language again in the present chapter. 
Dryden was not a prosaic poet, but he was the poet of a prosaic time. 
Nor perhaps does this appear anywhere more distinctly than in the 
work of Samuel Butler,^ whose life w’as about the same ^ 
length, since, though ncaily twenty years older than 
Dryden, he died just twxnty years before him. He was a native of 
Worcestershire, where he was born at Strensham in 1612. He was 
educated at the cathedral school of the diocese, but he went to no 
university. Although details about him, till his death in 1680, are not 
exactly scanty, they are not very informing, and are sometimes rather 
contradictory. During the greater part of his life he seems to have 

^ Poems, cd. R. B. Johnson (“ Aldinc Poets”), 2 vols. I^ondon, 1893. The prose 
part of Thyer’s Genuine Remains needs reprinting, with the MS. now in tlie British 
Museum. Motley’s Seventeenth Century Characters gives some. 
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filled quasi-official or iiiinislcnal positions in the households of divers 
public or private persons, and it was pretty certainly in one of these 
that he picked up the facts for Iluiiihas. After the publication and 
popularity of that ^>reat satire he seems to have been a disapjiointed 
man, but even tradition makes himself to blame. The first ])art of 
nudih?'(u was pulilished in 1662, the second next year, the third not 
till fifteen ye.irs .iflerw.iids. He published little else in his lifetime, 
and the so-c<illed “ posthumous works ” are certainly for the most 
part spurious. Ikit neaily eighty years after his death, in 1759, Mr. 
Thyer, Chetham Liliranan at Manchester, issued Ccnuinc Rrniain^^ 
which have an authentic pedigree from lUitlcr’s friend Longuevile, 
and would auth(‘iUicale themselves without any. 

Butler, l^y some direct and fairly trustworthy evidence and a 
consensus of tradition, is s.iid to h.ive been of a saturnine and rather 
disobliging temperament, which indeed is pretty obvious in his work. 
But there is absolutely no reason to suppose that Ifudibras is animated 
by personal sjiite at his hosts, masters, or companions during the 
Commonwealth. Kvery trait, though exaggerated for the jiarticular 
purpose, IS historically justified. It is clear that Butler, though by no 
means a very fervid pietist or “ high-tlymg ” Crivalier, was a convinced 
opponent of ''rregulir “ enthusuism ” in religion, and pojiular license 
m the State ; and the whole piece is treated with a laigeness of 
handling irreconcilable with the idea of a petty wiping off of private 
grudges. He was evidently a born satirist, whose s.itirc was not, like 
Drydeii’s, merely one develojnnent of an almost universal faculty of 
literary craftsmanship ; not, like Swift’s later, a vain attempt to relieve^ 
the passionate melancholy and the “sav.ige indign.ition ” excited by 
the riddles of the painful earth. It was the offsiiiing of a keen intelli¬ 
gence, a not too amiable temper, and one form of the hard, prac¬ 
tical, business-like mood which w'as seizang' the nation after its century 
of heroic flights. His minor poems, “ The Elephant in the Moon,” 
the piece to the Royal Society (then new, and much rallied by the 
wits), his “Claude Duval” ode, his delightful dialogue of Cat and 
Puss ridiculing the heroic plays, and many of the meditative scraps, 
are excellent ; but for posterity he is the author of Iludibras. 

This turious composition, in about ten thousand octosyllabic 
lines, takes its ostensible theme, the adventures and misadventures 
of Sir Hudibras and his man Ralpho, from Don Quixote^ and some 
things in its manner from the great French jirose satire of the end 
of the sixteenth century, the Satyrc Mc?iippccj but in its real essence 
is quite original. The story, though some of its incidents and 
episodes are amusing, and have fixed themselves in the general 
memory. Is of no importance: we can sec that the author neither 
cared about it himself nor expected his readers to care. The 
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clhinictcrs, thouj’h trou])lc was takc'n to identify them, are types and 
nothing more. But the whole is so constructed as to pour a steady 
shower of pitiless ridicule on the Pai hainentary p.irty, and as this 
exactly suited the taste of the nation, which w^as rejou in^ in Us 
freedom from the sometimes bloodthirsty and always teasings tyrants 
who had domineered over it, the ))opulanty of the juec e is readily 
enough understood, while Us great hum.in wisdom and concentrated, 
if not very exalted, power of thought have made it matter for more 
than a time. It is indeed of the class of w'ork whii h, as has been said 
of something else, “ invariably displeases fools/’ and sometimes men 
like Samuel J’epys, who aie not to b(‘ so c.alled. Its bitterness is 
too cutting for some tastes; Us grotesque bewilders or disgusts 
feeble folk. Butler is, in fact, a true “metaphysical” in the way m 
which he produces, and hc.ips in the slrangi^st juxtapositions, endless 
scraps of lore and cpiips of fancy; but there is more of the coming 
than of the passing time in the intense common sense which under¬ 
lies, and (at ncj great height certainly) overarches, all his erudition 
and .ill his wit. His form too is of the most notable, ar.d is a sort of 
companion specics-by-itself to th.it of Skelton. The octosyllabic, 
though cap.able of great nu4c)d), had always bc^en a light and skipping 
form, but he taught it quite a new^ pace. There is nothing before 
th.'it resembles, while everything of the kind that comes after imitates, 
the Hudibrastie couplet, now soberly plodding m designed doggerel to 
suit the sense, and now lifting itself into a sort of pirouette wath one* 
of the w'onderful final ihymes which have impressed themselves more 
than anything else on the popular remembrance. The verse of 
Butler IS scorn m.idc inctric.al. 

Amr ng the few poets who must be mentioned here w ith Dryden, 
the group of belated and slightly dc^gradecl Caroline songsters holds 
the most important place. It consists of three “persons of ciuahty,” 
the FZarl of Dorset, Lord Rochester, and Sir Chailes Sedley, of one 
ancestress of the modern lady-journalist, Afra Behn, and of a vague 
and shifting body of men of letters, who sometimes were able to do 
charming things, and gcneially did things anything but charming. 
P2ven Flatman, even Bancks, could sometimes turn out a song or a 
copy of verses with something of the fine rapture, w ith a good deal of 
the careless-ordered case, which charm us m their prcdec:cssors on 
the other side of “ the flood.” But even the active and loving 
efforts of Mr. Bullen and others have not extracted from them any¬ 
thing equal to the best things of Dorset, Rochester, Sedley, and 
“Astraea,” and they must therefore be regretfully excluded from a 
Short History. 

A paragraph will give the history of the four excepted persons, 
and another must suffice for their works. Charles Sackville, sixth 
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Earl of Dorset (the holders of the title had changed rapidly since his 
greater poetical ancestor received it, not three-quarters of a century 
before he succeeded), was born in 1637, not thirty years after the 
death of the author of Gorboduc^ and, as Lord Buckhurst, was known 
not too creditably in the early d.iys of the Restoration, though Dryden’s 
Essay of Dra 7 natic Poc'iy shows how deep his interest in literature 
even then was. The tyranny, perhaps not more than the stupidity, of 
James II. sent him into opposition, and he became a great Williamite, 
but always was faithful to Dryden. He died m 1706, last, though 
born first, of the four. John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, a still better 
wit and poet, was a worse man, being a coward, spiteful, and in almost 
every way ungenerous. He was btirn m 1647, and educated at 
Wadham College, Oxford, came to court as quite a boy, 
P'-iyed the typical Restoration Inilly and rake in all 
points but spirit for some fifteen yeais, and died just 
after his three-and-thirtieth birthday, after being, it is said, converted 
by Burnet. Sedley, a better poet than Dorset, and not quite so bad 
a man as Rochester, was born at Aylesford in 1639, w.is like Wilmot 
a Wadham man, figured m Charles’s court and m outside orgies with 
Buckhurst, accepted “ Revolution pnncijiles,” less it would seem from 
patriotism than from a grudge at James for having debauched his 
daughter, the witty and ugly Countess of Dorchester (Dorset’s 
Dorinda), and died in 1701. Afr.i, Ajihra, Aphara, or Ayfara Behn 
is .said to have been born at Wye near Ashford in 1640, but her 
history is most imperfectly known. She went to (luiana somehow, 
married a Dutch merchant, was a widow at six-and-twenty, wrote both 
plays and novels, which will appear in the next two chapters, and 
died in 1689.1 

This quartette lives and will live by songs, not always graceful in 
any sense, nearly always graceless m one })aiticulai ; but of wonder¬ 
ful ease, air, and fire. Dorset’s universally known “ I'o all you ladies 
now on land,” and his less popul.ir “ I’hyllis, for shame,” with certain 
charming epigrams and snatches, the most agreeable of all, if not the 
most correct, being that in praise of ‘‘ Bonny Black Bess,” have an 
amiable and careless facility which is extremely pleasing. Rochester, 
many of whose pieces, genuine or attributed, are so foul that they 
never appear m any decent collection, has left others of somewhat 
ill-natured and rather roughly expressed, but singularly shrewd 
criticism, and a handful of really exquisite songs, “ I cannot change 
as others do,” “My dear Mistress has a heart,” “Absent from thee 
I languish still,” “ When on these lovely looks I gaze,” “ An age in 

^ Dorset and the producible poems of Rochester arc in Chalmers, there are 
two last-century collections of Sedley’s work ; and that of Afra Helm has been 
reprinted m 6 vols London, 1871. 
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her embraces past,” and a few others, while he is at least the 
acknowledged father of the best epigram in the English language— 

Here lies our Sovereign Lord the King. 

Sedley (often spelt “ S/dley ” at the time) has fewer good things, but 
the splendid opening of one of his pic( es—■ 

Love still has something of the sea, 

Kioin whence his mother rose, 

is not ill followed up, and “Phillis is my only joy,” the “ Knotting Song,” 
and others rank very high ; while Mrs. Helm provides at least one— 

Love in fantastic tiiumph sat— 

of quite bewildering beauty, suggesting the idea that some imp of 
poetry must have determined to upset all generalisations as to the 
verse of the time by inspiring it. Yet “ Oh love that stronger art 
than wine” and others are not much below it. These pieces, with a 
few from the lesser hands glanced at above, are memorable as the last 
echoes of the marvellous song-concert of the first half of the century. 
After the deaths of Dryden and Sedley in 1700 and 1701, a hundred 
years passed without anything like them ; nor perhaps has the gift been 
quite recovered since. 

Apart from these, from Dryden and Butler, and from the survivors 
of the elder age, whether vocal like Milton or silent like Herrick, not 
merely the five-and-twenty years of Charles’s reign, but the seventeen 
of his brother’s, and of that of William and Mary, are woefully barren 
of poetry. The satiric impulse which produced through Dryden 
the greatest \crse-work of the lime, in the others chiefly served to 
show by how f.ir Dryden himself out-topped his fellows. The satires 
attributed to Marvell — divers “ Instructions ” and , . . 

Satires of 

“Advices to a Painter,” “Britannia and Raleigh,” Marvell and 
“ Dialogue between Two Horses,” etc.—are partisan lam- <^ldham. 
poons of extraordinary ferocity and not devoid of real vigour, but for 
the most part clumsy in form, following, whether designedly or not, the 
roughness of Donne, and never advancing beyond Cowley or Waller. 
John Oldham 1 enjoys a sort of traditional fame (due to his period, 
his early death, and the magnificent eulogy of Dryden) which he 
could hardly keep If many people read him. He was born near 
Tetbury in 1653, and went to St. Edmund Hall, Oxford, where he 
took his degree m 1674. He became usher in a school at Croydon, 
where Dorset, Rochester, and Sedley are said to have visited him, 
having been struck by his verses. They, or other patrons, recom- 

^ Not in Chalmers, but very frequently reprinted in the late seventeenth 
century. Also ed. Bell, London, 1854. I use the sixth edition, 1703. 

2 I 
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mended him to lulorshipb, and he died of the smallpox at Lord 
Kingston’s seat of Holme Pierrepoint, aged barely thirty. His chief 
work was a satire, or rather several satires, on the Jesuits, which fed 
or caught the flame of the I'opish I’lot madness in 1679; and he 
wrote many othei odes, satires, and translations, Ihe roughness 
characteristic of Mai veil is noticeable also in him, but he had h^arnt 
from Dryden’s plays (he had no time to learn from his satires) to 
clench the couplc't with .i good hammer-slloke at the end. 

It IS to be feared that the delusion that decency and dulness are 
soiiK'how inseparably connected may h.ivc been favoured by Pope’s 
well-known comjiliment to Wentworth Dillon, Loi\l Roscommon D 

In C'h.iilcs’s <lnys, 

Roscoiiiinon only boasts unsjiotted hays ; 

for the absence of sjiot is about the only merit about them. The 
Essay on ’I'ransla/cd which has given him .in easy fame, is a 

very respectable exercise m a kind of couplet which, eaily as it is 
(wu'itten 1670, printed 1680), has .already made great progress from 
the iiiassivT vigour of Dryden to the smoother but weaker elegance 
of Pope ; the rest of him is ncghg-ible. Another noble b.ard of the 
lime, John Shellield, Karl of Mulgrave and Duke of TJuckingh.amshire, 
wrote couplets in fen 01 to Roscommon’s, and hu'ics very inferior to 
Rochestei s, yet some of these lattei are not despu'able. An Essay 
071 Saii 7 'i\ wdiich is attributed to the joint efforts of Mulgrave and 
Dryden, is too rude, .is well as mostly too rough, for the ])oet, and too 
(lever for the peei , it contains perhaps the best satiric couplet in 
the English langu.ige, outside of Dryden and Pope— 

Was ever }>rin(.c by tw'o at once misled, 

False, foolish, old, ill-n.atuied and ill-bred? 

'I’he “two” being the Ducdiesses of Cleveland and Portsmouth. 

The singul.ir encomium of Johnson on I'hc Choice of John I*om- 
fret has excited the wonder of at least thiee generations, and nothing 
else of his has even titular fame. Ste])ney, a diplomatist and a 
translator, has left little to rejiay the exjilorer of him ; the four 
monosyllables. King, Smith, Duke, and Spr.at, less ; “ Clranville the 
polite,” least. Rut th.it fiiend of Dryden and J’opc who is yoked 
in the latter’s couplet as “knowing” vviih (lianville, William Walsh, 
rises at intervals (especially in “Jealousy” and the quaint “ Despairing 
Lover”) above his dreary class. H is thought has the unconventionality 
of the earlier time, and his expression, though very uiiec|ual, is some¬ 
times not unworthy of it. 

1 Roscoiniiion, willi all wlio follow, in rhalniers. 'I'lie Slate IWm\, 3 vols. 
i() 97-1704, contain ninth not.iblt* woik, in aiangt* beyond tlicir tille, and Dryden’s 
Miscellanies (6 vols. v.d. and not all his doing) inudi more 



CHAPTER IT 

I'HE M'.K OF DRVDKN-DKAMA 

'I'hc at tl\o Rfstoiation- The Ilt'toir I >ryfl«'n’s comodios- ]'lhcre{;e 

Sli.i(l\\H*ll -Si'iUay- Mis. rn'hii -Wvthnk*} J'/ir A\//rar\c 7 /--'llm ^^rrat 
artilici.il 1 oni(‘(l} - ( on.i>ic\c—\'.inbiui;l» -l .ircjuh.ir ('ibbci --Mrs. C'cnl- 
li\ic—Rostor.Uioii trat^t‘(ly-- Ofydcii’s Ib'iou pl.iys—His lilank-vcisc pl.iys- 
IIis jil.iy-songb .ind piologucs—Ciowiic .ind Settle—Otway—Lee— Southenu* 
,iiul Rowe. 

Tmk twenty years’ deprivation of dramatic entertainments which the 
l^nglish people had suffered naturally did not decrease their appetite 
for these. Put the plays whith weie presented to them—perhaps 
the pl.iys that they demanded —were of kinds strikingly ^ 

different from those which had been in vogue before .a iiic 

1640. Not indeed that we must assume a total 

exclusion ot the pre-Kestoration drama from the theatre. Fletcher 
and Jonson long (ontinued to hold the at least titular place of 
gieatesl haiglish dramatists in critical—perhaps in vulgar—estimation. 
Sluikespearc himself was acted, and not always m the travesties of 
Ravcnscroft, Davenant, and (one has to add) Dryden. Others held 
the stage more or less, and there was room even for new plays of 
the oUl kind, such, for instance, as Ch.amberlayne’s I, 07 >i^s Victory^ 
under its sUige title of // >/s J.cd by the Aose, as late as 1678. But, 
as has to be so often repeated in literary history, facts of this kind 
are extremely ileliisive when taken by themselves. What we have 
to look to is the ch.ir.acter of the plays of younger men, the theories 
advanced by younger critics, the mounting, in short, not the retreating, 
tide. It IS because m literature ebb .ind flood always in this way 
overlap, instead of keeping apart with a clear interval betw'een, that 
so many mistakes arc made 'J'he new currents did not make 
themselves distinctly perceptible immediately, and for a year or 
two the stage was supplied partly by old hands like Davenant (who, 
however, was himself a modern) and Shirley; partly by intermediate 
persons like Wilson, Tatham, Lacy, who are undecided in style and 
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make no great mark in literature.^ liut they became noticeable, as 
regards comedy, to some extent in The Wild Gallant of Dryden, 
which dates from 1663, and still more in the Love in a Tub of 
Etherege, just after; as regards tragedy, in the “ heroic ’’ drama 
which the first named and others began to put on the stage before 
long, and which kejit it for many years. 

The change in comedy was naturally less than in tragedy, for 
all kinds of comedy differ little and are closely akin. The humoui- 
comedy of Jonson, indeed, was stoutly kept up by Shadwell and 
others, and w.is too English a product ever to pass away entirely ; 
and Dryden himself did not inno\ate so very miuh on the more 
distinctly romantic comedy of Fk tcher. The comedy of the Restora¬ 
tion pa 7 ‘ CMcllence is .i kind copied to some extent from French 
and Spanish originals, and relying, first, on a more or less definite 
jilot, intrigue, or whatever term may be preferred ; secondly, and 
still more, on witty dialogue, fkit the tragedy of the Restoration was 
a much more pec iiliai and anom<dous phenomenon, and it is by no 
mc.ins equally easy to describe it m any terms at onte accurate 
on the facts and likely to meet ^^lth general acceptance. It used to 
be complacently ac cepted, in common \Mth many other literary 
symptoms of this special change, as a mere imitation of French 
models, fostered by the King’s liking for ever) thing French. That 
something m it was due to this is not denied , but more careful, and 
at the same time wider-ranging, criticism has long refused to allow any 
paramount importance to this origin. yXnother French influence, 
that of the hcioic romances, the most famous of which 
are the work of Madeleine de Scudery, has also been 
exaggerated, but is also a true cause in jiart. These 
things, in the originals and translated, had been very popular in 
England for some time, had left their mark on poetry, popular and 
unpopular, as has been nested <ibove in reference to Gondibert and 
Pharonnida^ and were in some cases actually dramatised in the heroic 
play. Rut this agmn will not do by itself, and cannot supply more 
than a small piart of the required reasons. 

'Fhe greater part of the real cnusc may probably be found in 
certain changes already noticed, and to be notic ed again, which were 
now passing, by way of reaction, over the national literary taste. As 
most of these changes were in a direction of increased sobriety, it 
may seem at first contradictory to connect with them a product like 
the heroic tragedy, which is one of the most extravagant in the whole 

^ All three to be found m Maidment and I.ogan’s Dramatists of the Restora¬ 
tion. Wilson, an lush barrister, has no little power, but throws it into old 
forms. Other writers, older and younger—How'ard, Kilhgrew, Tukc, Sir R. 
Fanshawe—would call for notice if space permitted. 
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history of literature. But this is only an apparent difficulty, not a 
real one. 

This singular growth, which flourished specially for some fifteen 
or twenty years, but did not disappear wholly from the stage till long 
afterwards, so that it furnished jokes to Fielding’s Tom 'Thumb 
three-quarters of a century after the Restoration, has for its main 
theme love affairs and affairs of war, in each of which the heroes (ably 
seconded by the heroines) set common sense and natural language 
at defiance ; and for form, a system of ilumed decasyllabic couplets, 
cou( hed in the most emphatic style, and spec lally tending either to 
long harangues or to sharp interchange of single lines or distichs, 
something after the fashion of the s/ii homv/hjt( of the ancients. It 
IS probable that the vehicle had more to do with it than the theme, 
though both were curiously well suited foi each other. The couplet 
was the darling of the moment, and if this form of it is not good, no 
other is in English possible, for dramatic in^e. After the extraordinary 
shambling union of bad prose ancl worse blank verse which has been 
noticed, the neat, sharply exploding coiqilets not unnaturally gratified 
the public ear; and rant as rant had never been abhorrent to an 
English audience. Nay, as lending itself well to recitative, it was a 
kind of necessity to the half-operatic enteitainment ^ which, as has been 
said, Davenant cleverly used as a shoe-horn to draw on his plays 
})roper. In fine, the couplet was the mode, couplet - pla>s almost 
naturally invited “heioic” subjects, and the thing took shape. 

It is curious and characteristic that Diyden, though at this lime 
he had wuitten very little, and had chiefly a vague Cambridge 
veput.ition uf atnhty to go upon, was in the van of the new play 
movement with 'The W'lld ihillanf And it is not less 
c urious, and not less characteristic, that while the jilay comciTes! 
is not a good one as it stands, it was apparently worse 
when it first appeared, and was damned. In its later form, which 
succeeded by the })rotection of E.idy Castlemaine, it is a sort of 
Comedy of Humours, with a dash of Fletcher, more of the nondescript 
drama, which, as we have seen, had been popular from Middleton 
downwards, and a "very little of the new rejiartee and fashionable 
slang. Dryden did much better than this in some of his numerous 
comic ventures,- but It cannot be said that his comedy was ever at 

^ In 1656 Davenant obtained leave to produce, at Rutland House in Alders- 
gate Street, an " Entertainment after the Manner of the Ancients, ” consisting of a 
verse prologue, and some Discourses by Diogenes and Aristophanes, a Parisian,^ 
Londoner, etc., with songs and music It was immediately followed by The Siege 
of Rhodes, a heioic play m operatic form. 

- I'hc best are, the comic part of the tragi-comic Maiden Queen, 1667 ; The 
Mock Astrolog'P', loOtl ; Marnagc d Mode, again tragi-comic, 1672; and 
A tnphitrvon , 1601, 
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the level cither of his own powers or of the best performances of his 
contemporaries. His wit w^as not hj^ht cnoii|^h ; his tcmjicr was too 
kindly ; and perhaps (for, though his birth was good and he married 
above it, he seems .ilways to have been a home-keeping or tavern- 
haunting person, not desirous of gay society, nor shining in it) his 
habits too sedentary, for the airy, malicious genteel comedy which 
Ethcregc and Wycherley were to start, Congreve and \"anbrugh 
w^ere to bung to perfection. One situation, that of the pair of lovers 
(it is char.icteristic again that with him, though with no one else of 
his time, they miglit Ijc married) W'ho arc* \ery fond of eac;h other, 
and not really \eiy fond of any one else, but who do their very best 
to pretend inditference or faithlessness, he made something like his 
own. At other times he either w'ont near failiiie, or at any rate 
achieved no striking success, and too often he trical to make up for 
the absence of coined\' by the presence of coarseness. 

hor the typical Restoration c'omedy wo must look edsewhere. 
“(icntle” (ieorge Elheri'ge • by the merest accadenl lost his due 
w’hen Wycheiley, Congicwe, ^^anbrllgh, and l''arqiihar were collected 
by Leigh Hunt as “ l)ramati‘'ts of the Restoration,’’ and 
m tile usiuil way, .iflc i an intciaal, the injustice h.is been 
more than made up to him. He was born somewheie belwocn 
1634 and 1636, but as we do not know’ tlie date of his birth 
exactly, so we know’ nothing certainly about his extraction or his 
education. We do not e\en know’ when he was knighted, but it 
must have been jiretty late m the reign, and ([iiile ciarly in it wc find 
him a courtier, a companion of Ruckhurst, and in 1664 author of 
The Comhdl A’crw/^c, or Loi'c in n /'nb Foiii years later he w'rote 
She would if She iould. In 1676 he brought out Ins best pkiy, The 
Man of Mode^ or Sir ]''ophng Fiuiier, and got into a scrape with 
the watdi at Kjisoin. In 1685 a])poinlc-d luiglish Resident 

at Ratisbon, an im])ortant post, bc^c ause the Diet of the Empire was 
held there. From this time oinvards we have letters of his, and the 
old story that he died by falling downstairs I'ino oravaim has no 
authority ; it is pretty ceitain that wherever he dicid it w\as not at 
Ratisbon, and there is fair, though not certain, evidence that it wxis 
af Pans before February 1691. In that case he had probably 
followed the fortunes of James II. 

Etherege’s three plays are very interesting ; they arc decidedly 
clever, and they have certainly sc^me arrears of credit clue to them in 
consequence of the priority loo often denied on the strength of the 
gasconades of Wycherley. Rut their positive merit is perhaps some¬ 
what less than might be gathered from the remarks of some of their 


^ Kd. Verity, London, 1888. 
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late panegyrists. I.ove ni a Tub is at least as formless a thing as 
The Wild Gallant itself, and, like that, is a sort of hotch-potch of 
Jonson, Fletcher, and others, though, unlike that, it has couplet passages. 
The serious part (for there is a serious part) is beneath c onteinpt ; we 
have Middleton’s own fashion turned inside out, and worthless tragic 
scenes tied to comic ones of some value. I Jut even these last are 
very unecjual, and the title-passages, those in which a French valet is 
imprisoned in a tub, are faice of the lowest, 'rhere is a good duel, 
and it IS to Etlieregc’s ciedit that the cloven foot of Restoration 
comedy—the passionless and maUnolent licentiousness of too much 
thereof—-does not appear. She 'ivould if She < oi/ld is a great advance 
as a play, though the less said about its morals the better. It is 
thoroughly spirited Tlie heioine is amusing but not indi\idual ; her 
girl companions are rathei good, but not better than Dryden’s; the 
Ih-ince Charming of the ]>ie< e has still not descended to Restoration 
level. In the third. Sir h'ofhng the wal and the conijiosi- 

tion are agiim improved as the ethics and a slhetu s are lowered. 
Dorimant, the hero, has lieen variously said to be a study from 
Kochestt'r and fr(>in the author himself; it seems jiretty ceitam that 
Sir Fopling is a known character, Sir C'ar Scrope, and that Medley is 
Sedley. However this may be (and it is of small importance), the 
piece is a tyjiical example of the style by an author who had made 
his debut earlier than any other practitioner. It has plenty of wit, a 
considerable advance in stage merits on tlie earhci comedy, and a 
much more dirt'ct prestmlation of manners. 

In 1668 appeared tw'o other (omic dramatists, neither of whom 
quite hit the new' way of comic waiting, but both of w^hoin, as well 
as a tin d, the notorious Mis. IJehn, preceded Wycherley’s certain 
appearantc Thomas Shadwell ' was born of a good ]i 

Norfolk family in 1640. We know little of his life, nor 
any reason except politics (he was a violent Whig) foi the sudden 
change of a friendship, which had ceilainly existed between him and 
Dryden, into the enmity which dVcw' from him the virulent though 
ineffective libel entitled The Medal of f dm Hayes^ and provoked the 
crushing retorts ol MacTlrd'/ioe and the “ Og ” passage in the 
second part of Absalom and Aihitophcl. He was rewarded at the 
Revolution with Dryden’s forfeited laureateship, l)ut died soon after¬ 
wards. Shadwell, who had a certain propensity to stimulants not 
merely alcoholic (he is said to have been an opium-eater), is 
said also to have been an agreeable companion, and of a wit 

1 The only complete edition of Shadwell (4 vols 1720) is very scarce and 
dear, most copies having penshcft m a fiie The present writer has edited lor the 
“ Mermaid SiTies ” (London, 1903) a \()lume containing The Sullen Lovers, A 
True W'nlow, The Squire oj Alsatia, and Bury Fair 
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much lighter in conversation than in writing. His plays, how¬ 
ever, though as mere literature deserving everything that Dryden 
has said of him, are yet by no means contemptible, and he himself 
provoked the oblivion which has fallen upon them. Of bis seven¬ 
teen pieces the fust, The Sullcfi Lovers^ both exemplified, and by its 
preface explicitly heralded, the style of almost all- a style closely 
modelled on Jonson’s, and devoted still to the setting forth of 
“humouib,^' very loosely compacted into a play. besides his in¬ 
ability to “ write,” Shadwell has the drawbacks of a coarseness, 
excessive even foi the time, and an almost invariable inability to 
achieve witty dialogue. But by way of setting to his humour he had 
the good luck to fix upon, and the good skill very fairly to achieve, a 
much distinctcr portraying of the manners, jilaees, etc., of the time 
than men far more distinguished simjdy as men of letters have 
managed. Scott and Macaulay have been almost wholly indebted 
to his Squi 7 r of Ahaiia (i 68c;) for their ]netiires of that certainly 
picturesc]ue if not edifying locality; Jtpsom Ue/A\ (1676) and 
Atf/r (1686) give us sketches of seventeenth-century watering-plac'es 
and holiday resorts, which do not come much behind those of the 
great novelists in merit, and long anticipate them in time. Shad- 
well’s playhouse scenes, for all their clumsy willing, have a nature 
altogether different fiom the brilliant aitificiality which, if it became 
more brilliant, also became much moie artificial m the progress from 
Etherege to Congreve. If Shadwell imagined little, he heard and 
saw much, and he enables us m tuin to see and hear such things as 
the question and answer of his fops about town - 

((A ) pl‘cy aie they pljymg^ 

(./ ) Some confounded play or other 

We know this to be /r//r : and these tiuths rcdieve the bad cem- 
struction, the want of distinct character, and the clumsy and ill-written 
dialogue of such plays as The Afiser {\ 6 y 2 )^ The Trite Widow (1679), 
The Humoui'isis (1671), The Virtuoso (1676), The Scowrers (1691). 
The Royal Shepherdess is only a rehandling ; but when Shadwell 
botches Shakespeare, as in Tiviou^ tries the leirific, as in 'Jhe 
IJf)ertine (the earliest English version of the Don Juan story), 
or mixes politics and Irish humours in 'The Lancashire Witches or 
Teague O'DivcUy (1O82), it may well seem to the reader that Dryden 
was rather too mild than too severe in the immortal castigations which 
he administered to his quondam friend and gratuitous libeller. As 
for Shadwelhs strictly poetical qualifications, they simply do not exist. 

Sedley and Mrs. Behn ^ have been mentioned before as far as 


^ Editions as above. 
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their lives ,'ind poems ; their plays recall them here. Seclley, who 
IS selected in Dryden’s J£sa(IJ of Dramatic Poesy {ludefost) as repre¬ 
sentative of the extreme Fiench party in dramatic taste, 
was also recognisetl by others .as one of the best dr.amatic 
cntirs of the time; bat his .utual plays are not gie.at thin<j^s 'J'he 
Mulbcriy Garden^ wlm h had the same biitli-year as 'Jhe Sidlen 
Loners^ presents tlie nondescript comedy, so often spoken of, charged 
with the new morals, or want of morals, of the time, .and attempting 
lepartee and Molieicsque dialogue. Judlamtia (16.87), vhidi made 
its .appearance veiy much latei, but seems to h.avc been of no very 
dififerent time in origin, is an ad.apt.ation of the I'^umtihus of Terence, 
in which the cajiabilities of the subject m ceit.im directions are 
liberally developed, and in \Nhich there are some smart speeches. 
Hut It c.annot be cadled a good jday, and m paiticular abuses the 
license of dram.atic imjirobabihty to the greatest possible extent. 
Phe iirumbtcr is even more ot an .ida|)tation ; and Siallc^y’s tragedies 
do not deserve notice in the l.ilter pait of this chapter, but show 
that he had not unlearnt the shambling blank verse of earlier times. 

Seclley, a man of fortune and fashion, merely wrote because it 
was jiarl of the fashion to A\rite; Mrs. Helm had to write fot her 
luing. Her jiLus aie not .is such by any means so ic'inark.ible as 
her })ocms (whic h mostl)' occur in them) or her novels, 
but they are numerous .and far from despicable, nor is ’ ■ " 

there much justification for Pope’s singling them out as specially 
immoral. At the same time Afr.i, if not nincli worse than others, is 
cjuite bad enough, while, like Sedley, she recjuires no notice m respect 
of her senous or tragical work, though this sometimes gives occasion 
to her finest lyric. The Pover^ or The Batinhed Caiuiliers (1677- 
81), a double play m tw^o long parts, is generally most praised, 
perhaps because it is le.dly the best, perhaps bee .ause it comes first 
in the printed copies .md many readeis do not get faithei. But 
The City Heiress is also a jilc-as.ant incident play of its own kind, 
.and The 'Town Foft^ The Linhy Chaine^ The Jt'idozt/ Ranter^ Sir 
Patient Fancy^ and others leveal themselves pretty clearly by their 
titles. 

It must at least be said for Willkim Wycherley^ (whose reputed 
claims to pnoiity, it is fair to lemember, we have not from himself 
but on b.id and late authority) that w^hether he wTote first or not, he 
certainly wrote best of the comic .authors of Charles IP's reign. He 
w'as the son and heir of a good old family in Shropshire, wdieie he 

^ The edition of Leigh Hunt, containing also Congreve, Vanbrugh, and 
Farquhar, has long been the standard for this quartette All, however, in whole 
or m pait, appe.ar m tlie “Mermaid Senes," and have also bc'cn separately 
edited 
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was born about 1640 He resided in France, where he had the advan¬ 
tage of the salon of Julie d’An^'ennes, J)udiess of Montausier, who, 

howexer, cannot have exercised u])on him the purifying 
>turcy attributed in reference to he/ compatriot wits. 

After the Restonition lie returned to England and resided some time 
at Queen’s Cmllege, Oxford, though he does not seem to have matricu¬ 
lated ; and he found himself probably more at home at the Middle 
Temple. He had, according to Pope, his friend later, already written 
Love in a It^ood: but no statement c:)f I’ojie’s is ever to be accepted 
without corro]:)oration, and heie x\e have none. The }>lay did not 
actually a])pcMr till 1672, and atti.icted to Wycherley, x\ho was very 
handsome, the sjiaie attentions of IJarbara i\alinf‘r, Diuhess of 
Cleveland, which he shared with Mailborough and many others. 
For some years he was rather a ])rominent courtier, and he produced 
77 ie Gen/lenian Ihrminii J/av/cr (1 d73), 'J'Jic Coiinfiy ////c(i 675 )» 
and 'J 7 ie I 7 ain (1 677), in pretty rajiicl succession. It seems 

to have been after this that he mairied the Countess Dowager of 
Drogheda, a hidy nobly born as well as connected, handsome and 
well dow^erecl lint she is said to h.ive been \ery jealous, and though 
she left Wycherh^y at hci death, not \ery long afterwaids, all the money 
she could, the legacy only biought him law-suits .md .1 long imimson- 
ment for debt. As a very old man he made the ac ciuaintance of 
Po])e, succeeded at the death of his father, who must have been a 
nonagenarian, to the family est.ite, married again and settled a 
jointure on his wife*, and died immedi.itely afterwaids in 1715. 

He seems to have eainc'd the liking as well .is the .admiration of 
his c*c)ntemporaries, and while they recognised 

Tlic* satire, wit, and strength of manly W ycdieiley, 

they do not sec'in to have attributed to him any of the ill-nature which 
w'C see in his own M.mly. His ability i*^ shown within a r.ither small 
compass. 7 . 0 VC in a //cW is not supeiior, or xcry little superior, to 
most of the comc'dies nienticmed m the last few paiagrajdis, and 
though It IS unjust to call 77ic Gentleman Danctne^ Jl/asfer, as 
Harditt has called it, a “ hmg, foolish farce,” it has no great merit. 
Jiut The Country Ulfc and I7ic JTahi Dealer (the Latter an extremely 
free following of Molierc’s Misanttu'Ope) are simply the sM'ongest and 
wdttiest plays of the c'omic kind produced in Paigland betwaen Fletcher 
.and Congreve, th.it is to say, for more than sixty yexars. They are 
deeply tarred with the Restoration brush of coarseness, so much so 
that even the next century, little troubled as it w.as with scjue.amish- 
ness, had to adjust the plot of 77ic Countiy IVi/e to more decent 
and savoury conditions. Noi h.ave they any prominent merit of con- 
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struclion ; it has been said that no plays of lliis period have. But 
Wycherley has made j^reat profjrcss in the ty])e (haracter of his 
French originals over all his contemporaries ; he has some very 
original figures, such as the Widow Blackacre of I'hc riaui Dcale7\ 
And, above all, he has discovered and put 111 practice, to no small 
measure and extent, the particular forte of his own kind in his own 
time. Ktherege, Sedley, even l)r\den, though it was out of his 
way, had all been trying to hit oh' the smart repartee and sparkling 
dialogue whith Moliere h.id gi\en in French. But Wycherley was 
the first who did this leally well and pretty constantly. It is true 
that the fault of the style m.ikes its appearance with the merits. It 
cannot be said that the action (if I'/ic ( ounirv to take the earliest 

instance, at all reijuires, or is to .my a])pr(‘cial)le degree helped by, 
the hit-or-miss witticisms which ilornci and his friends allow them¬ 
selves for pages in the \eiy lust scene of the very first act. But in 
hardly .any Restoration ])lay h.ive ve any lietter action, and here we, 
at any r.ite, have the tongue-fence to amuse oursehes with instead. 

Some of the writers ( hiefl\ notn e.able as ir.igedians w rote comedies, 
but hardly anything of theirs deseiaes actual notice except the S/r 
Courtly jXul’ of Crowaie {vnic infnii But there is one othci famous 
comic work of the reign of Chailes 11. which must be 
dealt wath, and that is The J\chea7‘saJ^ (1671), attributed 
to the Duke of Buckingham, but jiretty certainly the woik m the main 
of c'oadjutors, who inc luded even the Rorn.an hand of Butler himself. 
From the first the pitae, which was for years on the stocks, waas 
meant to att.u'k a Lauieate, whence the name Bayes, but Dryden 
w'as not : iiureate at the timi‘ th.at it was begun, and it was aimed at 
Davenani Noi, though theie .are undoubted strokes at Dryden 
person.lily, is he responsible for all the things ridiculed in it. The 
jaay is, in fact, a cento of extr.irts 01 p.arodics from heroic tr.agedies 
strung together and attac hcal to a roughly sketc hed scenario of the 
same heroic: kind, d'he idea is, of couise, not entiiely new, but h.ad 
never been carried out in cpiite the same way, and n.aturally caused 
a grc.at deal of anniseincmt. It lias been twiLC imitated in very 
popular ])ieres, the Jhfu Jhionh of Fielding and the of Sheridan, 

and though the latter is certainly e\en better than 'J'hc Heht\irsal^ 
The K'heuj'sal itself is admirably good 

The glory, however— a glory by no means unmixed with shame— 
of this Restoration diama wsas not reached till long after the Restora¬ 
tion itself, and by a set of men whose knowdedge of the brilliant brutal 
wsays of that time w as mostly tradition.d and litcr.ary. There is much 
less reality about Congreve, Vanbrugh, and Farquhnr than about 


^ Ed. Arber. 
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Shaclwell and Sedley; and it is this which J,^ave such validity as it 
has to the whimsical attempt of Charles Lamb to excuse their w’ant 
Thf dec ency and of morals in every sense. But in fact no 

ariiiin.il exciiscs aic possible, and the least valid of all is that 

which attempts to shield them under the mantle of the 
classic s. The actual license of Aristophanes, in some directions of act 
and word, is very much beyond that of Congreve and \'anl)ru^li. But 
Aristophanes does not, like Vanbrui^h and Con;^icve, make faithless¬ 
ness a distinction and brutality an older of merit. On this jioint 
there can be no “transaction” , but havinj^ pionounced on it, we may 
proceed to do justice to the literary merit of these authors, whic h in 
some ways is of almost the highest degiee. Their forte is still not 
composition, which in all the three (in Winbrugh perhaps least) is 
weak, ])ut, as licfore, m the amusing n.iture of the scattered scenes 
and cliar.icters and, far more than before or ever again, m the un- 
creasing salvo of verbal wit which rings through their best pieces. 

William Congreve, the greatest of the thiee in their special 
greatness, was a cadet of a good Staffordshire tiimily se.ited at a 
place whence it took its name, but w-as born (February 1670) m 
Yorkshire, at a hciuse near Lcaals wlncli belonged to his 
.Diigicvu uncle His f.ither, a soldic'r, liecame a land- 

agent in Ireland, and Congiexe was educ'ated at its then best giammai 
school, Kilkenny, .ind .it 'riimty College, Dublin, whence he passcnl 
to the Middle 'remple in London. He began in lileiature with a 
prose talc, (1692), which few' have read but which some 

have managed to praise, and soon submitted his first jilay, The Old 
Ihirhelor^ to Drydcn, who praised it highly, put it perhaps a little 
into st.ige shape, and got it acted in January 1693. Within the 
same year, for Cc)ngre\e certainly had the precocity w'hicdi Wycherley 
perhaps affected, came The Double ]dealer. Loi>e for J^we came m 
April 1695, 'J'he Mouruina; Ih'idc two years later, and The Way oj 
ihe World in 1700. This last, for w'hat reason it is diffic ult to c on¬ 
ceive, was not successful, and Congreve, who had already been 
annoyed by the protest of Jeremy Collier {vide infra) against his 
style, left the stage nevei to return. He received valuable Covern- 
mertt places, wrote a masque or two and some very excellent lyrics 
in the artificial style, and died in 1729, leaving most of his money 
to Henrietta, Duchess of Marlborough. 

Congreve’s tr.agcdy will have its place later; his four comedies 
advance with a singukarly even and rapid progression. The Old 
Bachelor is not much, if at all, better than Wycherley, and its hero 
(not the title hero), Vainlove, is, wdth a young man’s exaggeration, 
made to outdo all the other heroes from Dorimant downward, whom 
he copies, in loveless and joyless debauchery. The Double Dealer is 
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a very groat improvement, though it is almost more of a tragi-comedy 
than a comedy, and might, indeed, with very slight alteration of 
incident and hardly any of language, have come to the sanguinary 
end wliich it very nearly reaches in fact. The characters of Lady 
'Louchwood and of Maskwell, her nephew and gallant, have a touch 
not merely of villainy but of sombre sullenness about them, which 
cannot but be felt as rather out of place ; indeed, it is in this play 
and in 7 'hc of the Wortd^ much more than in The Mourning 

Bri(h\ that Congieve shows the tragic power he certainly possessed. 
This shadow entirely disappears from Love for Love^ which is all 
pure comedy, albeit behind some of the merriment there is little real 
mirth. Jh'obability and strict stage constriK tion are still as much 
to seek here as elsewhere, and no one of the characters is a whole 
live personage like those of Sliakespeaie in the diama before, and 
those of Fielding in the no\el lal(‘i ilut, on the other hand, there 
IS hardly one who, as a personage of artificial come dy, is not a triumph, 
from Sir Sampson Legend, the testy father, through his sons Valentine 
(spendthrift and rake, but a better fellow than most of them) and 
Hen, the simple s.iilor, who was now becoming a stock stage figure ; 
through the sisters Foresight and Frail, whose simultaneous discovery 
of each other’s slips is one of the capital moments of English comic 
literature ; and the ftiohsli astronomer. Foresight ; and Tattle, the 
frivolous beau; and Jeremy, the impossibly witty ser\ ant; and Angelica, 
giving us the contemporary notion of a heroine who is neither heart¬ 
less nor a fool; and I’nie, the hoyden. All these are, for purely 
theatiical tlcsh and blood, perfect triumphs in their kind, and they 
move throughout in a jieifect star-show’er of verbal fireworks. 

Yet Congoeve h.id not exhausted himself. The ll’ay of the 
Worlds though in some points it returns to the mixed and semi- 
tragic, or at least serious, cast of The Doidde Dealer^ is a better-knit 
play than Lo'i'e for Lo 7 u\ and contains m Mill.miant, the coquettish 
heroine, the cpieen of all her kind. Congreve has indeed borrowed 
the lay figure for her - and something more —from an excellent play 
w’hich nobody reads, Dryden’s Marriage a la Alode^ but he has given 
her a tenfold portion of air and fire, and indeed left nothing to be 
done in the same direction. Lady Wishfort, too, is another masterly 
personage, and the more sinister figures of h'ainall and Mrs. Marwood 
are full of power, wfiiich indeed, in one w^ay or another, few of the 
characters lack. What none of them lack is wit, the mere writing 
of the play being better than that of Love for Love itself. 

Sir John Vanbrugh, at least the rival of Congreve at his best, but 
far more unequal, was born no one seems quite to know where or 
when. He himself, perhaps in Joke, said that the place was the 
Bastile, and he was certainly much abroad, though his family seems 



404 


THE AUGUSTAN AGES 


BOOK viir 


to have been Ion" transferred from the Nctheilands to EZngland. 
The date is supposed to have been about 1666. He was a soldier, 
VunhruRh ^ hciald (hc became Clarencieux King-at-Arms), and 
latterly a very well-known architect, Ulcnheim and Castle 
Howard being only the greatest of his performances in tins line, from 
which some striu tural .idvantagcs have been good-naturedly argued 
to his plays. We hear positively of him tirst in 1695, when he was 
appointed by EA'elyn secretary to the (Greenwich Hospital C'ommission, 
.ind two years later, m if>97, his liist play, I'hc appeared. 

Next year came 77 ic Provoked H 7 /c, and the last on w'hich his 
reputation rests, 77 n CoNjederaL\\ in 1705. Wanbiiigli wiotc several 
others, but they were iimstly translations or atlaptations fiom IVloheie 
and lioursault, and of little value, though his iinfinislied JoKrncy to 
London has stronger ])oints. He was knighted in 1714, at the 
coming of the fianovenans, and died in 1726. 

It IS a little odd that The Ri/itpse is an avowed continuation of a 
})lay by another dramatist, Colley (hbber (sc'e below j, [iroduced the 
year before, and entitled /.oiP^ Last Shift. \'anbrugh kept the 
characters, but treated them in a style to wdiich Cibber (who himself 
*icted in the sequel) had no pretensions. Lord iMipjangton (the Sir 
Novelty Fashion of the earlier pi iv; is the List and b) lar the best of 
the line begun by Sir Fophng Flutter ; indet‘d, he forms a better pair 
to Congreve’s Millamant tlhin anything of Congieve’s own ; and his 
final resignation to his brother of tin* binle of whom that cadet has 
cheated him, “Dear dam, since things are thus fallen aut, prithee, 
give me leave to wash you jay! I do it de hon ca'iii strike me 
dumb I You have married a woman beautiful in her person, 
charming m her airs, prudent in her canduct, (anstant in her inclina¬ 
tions, and of a nuc marality, sjilit my windpipe!” reaches the sub¬ 
lime of the comic. The Proi'okcd II ifc and I'lic Confederacy 
though a little less wutty, are perhaps better as ])lays, and certainly 
more original. Sir John lirute, the hero of the fust named, has been 
very highly praised, and deserves the praise, with the limitations 
already made, that he is r.ither a type than an individual, and that 
his life IS stage life. I'he Confedertuy is the most uniform, the best 
movmg, and perhaps the best charactered, of .ill Vanbrugh's plays, 
.and it is particularly noticeable for the author’s having dared to make 
it a middle-class play throughout. The lords and baronets so 
common in the Restoration drama vanish, to be replaced by a pair 
of money-scriveners (like the fathers of Milton and Gray), their wives 
and families, a dealer in old clothes and money-lending, and her son, 
etc. But with the loss in gentility there is a gain in liveliness, and 
Corinn.a, the heroine, if still a little stag-ey, h;is stage life to the full. 

George Farquhar, the last and youngest of the trio, was the son 
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of a clergyman, and was born at Londondeny in 167S. As his first 
comedy, a/ii/ a Boiflr^ was produced the year after Vanbrugh’s 

Relapse^ he was on a level with, and almost m advance of, ^ ^ 

the rest of his group in early wTitmg. He had previously 
been an undergraduate of Trinity College, Dublin, an actor (he is 
said to have left the stage because he nearly killed a brother ac tor by 
aicident in a stage duel), and an officer in the army ; nor did he give 
u]> this latter profession till just before his death, which happened in 
his thirtieth year. He had mariied, and, it is saul, had experienced 
one of the tinks so common on the stage of his time, being deceived 
by his wife as to her fortune. lUu he is also said to have m no 
way punish(‘d her for her dc('eit , indeed, the general tradition of him 
is of a good-natured and amiable, though slightly fiather-brained, 
person. This tiadition was possibly founded on, and is certainly not 
out of harmony with, the seven plays which (with some me->cellanics in 
prose and verse) he l(‘ft behind him. For these plays arc much more 
good-natured than those of (mngreve and Vanbrugh, though there is 
looseness enough in their morality. They also exlvbit a steady 
improvement, w'hich, consideiing the authors youth at his death, 
makes it probable that he w'ould have done things even better than 
The Beau \'-Siratai:;ctn had he lived. Love aud a the first, is 

no great thing, being almost undistinguishablc, e\ce])t that it has a 
little more of the new wit, from many plays of many waiters. 'The 
Constant Couple^ or a 7 'np to the Jubilee^ and Sir Harry U i/dair, 
two plays connected after a fashion in which the time took pleasure 
as first and second part, and presenting some lescmblances in scheme 
to (abber and Vanbrugh’s pair, have moie merit. Ihit they probably 
owxd most of their popularity with their own and succeeding genera¬ 
tions to the impudent ease with which the favourite actress. Peg 
Woffington, in man’s c lothes, played Sir Hariy. 'The huonstant iiwd 
The I i'ay to W'in Hun arc far from achieving the excellence of the 
last pair, 'The Reirui/iny C>J//err ;ind 'The luau.\-Siratayem, There 
IS a vividness and gusto about the scenes of the first, and the parts 
of Captain Plume and his sergeant Kite, w'hich at least does not 
discouiage th«‘ supposition that Fanjuhar drew on his pcn sonal experi¬ 
ences in recruiting and country qu.uieis; though, if “.Silvia” be the 
damsel who deceived him, his magnanimity was certainly not small. 
The Biaiix-Stratayeni^ which, though not much to boast of from the 
moral point of view', is one of the least morally objectionable plays of 
the whole set, also deserves the repute it has retained above almost 
all of them by the liveliness of the incidents and dialogues, the happy 
humour-characters of the servant Scrub and Poniface the rascally 
landlord, the ingenious impudence of Archer, and the well-written 
parts of Sejuire and Mrs. Sullen. 
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The protest of Jeremy Collier (see next chapter) either produced, or 
more probably coincided with, a certain change of public taste in 
comedy, and thoug^h the plays from 1700 onwards are by no means 
remarkable, as a rule, for squeamishness, they are not merely freer 
from “ immorality and profimeness,” but distinctly humancr m tone, 
than those of the forty years between 1660 and 1700. They are also 
much woise as literature. Those of Steele and Addison had best be 
noticed with other woiks of their respective writers, but two drama¬ 
tists wdio belong to both periods—to the eailier in general style, to 
the later m a certain modilication of the ranker features of the 
Restoration jilay—may be desjiatched here. One of them, indeed, 
Colley Cibbci,^ has been mentioned already, and wall be 

C inner. , , i. * t i 

mentioned yc‘t .again m connection with I’ope. He was 
born in 1671, the son of a sculptor of much note and some merit, 
.and bec.ame an actor and playwaight c.irly, as well as later Poet- 
I.aureatc, being also long manager of Drury Lane. i he usual edition 
of Cabber’s works contains sixteen plays, but he is said to h.ave 
written nearly double that numbei. last Shift itself, The 

Carcles\ Husband^ and The Nonjitror Can aclajitation of Tartuffc) 
arc the best known of them Most .11 e fairly lively, but hardly any 
is really literature. 

Very similar, though .1 little better .it their best, are the nineteen 
])ieces of Siisann.ih (. entln re,’’ who is believed to li.i\c been born 
about 1680, She w'.is the daiightei of a Lincolnshire gentleman 
named Ereem.an, but sc‘ems to have passed her girlhood 

Mrs, Conthvic ’ , ^ 

in jKior circumst.anc es, and as an orphan. She was 
thrice married, her third husb.ind being, as her admiiing female 
bicjgrapher c .ills him, “a French gentlem.in.’’ Of him history 
records that he, being a connoisseur in cookery, obliged King William 
.and fHicen Anne by condescending to superintend their kitchen as 
yeoman, whence he is indeed called by some a cook. She died m 
1722. The best of her jilays arc The Busybody and A Bold Stroke 
for a from the', last of which comes .at least one universally 

known and quoted ])hrase, “ the real Simon Pure.” d'hey .are nearer 
literature than Cibbc.i’.s, but they are chiefly interesting because they 
show the change of t.aste. The theme is still intrigue, but it is 
.almost always unsuccessful. 

The tragic authors of the period and their tragedies occupy a 
position on the whole less import<ant, though distinctly curious. With 
all their faults, there can be no doubt that comedies like Love for 
Love^ The Confedei'acy^ .and The Beaux-Stratagem mark in certain 
directions an advance upon .all English comic work before them, 

^ Dramatic Works^ 4 vols London, 1760. 

2 Works, 3 vols. London, 1761 ; reprinted, 1872. 
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except that of Shakespeare, with which they do not compare. On the 

other hand, All for Love and Venice Preserved^ not to mention others, 

do come into pretty direct competition with Hamlet and 

Macbeth^ and are, with all their merits, inferior not 

merely to these, but to many others. The difference is 

not in the least surpnsin^^ For poetry is not necessary to comedy, 

.ind IS absolutely necessary to traj^edy. And it is precisely m poetry 

th.it the second half of the seventeenth century is inferior to the 

first. 

The tra^mdy of the time divides itself, with the usual overlapping;, 
into two parts — the Heroic drama, .ilready discussed, which was 
triumphant between 1660 and 1680, and did not entirely disappear 
between t68o and 1700; and the blank-verse tragedy, 
altered m spirit rathci than .in intention Irom that Heroic 
“before the flood,” which was not quite absent in the 
fust time, and which ])revnfled once more in the second. In both 
])erioils and m both kinds the mighty craftsmanship of Dryden led 
the way, and desp'te the tiiidition.il repute of Venice Prcsciiied^ it is 
impossible heie to admit that any examples sui passed The Conquest 
of Granada in the first kind, and All for ].ovc m the second. 

The Rival Ladies^ which is Dr>den’s fust serious play, and which 
followed ‘J'hc W^iId'Gallant at no ^o'eat interval, is neither wholly 
tragic nor wholly comic, neither wholly ihymed nor wholly blank 
verse and prose. lUit 'J'nc Indian Knipci'or (1665), following; an 
Indian (lueen^ 111 whu h he had helped his brother-in-law. Sir Robert 
Howard, \v,is his first distinct and original venture wholly in the new' 
style. Tb Maiden Queen (1667) is a blend of tragic, or at least 
serious, heroics and comic prose Tint Tyrannic Love^ or The Royal 
i^^artyr a dramatisation of the legend of St. Catherine, first 

extiibited the htn*oic style in j^erfcction. 'J’he rants of the Emperor 
Maxhnin and the prejiosterous character of some of the incidents 
were bywords even m their own day, but the splendid rhetoric of 
the best passages, the lattling single-stick play of the rhyming 
dialogue, and the reallv noble sentiment of much of it, almost excuse 
the enthusiasm of audiences for a style full of the most glaring faults, 
d nis is still more the case with the two parts of The Conquest of 
Granada (1670), whudi brought the kind to its highest perfection, 
purged It of some of the absurdities which were not, as most were, 
inherent, and certainly contains many of the best pieces of declama¬ 
tion, and not a few of not the worst pieces of poetry, in the English 
language. 

Ihe Rehearsal came out very shortly, but it did not in the least 
“kill” heioics, which continued to flourish. For a time, indeed, 
Dryden chiefly wrote comedies or tragi-comedies; but the most 

2 K 
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curious of Jill Ins experiments, the “tagging” of Paradise Lost 
into a drama, The State of J?inocence, which is half an opera and 
more than half a Heroic play, shows the undiminished popularity of 
the style. And in 1675 appeared the extremely fine Aureni^isebe^ 
still heroic. This, however, contains both indirect evidence and a 
direct confession that the author was tiring of rhyme, the latter in a 
statement of the prologue, and the former throughout, in the constant 
preference of overlapped or enjambed lines to the strict couplet. 
Nothing can better show Dryden’s literary peculiarities both m strength 
and weakness than the fact that, when he turned from rhyme to blank 
verse, he actually took a play of Shakespeare’s for something more 
than the canvas of his new attempt It is true that m the identity 

of subject of Alt for Love and Antony and CIcofatra we 

Ills blank- ^ust iiot sce too much. Not merely was it the habit of 

verse pl.iys ^ 

the time to refurbish old work, not merely had Dryden 
himself a peculiar theory about what he called “translation,” but 
from the very infancy of the Elizabethan drama itself it had been 
the almost invariable habit to refashion older plays. 'Ehe really 
extraordinary thing in All for Love is not that it follows Antony 
and Cleopatra^ but that, in following, it keeps so far from plagiarism ; 
not that Its kind is inferior to Shakespeare'’s, but that it achieves such 
evcellence as it docs in that kind. The fact is that it is a great, 
and a very gneat, play, with more of the earth and less of the air in 
it than in its model. It stands on an entirely different footing from 
the travesty of 7 'roi 7 i/s and Cress/da, which followed it in 1679 ; but 
the scenes which Dryden contributed to Lee’s Oedipus and J'tuke of 
Guise c ontain some of his very best work. When his apparent ruin 
at the Revolution drove him back to the stage, the first play he wrote, 
in 1690, was the \ery fine tragedy of Don Sebastian (which the older 
criticism put at the head of his work in this kind, though nowadays 
All for Love is mostly preferred), and while his last play of all. Love 
Ti'iuni pliant^ was a tragi-comedy, the last but one, Clconicnes, was a 
pure tragedy and a fine one. 

Dryden’s all but mvaiiable primacy was also well displayed in 
two adjuncts to the drama of the tunc, one of which it possessed in 
common with that of the last age, while the other was more, though 
still not quite, peculiar to it. The first of these consisted of the songs 
with which It was still customary to intersperse, and here, if he no¬ 
where quite equals the surpassing gems of Sedley and Mrs. Ilehn, 
he has a much larger number of very high average quality. The 
other lay in the Prologue and Epilogue, which, occasional if not 
rare before 1640, became after 1660 one of the most regular and 
popular appurtenances of plays. The fashion was no doubt much 
helped by the introduction of women on the stage, for the prologues 
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and epilogues were usually, though not invariably, spoken by the 
prettiest and most favourite actresses. By degrees it became cus¬ 
tomary for novices, or those who were not confident in n,^ play, 
their own powers of verse (these pieces were all but songs ami 
invariably in the smartest style of the new couplet) to 
get friends, for love or for money, to help them out, and Dryden’s 
own scanty income was eked m no small degree by sums thus re¬ 
ceived, while his prologues and epilogues to his own and others’ 
plays make a very (onsidcrable section of his work. Their matter 
is more unequal than their form, for, being addressed specially ad 
they oflered too great temptation to aim at popularity first of 
all ; and the jiolitical savagery of some of these pieces, the license of 
the language and imagery m others, must have counted for not a 
little in his sense of the necessity, if not the adecjuacy, of the anti¬ 
thetic excuse formulated by Johnson later— 

For wc that live to please must please to live. 

Dryden’s earliest and longest-lived rival, or rather contemporary, 
in tragedy was John Crowme—“starch Johnny Crowme,” as Rochester 
called him from some real or imputed primness. Crowne^ was a 
Nova-Scotian, and is thought to have been born as early 
as 1640, and to have died as late as 1705. He supplied 
the stage for nearly thirty years with some eighteen 
plays, the best of which is the adapted comedy oi Sir Courtly KnL\ 
already mentioned, and said to have been, like other good plays and 
poems, due to the suggestion of Charles himself. Crownc was once 
utilised by Rochester’s spite to \ex Dryden, his mascpie of Calisto being 
preferred to something of the Laureate’s for a court entertainment. 
He wrote a rhymed tragedy, Caligula^ as late as 1698, and had 
an inclination rather to the tragic than to the comic muse. His 
singular Dcstiuction of Jerusalem^ also heroic, though little read 
deserves reading, and he is at any rate far above his adversary 
Elkanah Settle, the “Doeg” of the second part of Absalom and 
AchitophcL In the early furore for heroic plays, Settle, who w'as 
born in 1648, produced in 1673 one entitled The Empress of Morocio^ 
which was thought by the younger sort quite to put Dryden in the 
shade, and was printed with elaborate engravings. It is curious that 
Dryden, losing for once his usual Olympian indifference, joined 
Crown e and Shad well (the very man whom he was afterwards to 
couple with Settle) in attacking The Empress. Settle wrote much 
else, became city poet and a puppet-show keeper, and died at an 

^ Among Maidment and Logan’s Dramatists of the Restoration, 4 vols. Edin¬ 
burgh, 1873 
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acl\anrcd age in J724, half pitied, half jeered at by the wits of the 
next generation. 

Somewhat younger, and very miirh belter, were three otlier 
dramatists wlio with Dryden exhibit the tragic abilities of C liarles Il.'s 
time at the best -Otway, Lee, and Soiitherne. Their merits as play¬ 
wrights follow the order of their birth, though Lee is far 
the liest poet of the three. Thomas Otway * was born 
in 1651, He was the son of a Sussex Oergyinan, and cannot have 
been ill off, since lie entered Christ Chinch, Oxford, as a gentleman 
commoner. But the stage had more altiaction for him than the 
Church, though he was cjuile a failure as an actor, and for the 
moment turned to the army, where he obtained a cornctcy, as some 
say, though others sujijiosed him only to have enlisted. He certainly 
served more than one campaign But the thc\'itrc continued to 
exercise its fascination, which was made stronger m his case by the 
charms of Mrs. Bariy, a beautiful actiess, who a])])eared in his first 
play, A/cibi(uh's. He seems to have had Koc'hestm for a n\al, and 
certainly had him for a hbellei. In 1676 he follow'ed Ahihiadcs 
wuth Don Carlos^ a rhyming jilay of some merit in its kind, and then 
turned to adaptations from the French and rubbishy ('omedics. But in 
1680 he produced one of Ins tw'o great jilays, 'J'bic with a 

Cains A/anj/s w'hich is less good, and in 1682 his masterjnece, 
Vcjticc Preserved. I'hree ycais later, having in the interval written 
a bad comedy, 'fiie A///e/si, he died miseralily, it is said by choking 
himself after semi-starvation. 

His misfortunes how^ever, like Chatterton’s, have pci haps hcl])cd 
his fame. Both in his own time, dm mg the eighteenth century, and 
even beyond it, Monirnia .and Bcilvidena, the heroines of T//e Lh'pJ/t/n 
and of Venice P/'e.served, w^ere among the most fa\ourite parts both 
with tr.agic actresses and then audiences, while Ven/ce P?'cse 7 ^'ed ni 
least has kept to the present day a Iradition.al reputation as the best 
tr.agedy out of Shakespeare, the only tragedy of great merit subse- 
r|uent to the Restoration, and so forth. It is perhaps fortunate for 
Otway that the validity of these praises is not often tested by reading. 
There is certainly pathos in both plays, and a good deal of diffused 
tragic passion of v.'inous kinds. Nor .should the utter worthlessness 
of the comic or semi-comic parts of J^enice Preserved be charged 
heavily against OtwMy. But that prosaic element wdiich is such a 
favourite objection to the time seems, to some at least, to appear here 
more than it does in Dryden, more than it does in Lee. Otw^ay’s 
verse has resonance but no melody, his sentiment pathos, but neither 
refinement nor strangeness, nor always strict tiagic qu.ality. Above 


^ Works, 3 vols. London, 1757. 
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all, neither in sound nor in sense has he any The 

deLlamation of Dryden and the rant of Lee pass in many passages 
into poetry ; it is difficult to put the finger on a single one of Otway’s 
of whu h, putting the mere appeal to sentiment aside, as much can be 
said. With the elocution of the “ star,” the beauty of the actress, the 
acf oinjianiment of the theatre, he may thrill , in the study, and read, 
h(; does not. 

On that side, indeed, of the drama which is not literature but stage- 
cr.ift, Otway has very stiorig appe.ils. It has ])een noticed by the 
late Mr. Roden Noel ‘ that even his comedies arc much better con¬ 
structed, and present a much more ccdiercnt fable to the audience, 
th.in most of the plays of the time. And this is still more the case 
with his two great tr.igedies. Unpresentable as is 'Jhe Or/>/i(Ui to a 
modern aucliem e, its jiathos is yieifectly true and just in itself, and 
much moie tr.igic than that of Veunc J'^rcsctveii. Castalio, one of 
die two brothers who are m love with Moniima, has brought upon 
himself the punishment whuh h(‘ iecei\(‘s m the deceit piactised on 
her by the other biother ]‘olydore, fust by his own braggart and 
libertine snccis at marriage, whuh make Rolydore take dishonour¬ 
able designs for granted, and secondly by stealing a march upon 
J\)lydore himself. So too in ]'c)tiLC Preserved^ though the unamiable 
and exaggerated lant of the time appears in the character of Pierre 
throughout, though Pelvidera is stagey to the last degree, and Jaffier 
seems cpiite unreasonably to lent wrath for the ruin which is due to 
his own folly on the world at laige, yet Otway has throughout a 
fa^t hold on his aiidiein e. 

It IS 01. the literary side that he fails. His verse is not merely 
harsh anct nnmusic\d he is deeply affected by the slovenly collo- 
(luialisms and degradations of style which, as we shall sec in the 
iicaI chapter, were at this time jeopardising English style altogether, 
and whuh Dryden was almost alone in resisting. This drawback is 
of itself almost fatal. In the dying speech of Monimia, the climax of 
one of the most heartrending scenes and situations to be found, out¬ 
side the greatest examples of Elizabethan tragedy, there occurs this 
distich— 

Speak well of me, and if thou hear ill tongues 

Sj)eak evil of my fame, dodt hear me wronged. 

To any one with an ear this “ don’t ” (which cannot be helped away 
by resolving it into “do not” with a slur) means simply gnashing of 
teeth. 

Ihit e\en this is not so fatal as the astounding absence in Otway 
of poetical expression to suit his poetical sentiment. In all the 

* In his '* Mermaid” edition of Otway, T,oiidon, 1888. 
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fcimous passages of Venue Pfrserved^ that between Jaffier and Pierre, 
the scaffold scene, and the rest, I cannot reineinlier one jdir.isc, one 
“jewel five words long,’^ that gives the sudden blaze pioper to poetry. 
In The Orphafi theie is nothing better than Polydore’s speech as 
he diops his swoid and runs on his brother’s- - 

Now my C’astaho is again my friend; 

and though this is adequate and passable, we cannot help thinking 
how not merely Shakespeare, but half a dozen others, Middleton, 
Webster, Fletcher, 'rouineur, Ford, ev'cn Shirley, would have phrased 
It, nay, how Dryden, and not only Dryden, xainong Otway’s own con- 
teinpories, would have been equal to the occasion. 

The stais of Fee ^ were not much more auspicious than Otw’ay’s 
own, though they spared him the touch of scjualor which lies on the 
luckless bard of lielvideia. N.ithaniel, generally known as Nat, Fee 
j was born in 1655, the son of a dergyman in Hertford¬ 

shire, and, like his great collaborator Dryden, was 
educated at Westminster School and 'Prinity C'ollege, Cambiidge. 
He too became an actor early, and turned from acting to play-wnting. 
But his mind was soon clouded by insanity ; he was for years at 
inteivals an inmate of the madhouse, and when he died, it is 
said from injuries received in a diiiuken s(|uabble, at the age of 
thirty-seven, in 1692, he was probably as much mad as drunk- 
He was only twenty when his first play, Nero^ came out. It is heroic, 
but bastard-heroic, the rhymes being not continuous, but interspersed 
with passages of blank verse and prose. Sophomsha^ the next, on 
a subject w’-hich seems to have had a sort of hereditaiy attraction for 
all the more boisterous sort of tragedians, is entirely in rhyme, as is 
Gloriana^ or The Court of Augusttis Caesar^ prodiu ed in the same 
year. Next year, 1677, gave the Rival (Jueens, and the next again 
Mithriilaies. Both these plays, which weie the most popular of the 
author (the “ Rival Queens,” Statira and Roxana, continuing for 
many years to be favourite characters on the stage), weie in blank 
verse, with no prose, and w ith rhyme only used now and then in the 
old way at the end of scenes, or to top speeches wdiere a clap was 
expected. Some of Lee’s very best w'ork is to be found in Oedipus^ 
where he worked with Dryden on a very fair level. The other 
combination of the two in The Duke of Guise was not quite so 
successful, though the play contains fine things. In thc^ rest of 
Lee’s work, which is wholly confined to tragedy, and which comprises 

' Works, 3 vols. London, 1734 

“ Another story is that lie escaped from his keei3ers on a snowy night, and 
■died of exposure. 
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Theodosius^ The Princess of Clc7>e^ The Ma^sairc of Paris^ Caesar 
Bor^ia^ and Constantine the Great^ his defects atc' perhaps more 
obvious than his merits. But as his best work is not free from the 
former, so the latter are perceivable even in his worst. 

On the whole, Lee has been more harshly judged than any other 
English dramatist. His foible for rant early became a byword, and 
was no doubt exaggerated by the knowledge of his madness. The 
form in which he wrote at least part of his works—the heroic rhymed 
tragedy—is the very worst in the world for bringing out the contrast 
of bombast and bathos, which Dryden himself by no means very 
often escapes, and to whir h all others succ umb Lee’s excitable 
brains were not, and could not be expected to be, critical ; indeed, he 
flings out fine things and foolish things with equal indifference, 01 
rather with eciual enthusiasm. Lastly, it must be confessed that he 
comes far below Otway, or rather hardly enters into competition 
with him, cither as a constructor of plots or a creatoi of situa¬ 
tions. There certainly is j>athos in Lee, but it is chiefly given him 
by his stories, or by a gift to be noticed presently, not by his power 
of appealing directly to the sympathy of the audience. His ])lots and 
his characters are all framed with a view to rapid superficial effect of 
sound and fury, and they rush across the stage in successive blasts 
which leave the spectator, 01 indeed the reader, not quite uninterested, 
not by any means cold, and not even wholly contemptuous e\'cn of 
the flatnesses and frigidities. But they make no appeal to sympatliy ; 
and, but for the one reserved point again, they are too unreal to 
inspire terror. 

That one leserved point, howwer, is that Lee is a poet. It is 
not mert-.'v that his versification, though iineciual, is far better than 
Otway’s. It IS that he has the fac'ulty (as the greatest ciitics have 
been driven to express it) of saying things “in a pc:)etical way.’^ His 
finest passage of all—one in Mithridates on Death- -is not, any more 
than the finest passages of others, absolutely original in thought. 
He may have got it from Raleigh, he may have got it from Marston, 
with whom he has at least the connection that they both wrote 
Sophonisbas, But he has put it for himself and made it, or re¬ 
made It, poetry. Again lake- - 

To the driven air my flying boul is fastened. 

Nobody but a poet could have put “ driven ” and “ flying ” where they 
are. Otway never would have thought of it. And again — 

('>h pity that so fair a star should be 

The child of night. 

He not only has the wordy “the lovely chance-word,’* as he says 
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somewhere liimself, l)Ut he ran arran^^e it in verbal and rliythmical 
arrang^cment, peifect in sense and sound. 

Thomas Southerne—the chief tragic dramatist of the reign of Anne 
"though a lesser man than cither Otway or Lee, still claims place by 
right, and Nicholas Rowe perhaps by tradition. After Rowe, no one 
who owes his place m literaiure to drama will come in 
and Rowe our uay till Sheridan, though a few men of distinc tion m 
othei ways also wiote for the theatre, and a few play¬ 
wrights puie and simple may find corners sonic^where. 

Southerne * was an Irishman by birtlr, though not by extraction, 
and was born m Dublin c ounty m the year ib5c;. 'J'rimty College 
received him and sent him to the Middle I'emjilc;, whence, like other 
playwrights of the time, he pioceeded not meuly to pl,i\ wiitmg, but 
to service for a time m the army. Although possessc*d of an eye to 
the mam chance ~ Pope’s well-known ccmplet, 

Tom, whom IIlmvcmi sent down l.» laise 
'riic' piKc of juologues and ol plays, 

glances on the one hand at Dryclen’s haMng doubled his tariff for 
prologue-furnishing in the case of Soullierne's Loyal /)rothc?\ on the 
other at the profits which the young dramatist liiinseif m.ide—as w^ell 
as of literary talent, he was liked .incl lespected by thiee generations 
of men of letters, from Dryc^en, who was on as good terms with him 
as with Congreve, through the Addison and J\)pe set, till neaily the 
middle of the eighteenth centuiy, when he died at a great age m 
174.6, having made the acquaintance of Gray. 

Rowe,“ whose translation of Lucan obtained the, at first sight 
astounding sentence from Johnson that it is “one of the greatest 
productions of English pc:)etry,” was of a good Devonshire family, 
but was born in Bedfordshire m 1673, father being a lawyer of 
some note. Nicholas w^as sent to Westminster, but not to any uni¬ 
versity, his father thinking it better for him to enter the Middle 
Temple at once, that he might, it may be supposed, avoid the snares 
of the Muses. Yet, if he escaped the fate of Otway and Lee, it was 
not because Oxford and Cambridge had no part in him, but because 
he ha4 independent means to whu:h his father’s death gave him early 
access, and because, instead of the rough days of Charles or the 
rougher ones of “ Grub Street,” the palmy time of Anne and the 
earliest (jcorgc fell to his lot. He was fivc-and-tw^enty w^hen his first 
play. The Ambitious Stepmother^ appeared, and he followed it up with 
Tamerlane (a glorification of “ The Deliverer,” for Rowe was a Whig), 
1702, and The Fair Penitent^ 1703* Jane Shore^ which had been 

2 Work^ (new ed.), 2 vols. London, 1792 


' ITorks, 2 vols. London, 1721. 
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preceded by others, appeared in 171 4. Rowe was made Poet-Laureate 
at the accession of (icorge I., and as Surveyor of London Customs 
was nearer to Chaucer than in his veise. He died m 1718. Pope 
said lie liad no h(‘art , otheis sjieak well ennuL;h of him, 

Johnson's desciiption of Rowe's plays admits the absence; in them 
(jf “any deeji search into natuie, any ace urate discriminations of 
kindred qualities, or nice display of passion in its progress. All is 
general and rehnc'd. But his reputation < omes fiom the reasonable¬ 
ness of some of his scenes, the elegance of his diction, and the suavity 
of his verse.” ddicsc charms ha\e jialled. l-othaiio, the bad heio 
of The ]<\ur has given a tyjie-name to literature, but this 

IS Row'e’s sec urc'st hold on lemcmbr.ince The ])lay is a hat 
lehandlmg of Massinger’s Tatal Kenve, who actually 

'‘dited Shakesjieare, himself ugaided .SZ/e/v’as a Shakespeaiian 

imitation, and it is not so difficult as some h.i\e thought to see 
why he thought it sc/, but it is meiely “confectioners Gothic.,” 
'The Ollier tiagcahc's, including G/r.svvT, 'Jhe RoyciJ Lonvert^ 
1708, and luitiy J<nie GbvT, 1715? exhibit varying forms of 
frigidity; and his one c'omedy, 'J'he is extremely weak. 

Congreve’s only tragedy is moie often consult cal to see the con¬ 
text of tlnit which Johnson piaised so highly than foi any other 
reason. Few need go farther. Southerne’s tw’o masterpieces, The 
Fatal Miirna^c (i6c)4) and Ofoemoko (i6(;6), are perhaps more un¬ 
known still, despite the tiaditional fame of gre,il acticsses m Isabella 
and Imoinda, the c onstanl references m coiitempoiary and rather later 
literature tc' both, .ind the jokes made on the unlucky second title of 
I'he Fatal Mamayc. I'hey have muc h less elegance of diction than 
the wank of v.iiher Rowe or Congreve, but much gieater tragic Ciuality ; 
being, in fact, Otway a little further piosed. 

'I'he Appuis and Vi?'ginia of John Dennis, the critic; the dis¬ 
tressed Jlltdher of Addison’s friend J’hihps ; the Fhaidra and Hip- 
p(dyttis of his other friend, “ Rag ” Smith, owe such shadowy repute as 
they have to accident, and in the two latter cases to Addison’s not 
unamiable habit of steadily puffing liis friends. None of them, nor 
any tragedy wniten fui generations afterwards for the stage, has 
real merit." 

^ A dran itic grovvll’ of this tinu‘, the Opera, derived j)artly from the Masque, 
paitly from the “ entfilainmciiis ” of Davc^n.mt, descives notice Drvden, heie 
as usual, gave remaihablc examples of it— Albion and Aibanius (1685) and Tiny 
Arthur (1691)--while most of his cc)ntem})oraiics dowm to D’Urfey allected it 
more or less l^y degrees the serious .and “heroic” Opera gave place, in the 
eighteenth cenluiy more pai ticularly, to the eoniic, the partialities of Rich the 
manager, and the irnniense success ot G.iy’s Reyyar\ Opera, helping this deter¬ 
mination not a little The type produced, or g.avc a home to, .some excellent 
songs, hut vwib otheiwise not ol much literary moiiieiit 
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In the last two diapters the tone of the history has had to be too 
often apologetic. In poetry nothing but DrydeiVs own woik and a 
few songs by others was added to our really prct ious possessions ; in 
drama the best tragedies have to be praised by allowance ; and thougli 
the best comedies need none in point of wit—and, indeed, m that 
respi ct occupy a position unsurpassed and hardly approached—they 
are far from invulnerable m ])oint oi construction, and absolutely at 
the mercy of their critics in tone, temper, and even presentation 


of nature. 

In the third department, that of prose-writing, the age can hold its 
head much higher. It js tiiic* that, here also, we cannot give it that 
absolute supremacy which some other periods, in this or that depart- 
Temknry of niay ( laiiii. We caiinol say that its prose is in all 

Kesioi.iiion wTiys and for all purposes the best prose ; we may and 
piosr. iTn^ist admit a regretful looking back to the prose of 
Browne and Milton, or a consolatory looking forward to the piose of 
Shelley and Landor ; we must confess that heie as everywhere the 
fall of the poetic spirit, the neap of inspiration, the preference of the 
merely practic al and the merely prosaic, is apparent. But there is to 
be set against these things a great practical achievement. Until 
1660 it cannot be seriously maintained that England possessed, or 
ever had possessed, a prose style suited for those miscellaneous and 
average purposes which, after all, prose is chiefly meant to subserve. 
Of the style of no earlier English writer except Hooker can it be said 
that it is even conceivably applicable at once to plain narrative, to argu¬ 
mentative exposition, to the handling of practical business. We only 
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know it in the second of these functions, and, admirable as it is there, 
we cannot quite tell how it might have adapted itself to the others. 
Of all other styles we can say positively that for this or that or the 
other function of general prose they were very plainly unfitted. Until 
Ascham, the language was not fully stored with words, not fully fur¬ 
nished with syntactic practice. 'J'hc plain Elizabethan styles were 
too classical and not elegant enough ; the elaborate Elizabethan 
style could never have got a jilain tale told plainly. The stately 
pregnancy of llacon, the labyrinthine windings of the Anatomy, the 
quips of Fuller, the dreamy harmonies of Biowne, could never have 
been adapted to novel-writing, to scientific exposition, to historical, 
political, and philosophical writing without rhetoric. And of all such 
styles it remained fatally true that when they w'eie not very good they 
were pretty sure to be very b.id. 

There arc, here as elsew^here, the usual disputes over the exact 
initiation of the change, and here as elsewhere the old caution that 
‘‘ accuracy must not be expected ” is the true one. The manifesto 
of the change is no doubt an often-quoted passage ^ in 
Bishop (not >et Bisho])) Sprat’s Jtistory of the Royal 
Society (1667). But the change itself is manifest in the work of a 
group of men — Dryden, Tillotson, Temple, Halifax — who w^ere 
Sprat’s elders by five or six years. And from these it has been 
until lately customary to single out Tillotson, partly on the authority 
of a b) no means decisive, and not certainly authentic, statement of 
Dryden’s to Congreve that he had been mduenced b) Tillotson, 
partly from the fact that Tillotson, the first Whig divine of import¬ 
ance, and .'i g^ieat apostle of toleiation, common sense, and other 
eighteenth-centiiiy catchwords, or (if we may com a much-needed 
term) cat( h-//////;cv, was pojmlar with Addison and the Queen Anne 
men generally. But w'C have examples of Dryden’s jirose at a time 
wlien It IS next to impossible that he could have been influenced by 
'Fillotson ; the change is CMdent m the work of Cowley and others 
earlier still ; and on the whole it is far safei and far more philo¬ 
sophical to take It as, like other literary evolutions or revolutions, a 
“flying spirit on the diiven air,’' generally diffused and felt by many 
if not by all, rather than as a deliberately caused product of this or 
that ])crson’s idiosyncrasy, or study, 01 simple desire of innovation. 

Cowley has just been mentioned, and his case is a notable one. 
II is small handful of extremely jileasant Essays display many of the 
characteristics of the new' prose, but it is most noteworthy 
that they seem to date from the close of his life and 
after the Restoration. In his most brilliant piece, the Discourse 


^ It may be found in Sir II. Craik’s English Prose Specimens, 111 271. 
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cotuenuniJ!; Oltvcf' CrounvcU (i66i), old .'ind new jostle c;idi other 
in a fashion almost startling, and the colour, foim, and fire of the 
sinister ,in^el who defcnids the iTotector contrast with the almost 
eighteenth-century (orrertness of some ])assai.:es. As in verse, 
Conley is the Janus of the time, but Ins forvvaid fice is that nhidi is 
heie the most notu ealile. 

What is certain is that Dryden himself again heads this list as 
easily as he does the others, and with the same mastcrl), unobtrusive, 
l)ut fai-reachini^ craftsmanship. 'Ihe immediate stimulus to prose 
^ conijiosition in his case was the interest which he felt m 
dramatic cnticism ; and the immediate models (for, as we 
have seen, he always took a model if he could) were Corneille’s prose 
cxiunon of his jirmted plays. lUit somewhere about 1665 seems 
to have be^un, and while alisent fiom London at his father-in-law’s 
seat at (diarlton to have finished, a much more iinyioitant thing than 
any of these, the famous Jissay of Dramaln Poesyf which has been 
more than once mentioned, and the cardinal positicni of which m 
English lileiai'N history has been more and more clearly recognised. 
For it is not only the manifesto of heroic plays, not only an e\tremely 
subtle and coinpc'tent exposition of divers Mews as to the different 
kinds of drama, not even only a declaration, less oiic‘-sided than those 
which were afteiwaids to be in.ide by the century that followed, of the 
“ correct” notion of poetry, and of literature generally ; it is a model 
of the new jirose, newer even than Cowley’s, and removed almost by 
centuries from the style of such still living men as Jkownc and 
Milton. It contains, besides remarks on kdetcher and Jonson of 
only less excellence, that magnificent criticism which by itself sets 
Dryden almost at the head, in plac'e as m time, of modern English 
critics, and vindicates England once for all from the silly charge of 
having been taught by foreigners to admire Shakespeare. Moreover, 
to complete the value of the thing, we have at least three separate 
editions of it, which Dryden seems to have carefully superintended at 
different times of his life, and which allow' us to see the gradual 
progress of the movement that he himself directed. In the earliest 
fonn there are not a few vernacularities which—by no means always 
for ..the better, but always in the same direction of correctness, 
elegance, approximation to a certain general form of prose-writing— 
are altered in the later. One of the most noteworthy of these is the 
alteration of the old English idiomatic position of the preposition at 
the end of the sentence—“Such arguments as the fourth act of 
Pompey will furnish me with,” to “ those with which the, etc., will 
furnish me ” ; “ writ ” becomes “ written ” ; a word occurring too soon 

^ Now accessible scpar.iUdy m several “ditions, as well as in Prof Ker’s 
Ihydt'H a Essays (Oxford, 1900). 
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after picvious use of it is (hanged for another; colloquialisms 
grow fewer ; the grammar throughout is rorrected and straightened. 
These things are interesting not only because they show the direction 
of the gcneial literaly current, but also as a protest against that 
exaggeration and degradation of tlie plain style itself which, as we 
shall see, set in during the later years of Dryden’s own life, and 
necessitated the further “correctness” of Addison and Swift. 

DrydenN remaining prose works aie \ery considerable, but 
except his tiansLitions (mostly hark-w(jrk in the Roman Catholic 01 
Royalist interest) tliey almost entirely take the form of essays, and 
no doubt powcMfully mduenc ed the gciu ial t«iste for that class of 
composition. The last—tlie TTeface to the 7 ahlcs —is almost as 
much the capital example of his style m prose as the Fables them¬ 
selves are of his slxle in \eise. And there is no doubt that for 
strictly prosaic purjioses thii> style is one of the most admirable in 
English—correct, but not in the least thin or tame ; with a vocabu¬ 
lary itself almost daringl) enriched from foieign tongues, and seldom 
hesitating at an arc Inusm or a colloquialism when necessary, but 
thoroughly organised and “ in hand ” ; of extraordinary ease without 
either over - facility or slqishodness ; forcible v\ithoiit the slightest 
ehort, elociuent without declamation, graceful yet thoroughly manly. 
'Phat there are purposes for which it w'ould not suffice, ch.irms which 
it docs not possess, atmospheres which it cannot give, is all perfectly 
true. Rut Dryden does not pretend to gi\e us these things : he gives 
us what he h.is, and we c.in go elsewdiere for what lie has not. 
Meanwhile the purposexs for which his own style is suited are perhaps 
more ni inerous, and the purposes for which it is distinctly unsuitecl 
fewer, ih.ui in the case of any othei JCnglish prose-writer, save only 
Southey. 

Sir ^^'llllam Tcm])lc wxis a slightly oUIcm* man than Drydcm, 
Jiaving beem born m 1628. lie was a natne of London, but had 
connections wuth Ireland, where his father was Master of the Rolls. 
He was educated at Ismmanuel College, Cambridge, and ^ 

fell in love early with I)oroth> Osboinc*,, daughter of the 
Royalist goxerncir of Guernsey, wdio wrote him some of the most 
charming letters in English, and whom he afterwtirds married, though 
after much ojiposition, for liis own party, or rather his fiuhcr’s, was 
the rariiamcniary. After the Restoration he Icll into political, 
especially diplomatic employment, was sent to Munster, negotiated 
the Triple Alli.inre, and did much other wxirk. In the later years 
of Charles he wxis tiied in home politics, but was less fortunate, being 
perhaps loo squeamish and certainly too timid. For the last twenty 
ycears of his life,wlji( h c-nded unhappily m i 699 (his wife and son having 
died before him, the latter in painful and disgraceful circumstances), 
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he lived in retirement at Sheen and Moor I’aik in Surrey, acting 
sometimes as the adviser, though never as the minister, of William 
of Orange, harbouring Swift and “ Stella,” mixing, not loo happily 
for himself, in the “Ancient and Modern” dis])ute, and gardening. 
Temple’s works ^ are mainly occasional, and the best of them are 
letters and essays ; for he, like all his fellows, shows the strong bent of 
the time towards tlic essay form. His style, at its best extremely 
engaging, manifests the new form—plain, but caiefully balanced 
and polished. From tlie agreeable nature of the subjects, and the 
air of grentlemanly but not too patronising condescension which 
it displays, it exercised great mfluenfe on a generation which 
thoroughly respected “quality” Once (in the thousand-times-ciuoted 
close of his Essay on J’oetry) Temple went higher than Dryden, 
higher than any one of his own school, m developing the music of 
prose ; m the context of this and in many other places he goes very 

John Tillotson - was .1 Yoikshire man, the son of a violently 
Protestant clothier, and was born m 1630. He was educated at 
Clare Hall, Cambridge, took orders, and after the Restoration ap- 
^ peaiecl as a Presbyterian at the Savoy (amfcrencc, but 
was no extremist and did not “go out.” As preacher 
of Lincoln’s Inn, prebendary of St. Ikiul’s, and then Dean of it, he 
accpiired a gieat reputation for eloquence as well as for moderate 
liberalism—as we should now call it—m politics and theology. Put 
he was highly respected by all paities during the reigns of Charles 
and James, and he forfeited this respect with the Tories, not by his 
Whiggery, but by accepting Sancroft’s archbishc:)pric despite, it would 
appear, his own better re.ison and conscience. He died in 1694. It 
was mainly because the older style, in the hands of South, Harrow, 
and other great preachers, kept hold of the pulpit longer than of 
other departments of prose, that Tillotson acquired his reputation for 
style. Those who go to him now for that quality will probably be a 
good deal disappointed. He is very fairjy clear and easy ; but he 
has neither the strength and variety of Dryden, nor the music of 
Temple, nor the crisp elegance of Halifax. 

With respect to the last named it is proper to observe that the 
Work,'*^ in virtue of which he appears here, though there is no reason¬ 
able doubt of his authorship of it, is not attributed to him on certain 
documentary evidence. George Savile, who was born 
‘of an old Yorkshire family in 1633, and succeeded to 
a baronetcy at eight years old, became a member of Parliament at 
the Restoration. He leceivcd a peerage as Lord Savile and \hscount 
^ 4 vt)]‘. London, 1757 

- I Tory’s, 10 vols. London, 1820. ^ Ahscellanies, London, 1704. 
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Halifax ei^’ht years later, was a jjrcat opponent of S.ialtesbiiry and 
supporter (ihou^di in a moderate or “trirnminj'” fashion) of the 
Crown, and was successively promoted to be Karl and Abarquess. 
In the reit^n of James II. he was strongly in opposition, and held 
important positions in the interim government and in William’s 
first ministry, but retired and died m 1695 as a jiiivate person. 
Halifax’s political importance is known to all readers of Macaulay, 
and he is traditionally rejiuted as one of the greatest parliamentary 
speakers of his own, or .iny, time. Hut his liteiary fame rests upon 
a little volume of Miscellanies containing, besides Aih'ne to a 
Daughter and some minor things, four political tiacts w'hich had 
been issued between 1680 and 1^90, entitlefl lespectivcly I'he 
Character of a J'rnnnier^ Jxtler to a Ihsscntei^ VVie yjnafomjy of an 
Equivalent^ and Cautions for the C hour of a ParIiament-man. Of 
these the first had been earlier attributed to Sii AVilliam Coventry, 
and the second to Sir William 'I'eniple ; but the style of the whole is 
extremely homogeneous and Cjuite different from anything of Temple’s, 
while, published as the Miscellanies w'ere within a decade of Halifax’s 
death, it seems extremely improbable that the attribution, if incorrect, 
would not have been challenged. 

They are all exceedingly important doc uments, show'ing first that 
inclination to the essay—to the shoit, foicible, not inelegant, and yet 
first of all popular, treatment of manageably limited subjects, which 
was such a feature of the lime ; and secondly, the progress which was 
being made in the elaboration of a style suitable to such treatment 
in the sjiecial department of politics. It may be observed, from a 
comparison of many instanc es, that irony is an almost inseparable 
accompaniment and ornament of the plainer st\]es. For it not only 
docs not rccjuire, but is positively repugnant to, fiownng and florid 
periods, involved constructions, and the like, and it gives the. salt and 
savour of which the plain style is in especial need. Accordingly 
there is irony in Cowley, and plenty of it in J)iyclen. Hut Halifax’s 
variety is different from that of either of his forerunners—drier, 
more antithetic with a quiet antithesis, more suggestive of a “ word 
to the wise.” Not that Halifax by any means scorns a flight now 
and then—there is in the Charaifer of a I'nnimcr a passage on 
Truth beyond doubt suggested by the famous text on that subject in 
the Areopai(itica (which Halifax was almost or quite old enough 
to have read at the time of its publication), and very well worth com¬ 
paring with it. But these things are not his staple ; that is the 
statement of the case to the plain man in a plain w^ay, yet with such 
a shrewdness and pungency as may give satisfactiem to those whose 
wits, though plain, are not absolutely sluggish. For political pur¬ 
poses such a style is the most valuable of all, and Halifax, beyond 
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all doubt, slu)\ved the way to the greater but licrcer and less equable 
genius of Swift. 

Tliomas Sprat, as was observed above, is more noticeable for 
the distinctness with whu h he puts the new demand than for any 
]).irticular dexterity that he shows in following it. He was a Devon- 
shne man, bom in 1^36, and w'cnt to W^adham C'ollege, 
Oxford, where the example of the Waiden Wilkins may 
have taught him the excellency of making' the best of both parties. 
He wrote a Pindaric Ode m honour of Cromwell’s death, but w^hen 
the Restoration came he ])rom))tly took ordeis and became chaplain 
to Buckingham, Ins duties in that function being traditionally sup¬ 
posed to have me luded ]),irticipation m 7 //c Kchcarsal. Science being 
f.ishionable, he became a man of science, and in 1667 published his 
History (it w.is then a short one) of the Royal Society, taking m that 
respect rather llie \ie\\s of Dryden, w'hom he was libelling, than of 
Butler, wlio )oined in the libel He was a great fiicnd of Cow’lcy, 
whose life he WTote in l.atin and Paighsh, made a smart re])ly to a 
certain Sorbiere, a Frenchman who had travelled in England, and 
became Canon of W indsor in 1680, and Bishop of Rochester in 
1684. His record under James was not too creditable, but, very 
luc kily for him, he w'as iii.kIc the ob|ect under Whlh.un of a ridiculous 
charge of plotting by tw’o ])rofessional ])erjurcrs, and reaped a good 
deal of credit from his manner of clearing hims(*lf. He died in 
171 3 - 

Sjirat no doubt heartily sympathised with, as he most ingeniously 
expressed, the public dem.ind for a ])opularis(‘d style. He represents 
the Royal ScKiety as ‘‘ most solicitous ag.imst the luxury and re- 
dunclancc of speech,” as “ beholding w ith indignation 
Roy .a Society how many mists and uncertainties these specious tropes 
ami style figures havc bioLight on our knowledge.” He 

protests against “this vicious abundance of phrase, this trick of 
metaphors, this volubility of tongue” He calls it a “beautiful 
deceit,” and declares that the .Society has “a constant lesolution to 
reject all the anqdifjcations .and digressions of style ” They have, he 
says, exacted from all their members “a (lose, naked, natural wsay 
of s4jcaking — positive expressions, chxir senses, a native easiness, 
bringing all things as near the mathematical plainness as they can, 
and preferring the language of artis.ans, countrymen, and merchants 
before that of wuts or scholars.” And he practises what he preaches, 
though without forgetting scholarship. But we shall see, as we survey 
the progress of prose letters during the List forty years of the seven¬ 
teenth century, that by degrees this language of artisans, countrymen, 
and merchants was very near swamping literary English altogether, 
and that it had, again and again, in ways as different as those of 
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Addison and Swift, of Johnson, Burke, and Gibbon, to l)e lifted bodily 
out of its naked natural way ” lest it should display all the bareness 
and ugliness of savagery. 

At such a period almost all writers are interesting to the historical 
student of literature, because we look to see how the change expresses 
itself in them. And this particular period is more than usually so, 
because a good deal of the unron(|uerable individuality of the earlier 
pait of the cc^ntLiry survives m it, and prevents monotony. After 
Addison everybody tries to write like Addison ; after Johnson almost 
everybody tries to write like Johnson. P>ut after Dryden everybody 
does not yet try to write like Dryden ; the common influence is upon 
them, but they ex'press it in diffeient ways. 

In perhaps the very greatest prose-writer of the time, next to 
Dryden himself, the particular e})och - tendency shows itself but 
partially, and in ways socially diftcientiated. Like Latimer, like 
Cobbett, his two chief analogues in English prose-writing, 

John Bunyan * is less of his time in purely literary 
respects than of himself Had there been no I’uritanism he would 
have been diflcrcnt, or perhaps would have been nothing at all, as 
T.atimer might have been had there been no Reformation, and 
Cobbett had there been no Reform, in their respective airs. But 
like them he would always have been chiefly himself He was born 
at Elstow in Bedfordshire in the year 1628, observing the date, be 
it noticed—the late twenties and early thirties— of all these men. 
He certainly served m the wars of Rebellion, but whether as a rebel 
or a loyalist cannot be made out. He was “converted,” married 
early, and began, in the tune of the Commonwealth, to write 
against tne Quakers. After the Restoration he was arrested for 
unlicensed preaching, and wrote a good deal. He had license for a 
time, but was again ariested, and is said then to have wuitten the 
Pil{prim's Pi ogress^ \\\^ first part of which w as published in 1678. 
In the last years of his life he w^as not much molested, and died in 
1688. His work is very voluminous, but that pait of it w'hich belongs 
to literature is chiefly composed of his masterpiece, which was com¬ 
pleted in 1684, of the JJoIy H7j'r(i682), of the Ta/c and Death of 
Mr. Badman (1680), and perhaps of the earlier Grace Abounding 
(1660). 

Bunyan had no classical education, and it is improbable that he 
read at all in the work of any of his famous prose contemporaries. 
But he was a member of the first generation which had the unmatched 
English of the Authorised Version by heart, he could supply whatever 
was wanting there by his knowledge of the vernacular, and he had 

^ Ed. Offor, 3 vols. London, n.d. 
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Iiler.'iry fire enough in him to have played a great pait in any age, 
merely by adapting his genius to the current literary forms. He was 
a bom novelist, but the prose novel w.is not m any honour at the 
time of his life, nor for many years after his death, and if he wrote it, 
it was because he must. And he could have been an admirable 
dramatist, indeed his stories aie the neaiest to the drama of all 
the great things of the kind m English lie is a gieat auto¬ 
biographer ; he might have written great histones and still greater 
accounts of discovery of countries. lie is not a great leasoner, 
though no ill one on his piemises and m his method ; nor (being born 
when he was) a great poet. But he could see everything that was 
within the range of Ins sight, and tell what he saw infallibly; he 
had an admirable wnt, and one of the greatest gifts of phrase—of 
jiicking up the right word or the right half-do/en words—that man 
has ever had. 

In the four great books above selected, as well as more or less in 
all his w'ork, Bunyan exhibits these gifts variously. Grate Abounding 
has the interest of autobiography, and though there can be no doubt 
that the inxeterate ruritan habit of pious exaggeration in 
chief Umis desciibiiig a man’s owm shortcomings is theie, yet it is 
made comjiatible with astonishing literary perfection. In 
the seventeenth century this passionate humility (or as some unkind 
judges have taken it, this form of spiritual pride which insists on 
being, if a sinner at all, the chief of sinners) meets us at every turn, 
and it has been sufficiently common since. But it is exceedingly 
rare to find it presented wuth such unconscious yet complete and 
Shakespearian artistry. 

The//eVy \]\xr is a much more ambitious composition, though 
indeed ambition is an incorrect word, for that quality is quite absent 
from Bunyan. But while m Grace Abounding theie is no deliberate 
literary form, the peisoiled confession and the religious purpose not 
obliging the author to select any, heie the important and difficult 
form of tlie allegorical romance is deliberately attempted. As usual 
Bunyan’s direct models hc‘re, and still more in the Ptlgriids Progress^ 
have been hunted after with more zeal tlnin wisdom. He may have 
hadL such ; the Progress is certainly very close to Deguileville ^ (see 
p. 136) in parts. Ehe univ^ersal fondness for allegory in mediaeval 
limes had been nowhere stronger than in England. The Renais¬ 
sance, as the Faerie Queene shows, had only changed the manner, not 
the nature, of the tendency, and the omnipotence of the Bible 
among Bunyan’s class at this time had intensified it yet further. 
But in the l/oly War Bunyan has not co-ordinated his religious and 

^ The Ancient Poem of Guillaume de Guileville (the “ de ” should be 
doubled), ed. N. Hill and others, London, 1858 , and suj>ra, p. i6o. 
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literary senses as he lias in the Pili!^riin\s Proi^rcss^ and he probably 
did not intend to do so. The piece is, like everything of his, fault¬ 
lessly written in its own style, and abounds with line passages. But 
the subjc'ct is both too vast and too vague for the particular treatment, 
and except for the gusto with whuh the old soldier tells of the 
mihtaiy operations against Mansoul, the personal note is wanting, or 
at best emeiges fitfully. 

Although it may seem strange that the astonishing literary 
excellence of the Life and Death of Mr. Badnian should have ever 
escaped any competent critic, yet it may be doubted whether many 
people knew it till tlie late Mr. Fronde took the o[)portunity of doing 
justice to it.i It IS a not very long dialogue between Mr. Wise¬ 
man and Mr. Attentive, divided into chapters, and recounting the 
ungodly but successful life of a hero wdio is tlic very ojiposite of 
Christian. It has been most unnecessaiily and unieasonably regarded 
as a sort of third part by contrast of the J^roi^’-ress (v\hich would argue 
an artistic sense in Bunyari as weak as we know his to have been 
strong), and as, in part at least, a second .lutolnographical fiction— 
which refutes itself. But to foist ‘‘problems” into a story of such 
perfect clearness is quite unpardonable. The style is perhaps 
Bunyan’s best—less vivid than th.it of the J'^ilgruds Pi'Oi^ress^ but 
with even more of the .special excellences of prose. Although Mr. 
Badman deserves his name with almost sujierhiiman thoroughness, 
yet Bunyan entirely escapes sheer ex.iggeration, and even resists the 
temptation to end wath a lurid deathbed. Nay, though his sense of 
poetical and moral justice wall not let him rejiresent B.adman as 
prosperous to the very end, yet he does not insist oxermuch on 
worldly retribution. Short as it is, the piece is .abundantly diveisified 
with episodes and ornament—th.at story of “ old Tod,” told in twenty 
lines, .and told jierfectly, which Mr. Browning has ch.iracteristically 
amplified .and ex.ag^gerated into “ Ned Bratts,” being only one of 
them. There .are very strong suggestions of Thacker.ay (wdio h.ad 
pretty certainly read it) in Mr. Badnian., and it is scarcely an 
ex.aggeration to say that, this once printed, the English Novel in its 
most characteiistic form, .as opposed to the Romance, wais founded. 
The little book itself is indeed rather the scenario in dialogue of such 
a novel than the novel itself, but all the essentials are there. From 
Bunyan to Defoe (who must have known his predecessor well) there 
is only a slight development of method, with a considerable drop in 
style ; from Bunyan here to Richardson and Fielding the advance is 
very much slighter than it looks. 

I'he allegorical form and the strongly religious purport of the 


^ In his monograph on Bunyan for the “ English Men of Letters '* Series. 
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Pilo^rim^s Pro^re^^ itself have made some demur to its being- ranked 
as certainly a link, and perhaj 3 S the very original link, starting the 
chain of the greater ICnghsh novel; but this seems to be a somewhat 
unnecessary scruple. A religious novel is still a novel, and though 
allegory is an old form of fiction, and the novel proper a comparatively 
new one, we must not iiile out allegories as such from the latter 
class. 

Indeed, if, discarding arbitrary axioms, we confine ourstdves to the 
real qualities of the novel, we shall find it very hard to discover one 
which IS not eminently present in the Pro^res<;. It has 

a sufficient and regular plot in each of its parts, the two being duly 
connected—a plot rather of the continuous or straight-line than of 
the interwoven or circular Older, but still amply sufficient. Tire 
action and interest of this plot aic quite lavishly supported by 
character ; indeed, the Pitiinm'^ P)ogrc'i^ is the first prose work of 
liction in which this all-powerful tool, which had hitherto been chiefly 
used by the dramatist, and to a less intense, but more cxtensiv^c, 
degree by the pod, wms ap])hed. And P>unyan, with a bound, came 
very near perfection in it There is hardly a trace (except in 
characters like Idxangelist, where it is proper) of the misty generality 
which vve find in the ffoly Icv'erybody--from main characters 

like Christian and (ireatheart and IMcrcy to mere sketches like 
Atheist and Ey-ends and Erisk, and ihe delectable person who de¬ 
scribes the party at “ Madam Wanton’s,” where they “were as merry 
as the maids”—is alive. The description and the dialogue are used 
to further the narrative, in the precise way m which novel differs 
from drama -the description being given by the author, not by the 
characters or the stage directions- and arc mixed and tempered 
with an art only infeiior to that shovvm in the projection of character 
which they help. If we are told that the PilyrinPs J^rnyress is not 
a nov^el, it will be proper to ask what 7 s a novel, that having 
obtained an admitted example vve may rompaie it with liunyan’s 
work. 

The Pilgr 77 ti\^ P 7 -og; 7 r'i'i has long l^cen, and it may be hoped will 
always be, well enough known in England. Tint for something like 
four generations after its first appearance, its popularity, though 
always great, was, so to speak, subterranean and almost contraband. 
It is probable that even when it was most sniffed at by academic 
criticism, it was brought by means of nursemaids to the knowledge 
of children. Ibit it was not till quite the end of the eighteenth 
century, or even the beginning of the nineteenth, that it was made 
free of the study as it had long been of the cottage and the nursery. 
Orthodo.xy objected to Eunyan’s dissent; dissent to his literary and 
artistic gifts; latitudinarians to his religious fervour; the somewhat 
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priggish refinement of Addisonian and Popian etiquette to his ver¬ 
nacular language and Ins popular atmosphere; scholars to his sup¬ 
posed want of education. And so the greatest prose-book of the late 
seventeenth century m PLnglish had, for nearly a hundred and fifty 
yeais, the curious fate of constantly exercising influence without ever 
achieving praise, or even notice, from those wdiose business it was to 
give both. A curious fate ceitainly, but not an unenvial)le. 

'fhe reluctance to acknowledge the place ofliunyan'in the history 
of the novel has perhaps partly accounted for the undue iiniiortance 
sometimes attached to w'ork so infinitely inferior, not meiely in 
moral respectability but iii literary value, to his as that of 
Richard Head, the author of the Enk^IisJi Koiiuc ^ Tins 
book does possess a certain historical value. It forms 
a definite link between the pamjihlet-novels of the Eli/abethan lime 
in the wide sense and (through the novelettes of Afra lichn) the 
work of Defoe. It represents the first elaborate attempt to trans¬ 
plant the Sptinisli picaiesque novel, and such bb'ench imitations of 
It as Sorel’s Francion^ into ilriglish ; and it is also interesting as 
embodying the aitractions of represent.ition of foreign countries and 
manners with those of the delineation of manneis at home. It shows 
further that extremely strong vernacular and popular, not to say 
vulgar, element which we have had, and sh.all have, to notice so 
often m this particular period. But it has hardly any intrinsic 
merit ; and, if it had not followed the moral lu cnse of its originals, it 
may be questioned whether it would h.ive had many readers or any 
panegyrists. For its w^aiit of decency is almost the only feature wEich 
takes It out of the (ommonplace ; it hardly attempts plot, unless the 
rudimentary device of making the hero occasionally meet with persons 
he has met before may be dignified by that name ; it has no merits 
of dialogue or description, and it is entiiely wanting in the virtue 
which, as we have seen, iiunyan possesses in so eminent a degree— 
the viitue of character-drawing. 

Thomas Burnet and Joseph Glanvill are the chief exponents of 
the gorgeous style in prose, who were born, later than Dryden himself, 
in the seventeenth century. Burnet (who must be very carefully 
distinguished from his namesake Gilbert) was a York¬ 
shire man, and his birth - year was 1635. lie was 
educated at Northallerton (iiammar School and at 
Clare Hall, Cambridge, whence he moved to Christ’s and became 
Fellow of that college in 1657. He took his share of University 
work, but also trav^clled much abioad as a private tutor, and in 1685 

^ 4 vols. London, 1665, Reprinted recently, London,//Head, who v\as 
a person of some education, and a copious bookseller's hack, is responsible 
only lor the fust part of it. 
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he became Master of the Cliartcrhouse. lie had already published 
in Latin (1680) and En^^lish (1684) his Tlicoria Sacra^ with its sequel 
the /V CojiJlai:^rafiom\ and he did little eKe in literature, though he 
did not die till 1715. His position at the Charterhouse gave him 
the opjiortunily, which he duly took, of resisting James il.’s attack 
on the CdiLirch. iUirnel’s book ^ is a fane iful c\planation of cosmogony 
and cosmolysis, in A\hich the Deluge is the great event in the jiast and 
the final conflagration the great event of the future. From this point 
of view it is thii'lly interesting as an atteinjit to combine the iniscent 
interest in jihysical science with the expiring tendency to imaginative 
romance. Something of the same niixtuie appears in the manner, 
for there are touches of the vernacul.iiity, and even th(‘ meanness, 
which was invading sl^le. Ihit on tlu* whole the oldfr magnificence 
prevails, and Lumet has a just, though probably rather a \ague, 
repute as ('ommanding real eloquence of description, marred at tunes 
by a tawdriness which reminds us that we are m the half-century of 
Lee not in that of Shakespeare, but showing in jirosc not a little of 
the redeeming splendour which L(‘e shows in verse. 

(danvill, whom the echoing in.ignificence of a sentence from 
him, prefixed to J'oe’s may have m.ide known to many more 

than have lead him in his oiigmals, was bom at Plymouth in 163^, 
went to Oxford in 1652, took orders at the Restoration, 

I anvi . \hcar of Frome, F.R.S., and Lrebendaiy of 

Worcester, and di(‘(l in 1680. His S(rf)u\ SciCfUiJica^^ an extended 
edition of the eailier \ njiiiy of Voy;maii^ing (1661), appCtired in 
1665 ; S(uiduiisjnii<: Triumphaius^ a defence of belief in witches, in 
1666, and /fcsvM's in 1678. (danvill is a w'eaker and less poetical 
Browne, upon whom it is jH'obcdjly not wrong to suspect that he 
modelled himself. He has, as a rule, neither the power nor the 
music of Sir Thomas, but sometimes he comes not too far off. 

One of the most remarkable divisions of ]irose at the time is 
that supplied by the Diarists and Mcmoir-wTitcrs, of w'hoin Samuel 
Pepys occupies a position tin]paralleled in English, if not in any 
tongue, with Evelyn and Roger North for considerable 
1C laii*, s small number of other writers—Sir John 

Rcresby, Abraham de la Pryme, the soiiiewdiat earlier Mrs. Hutchin¬ 
son^ Lady Fanshaw'e (indeed, the lettcr-w'riters proper might be here 
im luded), and others to follow'. But Pepys, Evelyn, and North are 
those w'ho have hold on history. 

The two first weie friends, but Evelyn, far less distinctly original as 
a waiter, was the elder in years and by far the higher in social position. 
He was born at the f.imily seat of Wotton, in Surrey (of wEich, with 

^ 7th edition, 2 vols London, 175Q. 

“ Edited by John Owen, London, 1885. 
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other projicrty at Saves Court, Deptford, he was afterwards to be 
possessor), 111 1620, went to school at Lewes, and to collei;e at Balliol, 
but was just young enough to escape actual participation ^ 

in the Civil War. He was a consistent Royalist, and 
married the daughter of a still stronger one, Sir Richard Browne. 
But Evelyn was no Quixote, and was not molested during the Common¬ 
wealth. Both at that time and afterwards he devoted himself to 
gardening and arboriculture (of which his well-known, if not now' miudi 
read, Syhui was the outcome), physical scuaue (he was an early member 
of the Royal Society), and a good many other matters. He was a 
fervent Anglican and faithful to monarchical principles, though the 
dissoluteness of the Restoration gave him no sniiill grief. He was 
nearly eighty-seven when he dic^d in 1706, and his woik, jmbhshed 
and unpublished, was very large. But even the Syh'a has long 
ceased to be read, and the books most likely to keej) his name in 
remembrance, his Piajy * and his of IMarg.ircl Illagge (Mrs. 

Ciodolphm), were not published till more than a century after his 
death. 

Ihc interest cf these arises chiefly from their matter. In them 
and m all his work Evelyn’s style is that of a thoroughly cultivated 
gentleman who, on the one hand, has had the full ediKMtion of his 
lime, and on the other is familiar with the language of its best society. 
But he has little idiosyncrasy of composition or expression. He has 
neither the splendour of the old style nor the precision and telling 
point of the new. But in the little book giving the life and letters 
of Margaret Blagge (the first wife of Godolphin, the Lord Treasurer 
to be, who passed unscathed through the contaminations of Whitehall, 
where she \vas a maid of honour, and died in the piime of her youth 
and beauty;, a half-platonic, half-palcmal affection has suffused warmth 
aiid colour over Evelyn’s usually rather tepid and neutral fashion of 
writing. And the Diary^ though there are many more amusing books 
of the kind, is justly famous for the fulness, variety, and fidelity of 
its records, while, not very rarely, in such passages as the w ell-known 
account of the Great Fire, and the still better known one of White¬ 
hall just before the death of Charles IL, the subject once more rouses 
the writer to real strength and effect. But even then he is hardly 
individual. 

Then* is no more individual writer in English than Samuel Pepys, 
his friend, though Evelyn patronised Pepys, as Pepys patronised 
Dryden. He was born in 1633, of a family settled in 
the district of Cambridge and Huntingdon, and, as * w*’- 
was not uncommon in the seventeenth century, touching the peerage 

^ Ed Bray, 2 vols. 410 (2nci ed. 1819), and in diveis forms since. 

- t’ lrst publislied by Samuel Wilberforce, and reprinted since. 
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and the landed gentry on one side, retail town trade and the lower 
middle class on the other. His connection with Montague, after¬ 
wards Earl of Sandwich, was the foundation of Pepys’s fortunes, 
which, after being very humble before the Restoration, were mightily 
bettered by his appointment to the post of Clerk of the Acts of the 
Navy. He was Secretary of the Admiralty later, and Member of 
Parliament ; and though he lost his positions, once at the Popish 
Plot time and finally at the Revolution, he always enjoyed a great 
reputation as a scholar, virtuoso, and expert in matters naval. In 
fact, though he vas not much (he was somewhat) superior to the 
loose ideas of his time as to what was and what was not malversa¬ 
tion of public money, Pejiys was far more diligent, able, and 
patriotic than most of his fi'llows. He seems to have been m more 
than conventional phrase “iinucrsally resjiected” u]) to his death in 
1703. lie left to his college, Magdalene, at Cambridge (his school 
was St. J\aurs), an invaluable collection of books, including ballads 
and old MSS., of which he was one of the earliest collectors ; and 
his 2\lcinoirs rehitin^ to the State of the Naiy (1690) was and is a 
very meritorious production. Even his letters, of which we have 
considerable numbers,^ though as yet no complete printed collection, 
present him 111 no other light than that of a man of business with 
rather versatile tastes for music, science, and (in part) literature, but 
of no special idiosyncrasy cither of genius or character. 

In 1825, however. Lord llraybrooke, wdiose family was connected 
hereditarily uith Magdalene, published m part a Diary which Pepys 
had included in his bec|ucst to that society. It had been kept in 
cypher by the author for about ten years from a period just before 
the Restoration, till anxiety about the stale of his eyes broke it off, 
and probably the death of his wife checked its resumption. She was 
Elizabeth St. Michel, a pretty girl and of gentle French extraction, 
but penniless, ill-educated, apparently (though it must be admitted 
she was sorely tried) of no very sweet disposition, frivolous, and un¬ 
refined. They had made a boy-and-girl mariiage, and, thougdi a most 
unfaithful husband, he seems to have been, with perhaps one interval, 
never cjuite out of love with her. 'Phe Diary was published by Lord 
Braybrooke with very laige omissions ; fifty years afterwards part of 
these were supplied ; and twenty years later again the whole, with 
some verbal blanks, fudoris causa^ was issued. The successive 

^ (’hiefly to be found in Life, Jourriah, and Correspondence of Samuel Pepys, 
ed Smith, 2 vols London, 1841, which also contains the Tangier Diary By 
some mischance or misecmduct the bulk of the letters did not reach Mngdalene, 
and are scattered, while many, no doubt, arc lost 

The latest and completest (but still not (juite complete) edition is that of Mr. 
11 B. Wheatley, l.ondon, 1893-99, ^ text, with a 9th of index and a 

lotli of Pepys tana. 
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revelations have considerably blackened Pepys’s character, and have 
increased the surprise of those who can afford any surprise at a 
constantly renewed phenomenon, that he should have not merely 
written but preserved, and with extraordinary precautions insured 
the preservation of, the document. But they have rather increased 
than lessened the estimate of his peculiar j^cnius. In the place of, 
or rather inside of, the decorous, diligent official and virtuoso who 
was for forty years respected by the scni})ulous P^velyn, and who 
majestically congratulates ] 3 ryden on the comfort afforded to I’epys by 
his Good Parson, “after the sight of so many lewd originals,” we have 
an almost entirely different peison. The interest m some literature, 
in science, in music, m art, remains ; the diligence is seen to have 
been by no means merely affected ; the shrewd business-sense, and 
even the determination that, though JT*pys shall be well paid for 
serving the King, yet the King shall not be ill served, remain. But 
likewise many strange new things appear. \\> find a man insatiable 
of scandal, petty pleasures, fnvolities of dress, and the like ; intensely 
selfish and sometimes even brutal, though good-natured in the main ; 
the arrantest of snobs ; stingy to his wife and lavish to himself; a 
thorough libertine, and resorting to the speci.illy bad trick of using 
his official position to g'latify his libertinage; sometimes almost 
cowardly, constantly jealous, p(‘tty m every way. 

Yet w^e never dislike l^epys, and we seldom despise him. Nor 
is this merely due to the fact that every rational person remembers 
and allow's for the beaiing of a certain text about casting the first 
stone. It is due first to the fact that Pepys is intensely human ; 
secondly to the fact that within his limits (and they are many and 
sharply draw n, so tliat he could not like Shakespeare, could not like 
Butler, could appreciate neither poetry nor humour at the best of 
either) he w'as intensely sensitive to impressions ; most of all to the 
fact that, for w^hatsoever reason—perhaps because of the utter absence 
of restraint and respect of persons—he can express these impressions 
as no one else has done, 'i'he Diary deals literally with the entire 
occupations of a busy life for nearly ten years. Nothing is too 
small, nothing’ too mean, hardly anything even too disgusting, for 
Pepys to record ; he does not know wdiat tedium means, and yet— 
an almost unique instance—he never produces it. His innumerable 
morning draughts and evening suppers ; the oaths which at times 
interfered v/ith them ; the books which he so diligently bought, if he 
did not always taste them ; his more or less unlawful amusements ; 
his friendships ; his enmities ; his very official business—all these 
things and many others acquire in passing under his hands a sort 
of varnish, or, more properly speaking, a sort of saturation of 
immortality. It is impossible to define with any accuracy how this is 
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communicated. Part may be clue to the short, stenographic expres¬ 
sion necessitated by his cypher, to the constant shock of surprise at 
Ins astoundinj^ frankness, to the raciness which his observation of 
the actual fashion of speech of the time imparts. Put there is a 
residuum winch cannot be accounted for liy any of these things, or 
by the interest, intrinsic or accidental, of his subjects; and this 
residuum is j^enius. About genius the less said the better. To 
acknowledge it .ind en|oy it is always the better part of criticism. 

The most interesting of the MiMiioir-writers, next to Pep>s and 

Evelyn —indeed, more inteiesting, if less important, than the latter 

—IS Roger North, a younger son of a family which made no small 

show m history and politics during the sixteenth, seven- 
Kogi-r Noilli , , ^ \ 1 1 

teenth, and eighteenth centuries in h^ngland. Roger 

w\as born about ” 1650 (for, copious as he is, he neglects dates 
strangely), and lived till i 733, most of Ins written wairk being the fruit 
of his l.iter yeais. It consists of ^ of himself and his three 

brothers (the Loid Kc^eper (jiuldford, Dr. John Noith, Master of 
Trinity, and Sir Dudley, the 'J'urkey merchant), and of the Exaiucn^^ 
an important Tory vindic.ilion of the proceedings of Charles IP’s 
reign against the incoming Whiggery of the eighteenth century. The 
Lives are the moie interesting ; but the whole is wiitten m a cuiious 
and very piciuant style, strangely frcie fioin any of the new classicism, 
but as strangely crossed between the older conceit Jiiid the new slang. 
North IS Harrington plus DEstningc ; he w’ill write “This was nuts 
to the old lord,” “That flowed in on him like an orageP “'Phe 
Common Pleas thought to have nicked them,” w'lth no fear of 
Dryden earlier and Addison later, and much as his collateral ancestor 
Sir Thomas would ha\e clone. Which, together wuth the interesting 
things he has to say, gives him no mean position. He liked painting 
and yachting as w^ell as the toughest quillets of the old law, and was 
altogether a character. 

Many other wuiteis have obtained a more or less secuie footing 
in histories, more or less elaborate, of English literature as represent¬ 
ing the prose of this tune. The great, but never fully co-ordinated 
01 developed powersof Andrew Marvell showed themselves 
in his later, and mainly satiric, stage in prose as w^ell as 
in verse. Algernon Sidney (1620 ?-83) has received for his literature 
some of that bounty of praise which in politics has turned a venal 
partisan into a martyred patriot; but the genius of his family was 
not entirely lost in him. George Fox (1624-90), the first of Quakers, 
has been rightly selected as a sort of “prose Bunyan.” The platitudi¬ 
nousness of the Honourable Robert Boyle (1626-91), celebrated, or 


^ Ed Jessopp, 3 vols. T^ondon, 1890. 


4to, London, 1740. 
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rather irnmorUilised, by Swift, is an unintentional reduction to the 
absurd of the qualities which S])rat insisted on as necessary to the 
scientific man. Anthony [a] W'ood (1632-95), author of the great 
Athcmxe Oxoniexx^rs, was a Pcpys who bestowed upon his mother 
University and her notaliles and notabilia what the diarist devoted to 
dinner, and supper, and the wives of shipvvriglits in the Deptford 
yard, and taverns, and tlieatres, and the Navy accounts. And 
Antliony’s senior, survivor, friend, but inferior, John Aubrey (1626-97) 
was still more like J’epys, and has pieserved muc h of such gossij) as 
we have about great and small men of his own time and a little before. 
Edw.ird Stillmgdect (1635-99) was a strong divine and scholar, with 
a style inadequate to his k^arning and his logic. Gilbert TJurnet (1 6>43- 
1715) was a Whig Clarendon, without the genius and tlie art. The 
Scots prose of the time is, despite the clec.idence of Scottish litera¬ 
ture, not unworthily represented by Sir George Mackenzie (1636-91), 
a great lawyer and statesman, an old-fashioned but vivid writer, and, 
as we know both from Drvden and his own writings, an excellent 
cntic ; and by Fletcher of Saltoun (1653-1716), whose personality is 
embalmed by his saying or cjuotation about the ballads of a nation ; 
and by his not cjuite scaiseless crotchet about enslaving beggars. Of 
all these it would be interesting, but is impjossible, to say more heie ; 
but something' in detail must be added of Jcihn Locke, and a few^ 
words alroiit the growth of periodicals and the vulgarisation of style 
towards the clo'^e of the century, es])ei lally as shown in JfEstrange, 
Collier, I)unton, and “the facetious 'Pom Drown.” 

Locke v\<is boin at Wrington m .Somerset, under the shadow of 
the Mendips, 111 1632. He too, like South and Dryden, was a 
pupil cjf 1 nu’iy’s at Westminster, and, hke South, he went to Christ 
C hurch. fie availed himself of his studentship to settle ^ ^ 

clown then* in the study of medicine and philosophy. 

He lost this quiet haven thiough his friendship with Shaftesbury, 
but he had inc-ans and was able to live, chiefly abroad, till the 
Revolution restored him and provided him with divers ofticres, especi¬ 
ally a Commissionership of 'JYacle and Idantations. He had pub¬ 
lished Lifters rn Tofemfion befoie the expulsion of James, but his 
pjincipal works, the great on the Ltunnin Umterstanihni^ and 

the Tx'eatise of Corernnient, a])peared just afterwards in 1690, and 
the Thoue^hts on J^'di/cation in 1693. ^704.^ 

With the matter of Locke’s work, important as it is, w^e have 
here little 01 nothing to do. It concerns us mainly as showing the 
degradation, the general lowering of thought and ideal, which has so 

^ 'J'licn* is no good complete ediuon of I^ockc, though there arc several last- 
cc-'ntury collections. 'The /Ms./vcaii he found cheaply in Hohn’s Library, and with 
all necessary apparatus in I’lofessoi Campbell Fiasei’s edition. 
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much to do with the changes of literature at this time. T.ocke has 
abundance of common sense ; he is not (whatever his followers may 
have been) irreligious ; he is kindly and not ungenerous in tone and 
sentiment ; nor docs it appear that he himself desired any violent 
changes m Chinch or State. But he is wholly, and in a slightly 
unpleasant sense, //nn/nal. If he objects to innate ideas, it is not so 
much because his acuteness peiceives cerUiin obvious difficulties m 
admitting' tlu'in as because they are above his range, out of his ken, 
something that does not come within the almost (not quite) pure 
sensationalism of his thought. If in the s.ime w'ay he objei ts to the 
high-tiying theory of hereditary and absolute monarthy, it is not 
merely because absolute monarchy lias been abused, oi merely 
because he sees objCLtum to it, but because it is again “ too high ” for 
him, because its poetual and lomantic attractions, as well as the 
logical merits of its theory, wdiich appeal even to a person so little 
poetical as Hobbes, are quite out of his pi.me and orbit. Yet again, 
if he objects to the older and classical education, it is because it is 
in danger of interfering w'lth business, because it puts flighty notions 
into men’s heads. No very grc‘at figure of the age really expresses 
Its banality as does Locke. 'The eyes of Hiyden are still caught by 
the brave translunary things winch all great poets must perceive ; 
the fresh attraction of the them novel mathematical and physical dis¬ 
coveries inflames Barrow^ earlier and Newton later; there is an 
intoxication of satire in Butler, an intoxication of God, and of humanity, 
and of the unseen in Bunyan, a kind of intoxication of physical 
pleasure and amusement ewen m Bepys. But Locke is nothing if 
not sober . he is eminently of such stuff as dreams are made of. 

And the style is, once more, the very man. It would be grossly 
unjust to despise Locke as a waiter; his merits of clear apperception 
and presentation, of exact adjustment of the method of appeal to the 
person appealed to, the range and fertility of his illustration, the 
cogency of his attack if the general pnncijiles of it arc granted, the 
absence of pretension and cpiackery—these are things too rare and 
too good in themselves not to receive due acknowledgment. But it 
IS certainly not wrong to see in him literary (we need say nothing 
more of his philosojihical) influences whic h, while they may have 
been v aluable at the time as helping to clear away some things once 
good and gre.it, but now in their decadence, helped to bring .about 
worse things in time to come. To no single m.an is that obstinate 
Philistinism of thought .and expression, which is the besetting sin of 
eighteenth-century literature, due so much as to Locke. The dignity, 
indeed, of his subjeiT, his genuine learning, his modesty, his in- 
tellectu.al .acumen kept him from being actually vulgar. But he was 
the cause of infinite vulgarity in others, and his style of itself incurs 
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the fatal word. Not merely every spark of imagination, not merely 
every flight of fancy, but almost every flourish and curvet of 
rhetoric, humour, sympathy, sense of the double sides of things, are 
excluded from Locke’s handling. 

lie was, however, saved by his vei*y mattcr-of-fartness, even more 
than by his possession of scholarship, from the extreme degradations 
of style w'hich appear in the periodical and controv^ersial writers of the 
close of the century. The newspaper came slowly into 
form ; but it came, and it necessarily helped to exaggerate 
this degradation. It had to appeal to society at large, 
and society at large, both high and low, had the mind to 
s^c 7 icanaillcr. Coaiscness ruled from Whiteh.ill to Whitefriars ; cour¬ 
tier, citizen, vagabond had alike lost the List glimpse of anything 
unvulgar. L’Estrangc, a Tory, a gentleman, and even something 
of a scholar, writes mere Hillingsgate sometimes, and mere vernacular 
familiarity alw'ays. Jeremy Collier, a very learned man, a sound 
theologian, and a sincere and formidable defender of morality, has no 
more dignity in his style than L’Kstrange himself. Tom Brown, the 
University Bohemian, and John Dunton, the middle-class shopkeeper, 
VIC wMth each other, not indeed in t(‘chnical impropriety, but in what 
(cin only be called (ommoniici^s of expression- in a \^ay of writing 
which is not merely easy but vulgaily slipshod, not merely vernacular 
but (once more) vulgar. Some little must be said about each of 
them, for they are notable people in hleiary history, which has not 
always done them justice ; but the same taint is upon them all. 

Sir Roger LT>trange, the eldest of the group and the highest m 
position, was born as early as i6ib, of the family of the L’Eslranges 
of Hunstanton, in Norfolk, and, like his father Sir Ilamon, was a 
zealous and active Royalist in the Rebellion itself, 

After the Restoration he maintained his seivice, but 
changed his weapon, becoming (»a/ettccr and Censor of the Press, 
writing and editing many newspapers, the Public Infclliocuccr^ the 
Obscnuitor, and so forth, and long surviving the downfall of the 
Stuarts. He even saw^ their partial restoration in the person of 
Anne, for he did not die till 1704, at the age of nearly ninety. Out- 
,side periodicals and controversial pamphlets, L’Estrange’s work w’as 
almost entirely translation, which indeed gave surprisingly large 
employment to writers at this time, from the highest to the low'est. 
Josephus, Seneca, Cicero, Quevedo,^ and Aesop were among the 

^ The translation of Quevedo's Visions was one of the most popular, and is 
one of the most characteristic, of L’Estrange's books. Soon after it appeared, 
and in the hurly-burly of the Dutch in the Medway, on 9th June 1667, Pepys 
extolled it as “ the best [translation] he ever saw,” and thought it impossible even 
to believe that it could be a translation. It reached its tenth edition in 1708. It 
IS lively enough, and not immoral, but coarse almost beyond belief. 
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motley subjects of his efforts in this kind. L’EstraiiLjc had a vigorous 
intellect and a very ready and deft pen, whu h wounded his Whig 
adversaries very sorely, and caused them greatly to cry out. llut 
he did much to introduce the colloquialism whidi distinguishes all the 
group, and against which, in the next chapter, we shall find Swift 
openly protesting, and Addison working by contrary example. 

Jeremy Collier, though as good a Tory as I.’Estrange, was a veiy 
different person and a much younger man. He was not born till 
1650, was educated at Cams College, Cambridge, and had for a time 

^ a living in Suffolk, being subsequently Lecturer at Gray’s 

^ Inn. He not merely “went out” as a Nonjuror at the 

Revolution, but was thrown into prison for his Legitimist writings, 
and all readers of ALu.aulay know the appearance he made at the 
execution of Friend and Laikyns. He lived till 1726, doing a great 
deal of work, including an Ecclcsiastical History of Great Britain 
(1708-14); and under Anne he declined good preferment from 
royalty to priiidplc. His Essays (three parts, 1698-1705) are full 
of vigorous writing and sound morals. But he lives m literature 
chiefly by his famous Short I tcio of the Brofancncss and Jmnwrality 
of the linghsh Stayc^ ])ublished in 1698, and already referred to in the 
dramatic ('h;q)ter of this Book. "J'he solid justice, despite the not in¬ 
frequent crotchet ;ind extravaganc e, of the f .'innot be denied ; and 
though its ability has, for rhetorical purposes, been a little heightened 
by Macaulay, it is \eiy considerable. But its chief interest, besides 
the effect it had on the diama, is the evidence it gives of the above- 
mentioned colloquialism. Collier, academic or nothing, is also as 
full of famili.ir contractions and cant phrase, as little regardful of 
formal and scholastic graces, as any gutter-scribbler of the time. 

Thomas (always called Tom) r)rown, though little can be said for 
the morality of his life and writings, is a person of more importance 
in literary history than has usually been allowed him. He was born 
Tom Brown Sliiffnal in Shropshire, and was well educated, 

going to Christ ('hurch, Oxford. His conduct obliged him 
to leave his first employment of teaching, for which he probably had 
very little taste, and from about 1688 to his early death in 1704 he 
produced a profusion of miscellanies in various forms, always ingenious 
as makeshifts for the periodical, and very often directly leading to that 
periodical itself. The great essayists wdio immediately followed him 
owed more to him than might be imagined, and in not a little of his 
work, especially in his Amusements^ Serious and Comical^ which 
attempt an early “ London from day to day,” there is a vivid¬ 
ness of manners which anticipates the best of the later novelists. 
Any form that was popular suited Tom ; he wrote many letters and 
dialogues in the fashion of French imitations of lAician ; he took up 
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John Dunton’s Aihenian Onule with a “ Larcda'inonian ” imitation 
which was much more amusing ; and he wrote poems, squibs, trans¬ 
lations, every sort of light work, with no small scholarship, with 
abundance of wit and humour, but unluckily with a contempt of 
decency beside which even the dramatists of his time look modest. 
The collections ^ of his work vary in bulk and contents, and it is 
probable that critical authentication of them is impossible. 

The last of the four, John Dunton, possessed perhaps the least 
purely literary cajiacity, but is not the least important in history. 
He was born in 165c;, and was descended from a line of clergymen, 
but was recalcitrant to the succession, and became a ^ ^ 
bookseller. In 1682 he married Elizabeth Anneslcy, 

“dear Ins,” daughter of a Nonconformist cln ine of some fame, and 
sister of Mrs. Samuel Wesley and Mrs. Defoe. Dunton was a 
strong Whig, a man with a genius for “rambling,” which earned 
him to America and to the Continent, and deejily bitten with the 
mania of the time for “Projects,” of which his brother-in-law 
Defoe has left an interesting memorial in his 7 csw?j' thereon. 
Dunton’s most remarkable Project that took effect was the already 
mentioned collec ted and selected in book ioiiii 

later as the A//ieman Oracle, wdiich anticipated on a magnificent 
scale the “ answers to correspondents ” not yet quite obsolete. His 
most important book was his L//e afui Errors^- a book which only its 
long-windedness, and the fact that its authoi’s eccentricity here and 
there diverges into clear madness, exclude from the brief list of 
English autobiographies of the first class. After the death of “dear 
Ins” he married “dear Valeria,” Sarah Nicholas, an heiress; 

but this u non was less happy. He wrote and partly ])ublished a 
great amount of matter, a pamphlet against Harley and St. John, 
Neck or Nothing, being the chief item, and died as late as 1733, 
obscurity and (apparently) distress. He is much less colloquial than 
those who have been mentioned before him, but is full of the curious 
domestic detail which also distinguishes the time, especially in Non¬ 
conformist writing ; and he furnishes us vfith abundant and some¬ 
times interesting particulars about booksellers, printers, authors, 
divines, and public men generally. 

^ I use one in 4 vols. I)ul) 1 in, 1778 

Ed. Nichols, 2 vols 1818. The . 1 ///<*;//>// Oracle, Athcuiati Sport, etc. , and 
their follower, the British Apollo, voluminous collections of (jucstion nncl answer, 
are useful and not uiuunusiiig documents 'I hose who leai to j lun^je at large into 
them may content themselves with a wdl-cdited selection from the hrst-named by 
John Underhill, London, 1892. 
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Swift-~His life—His - His prose—His quality and achievement—I'hc 

Isssayists—Steele -His plays --Addisfui’s life —His miscellaneous work—His 
and Steele’s Essays—Hentley -Middleton—Vrbuthnot—\ltcrbury—Bolinjj- 
biokc — lEitler and otluT divines — Sliaftcsbuiy- - Maiidcville — JE'rkeley — 
Isxedlence of his st)lc—Defoe 

John Dun ton, the eccentric bookseller mentioned at the close of 
the last chapter, refers to a certain “scoffing Tubman,” with wliosc 
identity neither he, extensive and peculiar as was his knowledge of 
Swifi literary London, nor almost any one else, was then 
acquainted. The refeiencc is, of course, to the Tale of 
a Tu[\ published anonymously in 1704—the first great book, either 
in prose or verse, of the eighteenth century, and in more ways than 
one the herald and champion at once of its special achievements in 
literature. Jonathan Swift,^ its author, one of the very greatest 
names in English literature, w'as, like his connections Drydcn and 
Herrick, a plant of no very early development. He had been born as 
far back as 1667, and his earlier literary productions had been confined 
to wretched Pindaric odes, some of them contributed to Dunton’s 
own papers, and drawing down upon him that traditional and 
variously quoted sentence of his great relative, “ Cousin Swift, you 
will never be a [PindaricJ poet,” which is said to have occasioned 
certain ill-natured retorts on Dr>^den later. Swift’s origin, like his 
character and genius, was purely English, but an accident caused 
him to be born in Dublin, and other accidents brought about his 
education in Ireland. His father died before his birth, and his 
mother was very poor; but his paternal uncle paid for his education 
at Kilkenny Grammar School and Trinity College, Dublin. He 
entered Trinity very early, in 1682, and seems to have been neither 

^ Swift’s IVorJi’s have been frequently collected, but never quite satisfactorily. 
The best edition is still Scott’s ; but a new, cheap, and useful one has been begun 
in Bohn’s Library. All Lives have been superseded by Sir Henry Craik’s—1st ed. 
in I vol. London, 1883 ; new ed. in 2 vols, London, 1894. 
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happy nor successful there, though there may have been less disgrace 
than has sometimes been thought m his graduation spccidli ^rattay 
and not by the ordinary way of right, in 1686. 

He was still under twenty, and for some years found no belter 
occupation than a secretaryship in the house of his distant connection, 
Sir William Temple. In 1694 he went to Ireland, was ordained, and 
received a small living ; but in two years leturncd to 
Temple, in whose house he met “Stella,” Esther John¬ 
son, his lifelong fiiend, and, as seems most piobable, latterly his 
wife. Temjile died in 1699, leaving Swift a small legacy and his 
literary executorship. He onre more returned to Ireland, acted as 
sccictary to Loid-Deputy ilerkelc), leceived some more small pre¬ 
ferments, though not such as he wanted, and spent the first decade 
of the century at Laracor, his chief benefice, and London, w^here he 
was a soil of agent for the Archbishop of Dublin. lie had all this 
tune been a kind of Whig in politics, but with a strong dislike to 
Whig’ anli-clcncahsm and some other differences ; and about 1710 he 
joined the new Tory jiarty under Harley and St. John, and carried on 
vigorous war against the Whigs in the Kxamincry though he did not 
break personal fnendshij) with Addison and otheis. His inestimable 
services during the four last yc.irs of Queen Anne wore lew'aided only 
with the Deanery of Dublin—it is said owing to the f^ueen s pious 
horror of the Talc of a Tub. Swift luod chiefly in Dublin, but with 
occasional visits to his friends in England, for more than thirty years 
longer, and the events of his life, the contests of “ \Tinessa''and 
“Stella” for his hand, or at least his heart, his interference wuth 
Irish pc^htu s, hib bodily sufferings, and the end which, after five 
iciriblc }^ais of madness, painful or lethaigic, came in October 
1745, always interesting and sometimes mysterious. Put w^e 
cannot dwell on them heic, though they have moie to do with his 
actual literary characteristics than is often the case. His dependency 
in youth, his long sojouni m lettered leisuic, though in bitterness of 
spirit, with a household the master of w'hich was a dilettante but 
a distinctly remarkable man of letters, his suppressed but evidently 
ardent affections, his disappointment whem at last he reached fame 
and the chance of power, and his long residence, with failing health, 
in a country wdiuh he hated—all these things must be taken into 
account, though cautiously, in considering his work. 

This is of very great bulk, and in parts of rather uncertain 
genuineness, for Swift w^as strangely careless of literary reputation, 
published for the most part anonymously, and, intense as is liis idio¬ 
syncrasy, contrived to impress it on one or two of his 
intimate friends, notably on Arbuthnot. It consists of ‘sveise. 
both verse and prose, but the former is rarely poetry and is at its 
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best in easy vers dc socief^^ such as Cadenus and Vanessa (the record 
of his passion or fancy for Esther Vanhomrigh), ‘‘Vanbrugh’s 
House,” the pieces to Harley and others, and above all, the lines on 
his own death ; or else in sheer burlesque or grotesque, where he has 
seldom been equalled, as in the famous “Mrs. Harris’s Petition,” 
and a hundred trifles, long and short, of the same general kind. 
Poetry, in the strict and rare sense. Swift seldom or never touches ; 
his chief example of it—an example not absolutely authenticated, 
seeing that we only possess it as quoted by Lord CdicstciTield —is a 
magnificent fragment about the Last Judgment. Here, and perhaps 
only here in verse. Ins characteristic indignation rises to poetic heat. 
Elsewhere he is infinitely ingenious and humorous m fanciful whim, 
and, sometimes at least, infinitely hajqiy m expression of it, the pains 
which, no doubt partly owing to Temple’s influence and example, he 
spent upon correct prose-w riling being here extended and reflected 
m verse. For .Swift, although not ticdantically, or m the sense of 
manuals of composition, a correct writer, is so m the higher and 
better sense to a very unusual degree ; and we know that he was 
so deliberately. Several passages, especially one m the Tailer} 
express his views on the point, and his dislike at once of the older 
luxuriance which it was impossible for a man of his time to relish, and 
of the inroad of slovenly colloquialism which wc have noticed in the 
last chapter. 

Yet if Swift had been, like his pation, and perhaps in some sort 
exemplar,'Femple, nothing more, or little more, than a master of form 
m prose, his position in literature would be very different from that 
which he actually holds. His first published yirose piece, 

isjMosc Ihssoisions of AiJiots and Rome (an application, 

according to the way of the time, to contemporary politics), contains, 
except m point of style, nothing very noticeable. But the anony¬ 
mous volume of i 704 is compact of very different stuff. The Battle 
of the Books^ a contribution to the “.Ancient and Modern” debate 
on Temple’s side and m Temple’s honour, is not supreme, though 
very clever, admirably written and arranged, and such as no English¬ 
man recently living, save Butler and Dryden, could have written, 
while Butler would have done it with more clumsiness of form, 
and Dryden with less lightness of fancy. The Talc of a Tub 
has supremacy. It may be peremptorily asserted that irreligion is 
neither intended nor involved in it. P'or nearly two centuries the 
ferocious controversies, first between Rome and Protestantism, then 
between different bodies of ITotestants, had entirely blinded men to 
the extreme danger that the rough handling which they bestowed upon 


^ No. 230, 28th Sf’ptember 1710. 
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their enemies would recoil on the religion which underlay those enemies’ 
beliefs as well as their own. And this, as well as the other danger 
of the excessive condemnation of “ enthusiasm,” was not seen till long 
after Swift’s death. But the satire on Peter (Rome), Jack (Calvinism, 
or rather the extremer I’rotestant sects generally), and Martin (Luther- 
anisrn and Anglicanism) displays an all-pervading irony of thought, 
and a felicity of expressing that irony, which had never been seen m 
English prose before. The irony, it must be added, goes, as far as 
things human are concerned, very dcc]3 and very wide, and its zigzag 
glances at politics, philosophy, manners, the hopes and desires and 
pursuits and pleasures and pains of man, leave very little unscathed. 
There is a famous and not iieccssaiily false story that Swift, in his 
sad later days, once exclaimed, in reference to the “ What a 

genius I had when 1 wTole that book * ” 'J'hc exclamation, if made, 
was amply justified. The Talc of a Tub is one of the very greatest 
books of the world, one of those in which a gieat drift of universal 
thought receives consummate literary foim. 

The decade of his Whiggery (or, as it has been more iiccurately 
described, of his neutral state with Whig leanings) saw’ no great 
bulk of work, but some exquisite examples of this same irony in a 
lighter kincf. This was the time of the charming ag(U?ist 

Abolishing Christianity (1708) and of Swift’s contributions to the 
Tatlcr^ which pei iodical indeed owed him a great deal more than the 
mere borrowing of the noin dc guerre- IscUic IhckijrstafTfe—which he 
had used in a scries of ingenious persecutions of the almanack-maker. 
Partridge. The shorter period of 'Lory domination wxas very much 
more prolific in bulk of work, but e\(ej)t in the wonderful Journal to 
Stella (1710-1^)), which was never intended for any eye but hers 
(and the faithful “ Uinglcy’s ”), the literary interest is a little inferior. 
The J'xaminers arc of extraordinary foice and vigour; the Remarks 
on the Barrier Treaty (1712), the Tuhlic Spirit of the IVhigs (1714), 
and above all the Conduct of the Allies wdiich Johnson so 

strangely decried, are masterly specimens of the political pamphlet. 
The largest work of this time, the History of the Four Last Years of 
(Jueen Anne, is sometimes regarded as doubtfully genuine, though 
there is no conclusive reason for ruling it out. 

His very greatest prose work, how’ever, dates from the last thiity 
years of his life, and especially from the third, fourth, and fifth lustres 
of this time, for the last w’as darkened by his final agony, and in 
the first decade he was too marked a man to venture on writing 
what might have brought upon him the exile of Atterbury or the 
prison of Harley and Prior. He began at once, however, a curious 
kind of Irish patriotism, which was in fact nothing but an English 
Fronde, In 1724 some jobbery about a new copper coinage in 



532 


THE AUGUSTAN AGES 


BOOK VIII 


Ireland gave him a subject, and he availed himself of this in the 
J)ra/ncr'‘s Letters with almost miraculous skill ; while two years later 
came tlie j,»^reatest of all his books, greater for method, range, and 
quiet mastery than even the 7 b/c, that is to say, Gtdhi'cfs Travels. 
'Idle short but (onsiimm.ite JAv/cv/for eating lush children, 
the p.iir to the A^x^/me^d ai^ahtsf Alwlis/unii C/iristiani/y^ as a brief 
c\am])le of the Swiftian irony, came in 1721; ; and the chief of his 
important Avorks later were the delightful Polite Convc?satioii (1738), 
probably written or at least begun much earlier, m which the w'ays 
and speeches of ordinary good society are repioduced wath infinite 
humour and s])iril, and the D/rntioiis to l)e/vaiits\ almost as watt), 
but more marked with Swift’s ugliest fault, a coarseness of idea ami 
language, which seems rathei the result of positive and individual 
disease than the survival of Kestoiation license. 

There is no doubt that on the whole Swift’s peculiar powers, 
temper, and style arc showai m his one generally known book as 
well as anywhere else. 'I'he .d^scnce of the fieshcr, more whimsical, 
ihsfiMlity peihaps even deeper, irony and pessimism of the 7 ale 

ami (i/ a Ti/l?, ‘*>^<1 self-control indicated in the 

nLhit viniLin iTiisanlliio])y of the Houyhnhnms finale, are com- 

pensat(‘d by <i more methodi( al and inttlligible sc heme, by the 
charm of nan alive, by lange and variety of subject, and by the 
abundance of little lively touches which that narrative suggests and 
ficililates Tlie mere cjuestion of the originality of the scheme is, as 
usual, one of the very slightest importance. Sw'ift had predecessors, 
if he had not patterns, in Lucian and in scores of other writers down 
to and beyond C^yrano de Bergerac. The idea, indeed, of combining 
the interest and novelty of foreign travel with an (d)vious satire on 
“travellers’ talc’s,” and a somewhat less olnious one on the follies, 
vices, and contrasted foibles of mankind, is not beyc^nd the langc of 
an extremely model ate intellect, and could never be regarded as the 
property or copyright e\en of the gieatest. It is the astonishing vigour 
and variety of Swift’s dealing with this public stuff that crav es notice ; 
and twenty times the space here availalile would be too little to 
do justice to that. The vcisatility wath which the jiicture—it can 
hjiirdly even at its worst be called the caricature—of mankind is 
adpisted to the different meridians of the little people, the giants, the 
pedants, the unhappy immortals, and the horse.s—the dexterous relief 
of the satirist’s lash wath the mere tickling of the humorist—the 
wonderful prodigality of power and the more wonderful economy of 
words and mere decorations—all these things deserve the most care¬ 
ful study, and the most careful .study will not in the least interfere 
with, but wall only enhance, the perpetual enjoyment of them. 

It only remains to point out very briefly the suitableness of the 
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style to the work. Swift’s style is extremely unadorned, though the 
unkiiliijg spirit of irony prevents it from being, except to the most 
poor and unhappy tastes, in the very least degree flat. Though not 
free from grammatical licenses, it is on the whole correct enough, 
and IS perfectly straightforward and clear. There may Ijc a very 
different meaning lurking by way of innuendo behind Swift’s literal 
and grammatical sense, but that sense itself can never be mistaken. 
Further, he has—unless he deliberately assumes them as the costume 
of a part he is playing—absolutely no distinguishing tricks oi 
manners, no catchw'ords, and m esjiecial no unusual phrases or 
\'ocables either imitated or invented. In objecting to neologisms, as 
he did very strongly, he was perhaps tntic.dly in the wrong ; for a 
langu.ige wdiich ceases to glow dies, liut, like some, though by no 
means all, similar objci'tors, he has justified his theory by his practice. 
In fact, if intellectual genius and literary art be taken together, no 
prose-w’riter, who is a jirose-wnter mainly, is Swifi’s superior, and a 
man might be hard put to it tti say who among such writers m the 
plainer English can be pionounced his equal. 

It has been said that it is hard to settle the credit of the invention 
of the Queen Anne ICssay, in which the characteristic of the later 
Augustan period w^as chiefly shown, hor years before it appealed, 
the ess.i)-writers, fiom Ikicon to 'JVmjile on the one 
hand, and the journalists, of whom the most remaikable 
were mentioned at the close of the last chapter, on the 
other, had been bearing clowm neaierand nearer 1o this panic ular point. 
The actual starting is usually assigned to the Ixctu'zu of a gieater 
llian any of these journalists, Famed Defoe, wdio will, however, find 
a more su.table ])lace later m this chapter. And it is noteworthy 
that Swift, w'hose fertility in ideas was not less remarkable than the 
nonchalance with which he abandoned them or suggested them to 
his friends, was most intimate with Steele and Addison just at the 
time of the appearance of the /h/A'r, lent it a fioin dv i^jn'r 7 'c^ wrote 
for it, and may m cliflerent metaphors be said to have given it inspira¬ 
tion, atmosphere, motive power, launch. But it was undoubtedly set 
ag'oing under the management of another person, Steele, and he need 
not be deprived of the honour. 

Richard Steele w\as born in Dublin in March 1672, but he had 
little to do with lieland afterwaids. His school w.is the Chaitcr- 
house, and from it he went to Meiton College at Oxford, wliere he 
was postmaster. But though he made some stay at the 
University he took no degree, and left it for the army, ' 
beginning as a cadet or gentleman volunteer in the Second Life 
Guards, whence he passed as an ensign to the Coldstreanis and as 
a captain to Lucas’s Foot. He became Gazetteer m 1707, and a 
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little later engaged, with more zeal than discretion, in Whig politics, 
being expelled from the House of Commons in the turbulent last 
years of Anne. The success of the Hanoverians restored him to 
fortune, or the chance of it, and he was knighted and made patentee 
of Drury Lane. But he was always a stiendlhrift and a speculator, 
and in his later years he had to retire to an estate which his second 
wife (an heiress in W.iles as the first had been in the West Indies) 
had brought him neai Caerniarthen He died there in 1729. His 
letteis and even his regular works tell us a great deal about his 
personality, winch, especially as contrasted with that of Addison, has 
occasioned much writing. 

Steele’s desertion of the University for the army might not seem 
to argue a devotion to the Muses But he began ^ while still a 
soldier by a book of dcv^otion, The ChnsHa?? Hero (1701), and it 
was not in him, whatever it might have been in another, at all 
inconsistent to turn to play-wnting, in which occupation he observed, 
though not excessively, the warnings of jeremy Collier. The Tatlet' 
(1709) opened his true vein, and in it, in the Spectator^ in the 
Gtuirdian^ in the ].ove 7 \ and other periodicals, he 

displayed a faculty for unsetll.iny more eng.igmg, though much 
less accomplished, than Addison’s own. In the political articles of 
this senes, and still more in his political pamphlets, he is at his 
worst, for he had no argumentative faculty, and was utterly at the 
mercy of such an opponent as Swift. 1 he ConLovers^ his most 
famous play, was late (1722), and is distinguished, amid the poor 
plays between Fartjuhar and Sheridan, for its mixture of briskness 
and amiability. 'J'here was a third ingredient, sentimentality, which 
is indeed sufficiently iiromiiient m Steele’s earlier comedies, The 
Tuncra/ (ly01), The ILover and 'The Tetidcr L/i(shand 

(1705), and by no means absent from his essays. But, with a little 
allowance, it adds to these latter a charm which, though it may be 
less perceptible to later generations than it was to those who had 
sickened of the ineffable brutality of the time immediately preceding, 
can still be felt. 

Of the plays, though all endeavour to carry out Collier’s prin¬ 
ciples, Ihe Comcioi/s ].overs is the only one which deserves Fielding’s 
raillery, through Parson Adams, as to its being “ as good as a sermon,” 
which Ha/litt has rather unfairly extended to all. Even The Con- 

^ No complete edition The Taficr, Speilator, and Guardian essays are in 
the usual British h%\avisi^: the others must be souerht 111 original editions, or 
ed. Nichols, 4 vols 1791. There is an excellent selection from the former set 
(Oxford, 1885) and an adrninible monograph (I.ondon, 1886) by Mr Austin 
Dobson The plays arc m the “ Merma’d Senes” (London, 1894), edited by 
Mr Aitken, who has also written a long Life of Steele (2 vols. London, 1889). 
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scious Lovers contains, in the scenes between Tom and Phillis, 
pictures of flirtation belowstairs which, with all Steele’s tenderness 
and good feeling, have nearly as much vivacity as any ^ 
between the most brazen varlets and baggages of the 
Restoration dramatists. The Lying Lover^ an adaptation of 
Le Menieur^ is of no great merit, perhaps because it also has a 
slight tendency to sermonising. Ikit The Ftmcral^ thougli very 
unnatural in plot and decidedly unequal in character, contains a 
famous passage of farcical comedy between an undertaker and his 
mates, and a good though rascally lawyer. The most uniformly 
amusing of the four is The Tender Husband^ though the appro¬ 
priateness of the title is a little open to question. The pair of 
innocents, the romantic heiress lliddy Tipkin and the clumsy heir 
Humphry (iubbin, arc really div'erting, and in the fust case to no 
small extent original; w'hile they have furnished hints to no less 
successors than Fielding, Goldsmith, Sheridan, and Miss Austen. 
"J'he lawyer and the gallant are also distinctly good, and the aunt has 
again furnished hints for Mrs. Malaprop, as Thddy has for Lydia. 
Steele, who always confessed, and probably as a rule exaggerated, his 
debts to Addison, acknowdedges them here ; and there is a certain 
Addisonian tone about some of the humours, though Steele was quite 
able to have supplied them. Fond as he was of the theatre, 
however, and familiar wath it, he had little notion of constructing a 
play, and his morals constantly tripped up his art. The essay, not 
the di ama, was his real field. 

The almost inextricable entanglement of the w'oik of Steele with 
Addison’s, and the dose connection of the two in life, have always 
occasioned a sort of comparison, now to the advantage of the one, 
now to that of the other, in literary history ; and there is piobably 
more loss than gain in the endeavour to separate them sternly. We 
may therefore best give Addison’s life, and such short sketch of his 
books as is possible now, and then consider together the work, still in 
parts not very clearly attributable to one more than to the other, 
wLich gives them, and must ahvays give them, an exalted place in 
English literature. 

Joseph Addison’ was born, like Steele, in 1672, but in May 
instead of in March. His father, Lamelot Addison, was a divine 
of parts and position, who became Dean of Lichfield. His mother’s 
name w'as Jane Gulston. After experience of some country schools, 
at one of which he is said to have shared in a “ barring-out,” he, like 

’ Many editions of complete Works (the best by llurd), w hich are still worth 
getting for the miscellanies. Poems in Chalmers Essays (most) m British 
Essayists: Selected Essays, by J. R. Green (London, 1880) and T. Arnold 
(Oxford, 1886). 
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Steele, went to the Charterhouse and then to Oxford, where he was 
first at Queen’s, then at Magdalen, holding a demyship, taking liis 
Master’s degree in 1693, and being elected to a Fellow- 
ship in 1697, at the latter college, where “Addison’s 
Walk” preserves his name, lie made early acquaint¬ 
ance with Dryden, but adopted Whig politics ; and, by the influence 
of Montague, obtained in 1699 a travelling pension of £300 a year. 
He discharged the obligation loyally, remaining four yeais abroad, 
visiting mobt parts of the C.ontment, and jircjianng, if not finishing, 
his only prose works of bulk, the Rem(i7'ks oti Italy (1704) and the 
J)/a/(>o;/es on Mcdah^ not published till later. lUit when he came 
back in 1703, H.ilifax was out of favour, his pcmsion was stopped, 
and, having broken off Ins University career by his failure to take 
orders, he was for some time in doubtful piospects. lliit his poem 
of The Canipaiyn^ in which he celebrated Hlenheim (1704), with one 
fine passage and a good deal of platitude, gained high reputation m 
the dearth of jioelical aca omjihshmcnt, and the short summer of 
favour for men of letters, which followed Dryden's death ; and he was 
made a Commissioner of Isxcise. 

'Fills was the first of a long scries of appointments, official and 
diplomatic, whu'h was not, thanks to Swift, entirely interrupted even 
during the 'Tory triuinpli, and which enabled Addison, who had 
been m 1703 nearly penniless, to lay out, 111 1711, / 10,000 on an 
estate in W'arwic kshire. It culminated in 1717, after the Hanov^erian 
triumph, by his being appointed Secretary of States which office he 
held but a short time, resigning it for a huge pension. He had a 
year before married the Countess Dowager of Warwick, and he died 
of dropsy at Holland House in 1719, aged only forty-seven. His 
chaiacter has been discussed, not with acrimony, for no one can 
dislike Addison, but with some heat. He had none of the numerous 
foibles of which Steele was guilty, except a lather too gieat devotion 
tcj wine. Hut the famous and magnificent “ C haracter of Atticus,” 
by I’ope, is generally siqqioscd by all but partisans to be at best a 
poisoned dart, w'hich hit true. His correct morality—the Bohemian 
philosopher Mandeville called him “a paison in a tie-wng “’—has 
been set down to cold-bloodedness, and there has even been notice¬ 
able’" dissension about the relative amount of literary genius m him 
and in Steele. 

As noticed already, Addison’s literary work outside periodicals is 
by no means small. His early Latin poems arc very clever, and very 
happy in their artificial way. Of his English verse nothing 
survived, except his really beautiful hymns, where 
the combination of sincere religious feelings (of the 
sincerity of Addison’s religdon lliere is absolutely no doubt, though 
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it was of a kind now out of fashion) and of critical restraint produced 
things of real, though modest and quiet, excellence. “ The Lord my 
pasture shall prepare,” “The spacious firmament on high,” and 
“How are Thy servants blest! O ]>ord,” may lack the mystical 
inspiration of the greatest hymns, but their cheerful piety, then 
graceful use of images, which, though common, arc never mean, their 
finish and exen, for the time, their fervour make them singularly 
pleasant. The man who wrote them may have had foibles and 
shortcomings, but he can have had no very giave faults, as the 
authors of inoie hysterical and glowing compositions easily might. 

The two prmci]ial prose woiks are little read now, but they are 
worth reading, 'fhey show respectable learning (with limitations 
admitted by such a well-qualified and well-affected critic as Macaulay), 
they are e\cellent examples (though not so excellent as the Essays) 
of Addison’s justly famous prose, and they exhibit, in the opening of 
the AhuUih and in all the descriptive jiassages of the J/a/y, the 
curious insensibility of the time to natural beauty, or else its almost 
more cm ions inalnhty to express what it felt, save in the merest 
generalities and coimnonjdaces. 

'J'he three pla\s at least indicate Addison’s possession, though in 
a much less degree, of his master Dryden’s general faculty of literary 
ciaftsmanship. The ojieia of J’^osaviofid is, indeed, clearly modelled 
on Diyden in its seiious parts, but is no great success there. The 
lighter and moie whimsical quality of Addison’s humour enabled him 
to do better in the farcical passages, which, esjiecially the s])eeches 
of Sir Trusty, sometimes have a singularly modern and almost 
(iilbcrtian tjiiahty about them. The coined) of The Ih'umtncr^ where 
a Wiltshiie tiadition is used to make a jilay on a theme not entirely 
different from Steele’s Tiincral (in each a husband is thought to be 
dead w'hen he is not), contains, like .Steele’s own pieces, some smart 
“words,” but no very good dramatic situation or handling. It is, 
also like Steele’s, an attempt to wiite Restoration drama m the fear 
of Jeremy Collier. Cdto^ the most famous, is at this time of day by 
far the least interesting. Its universally known stock-pieces give 
almost all that it has of merit m versification and style ; as a drama 
it has an uninteresting j)lol, w’oodcn characteis, and a great absence 
of life and idiosyncrasy. 

It is very different when we turn to the Essays. The so-called 
Essay which Steele launched in the Tatlcr^ which was taken up and 
perfected m the Spectator, which had numerous immediate followers, 
and a succession of the greatest importance at intervals 
throughout the century, and which at once expressed and steck’s K^says. 
influenced the tone and thought of that century after a 
fashion rarely paralleled, was not originally started in quite the form 



538 


THE AUCxUSTAN AGES 


BOOK VIII 


which it soon assumed, and never, for the greater part of a hundred 
years, wholly lost. Naturally enough, Steele at first endeavoured to 
make it a newspaper, as well as a miscellany and review. But by 
decrees, and before very long, news was dropped, and comment, in the 
form of special essays, of “ letters to the editor,^’ sometimes real, oftener 
manufactured, of tales and articles of all the various kinds which 
have subsisted with no such great change till the present day, reigned 
alone. As Addison’s hand prevailed—though literature, religion, and 
even politics now and then, the theatre very often, and other things 
were not neglected—the main feature of the two papers, and especi¬ 
ally of the Spcciato7\ became a kind of light but distinctly firm censor¬ 
ship of manners, especially the part of them nearest to morals, and 
of morals, especially the pait of them nearest to manners. Steele, 
always zealous and always generous, but a little wanting in criticism, 
not infrequently diverged into sentimentality. Addison’s tendency, 
though he, loo, was unlhnchingly on xirtue’s side, was rather towards 
a very mellow and not uninclulgent but still distinctly cynical 
cynicism—a smile too demure ever to be a grin, but sometimes, 
except on religious subjects, faintly and distantly approaching a 
sneer. This ap])ears even in the most elaborate and kindly of the 
imaginative creations of the double series, Sir Roger de Coverley, whom 
Steele indeed seems to have invented, but whom Addison adopted, 
perfected, and (some, perhaps without leason, say) even killed out 
of kindness, lest a less delicate touch should take the bloom off him. 
This great creation, v\'hich comes nearer than anything out of prose 
fiction or drama to the masterpieces of the novelists and dramatists, 
is accompanied by others hardly less masterly ; while Addison con¬ 
stantly, and Steele not seldom, has sketches or touches as perfect in 
their way, though less elaborate. It is scarcely too much to say that 
these papers, and especially the Spectator^ taught the eighteenth 
century how it should, and especially how it should not, behave in 
public places, from churches to theatres ; what books it should like, 
and how it should like them ; how it should treat its lovers, mistresses, 
husbands, wives, parents, and friends; that it might politely sneer at 
operas, and must not take any art except literature too seriously ; that 
a iTijoderate and refined devotion to the Protestant religion and the 
Hanoverian succession was the duty, though not the whole duty, of 
a gentleman. It is still a little astonishing to find w'ith what docility 
the century obeyed and learnt its lesson. Addison died a little 
before, Steele not much after, its first quarter closed ; yet in the 
lighter work of sixty or seventy years later we shall find, with the 
slightest differences of external fashion, the laws of the Spectator 
held still by “ the town ” with hardly a murmur, by the country with¬ 
out the slightest hesitation. In particular, these papers taught the 
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century how to write ; and the Ifesson was accepted on this point 
with almost more unhesitatinj^ obedience than on any other. 7 "he 
magnificent eulogy of Johnson,^ who had himself deviated not a 
little, though perhaps unconsciously, from Addisonian practice, would 
have been disputed by hardly any one who reached manhood in Eng¬ 
land between the Peace of Utrecht and the French Revolution ; and, 
abating its exclusiveness a little, it remains true still. 

Steele, though he has some rarer flights than his friend, is much 
less correct, and much less polished ; while, though he had started 
with ecjual chances, his rambling life had stored him with far less 
learning than Addison possessed. The latter, while he never 
reached the massive strength and fieiy force of Swift, did even more 
than Swift himself to lift Isnghsh prose out of the rut, or rather 
quagmire, of colloquialism and slovenliness in which, as we have 
seen, it was sinking. Me could even, though he rarely did, rise to a 
certain solemnity— caught, it may be, from Teinjile, who must have 
had much influence on him. Hut, like Temjfle’s, though with a 
more modern, as well as a more varied and completely polished, 
touch, his style was cdiic'fly devoted to the “middle” subjects and 
manners. He very rarely attempts sheer whimsical fooling. But he 
can treat all the subjects that come within the purview and interests 
of a well-bred man of this world, who by no means forgets the next, 
in a style quite inimitable in its golden mediocrity—well-informed, 
without being m the least pedantic ; moral, without direct preaching 
(unless he gives forewarning) ; slightly superior, but with no provoking 
condescension in it ; polite, without being fiivolous or finicking ; neat, 
but not overdressed ; easy, but, as Johnson justly states, never familiar 
in any ofiensive degree. It is easier l(» feel enthusiasm about Steele, 
who had so much, than about Addison, who at any rate shows so 
little ; and on the character, the genius, the originality of the two 
there may always be room for dispute. But it seems incredible that 
any one should deny to Addison the credit of being by far the greater 
artist, and of having brought Ins own rather special, rather limited, 
but peculiar anti admirable division of art to a perfection seldom else¬ 
where attained in letters. 

These three greatest writers were surrounded by others hardly 
less than great. Arbuthnot, Atterbury, Bentley, Bohngbroke, 
IVIandeville, the younger Shaftesbury, Berkeley, Butler, Middleton, 
were all either actual contributors to the great periodical series, or 
intimately connected with those who wrote these, or (which is of equal 

^ “Whoever wishes to attain an English style, familiar, but not coarse, and 
elegant, but not ristentatious, must give his days and nights to the volurates of 
Addison.” But this is only the crowning sentence of the peioiation, throughout 
laudatory, of the Life. 
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importance to us) at any rate exponents of the extremely })lain prose 
style, which required th(‘ exquisite concinnity of Addison, the volcanic 
and 'ritanic force and fire of Swift, or the more than Attic stateliness 
and gnicc of llerkeley, to save it from bem^»^ too plain, d'he order 
in which they are to be mentioned is unimjiortant, and few tan have 
more than very brief space, but none must pass unnoticed 

Richard Bentley, a very |»^reat classical scholar, and no mean 
writer of Kn.qhsh, w.is a Yorkshireman, born m 1662, and educated 
at Wakefield. lie went early to St. John’s College, Cambridge, was 
taken .is a private tutor into the household of Stilling- 
fleet, took orders not veiy early, was made King’s 
Librarian in 1694, engaged, and was completely victorious, in the 
Ancient and Modern controversy, especially m reference to the 
Epistles of l^Jhilaris ,* was made Masti^r of 'I'rinity m 1 699, and passed 
nearly the whole of his moie than forty years of mastershi]), till his 
death in 1742, in a desperate struggle with his college, wherein, if 
his adversaries were unscrupulous, he was no less so, while the light 
was on the whole r.itlicr against him, though his bulldog tenai ity has 
won over most commentators on the matter to his side. There is at 
any rate no doubt of his learning, his logical powei, and his very real, 
though gruff and horsejilayful, humour. To merely English literature 
he stands^ in two very different relations. Ills almost incredibly 
absurd emendations on Milton would, if the thing were not totally 
alien from the sjurit of the man, seem like a designed parody on 
classical scholarship itself lJut his wTiting, esjict lally in the famous 
Ph<i/<ins dissertation, and in the remarks on the Deist Collins, is 
extraordinarily vigorous and vivid. His birth-date, probably even 
more than a dicsign to avoid the reproach of pedantry, made him 
colloquial, homely, and fimihar down to the very level from which 
Swift and Addison tried to lift, and to a goeat extent succeeded in 
lifting, prose; but his native force and Iiis wide learning save him, 
though sometimes with difficulty, from the meiely vulgar. 

Conyers Middleton,- Bentley’s most deadly enemy, was, like 
Bentley, a Yorkshireman, but was much )ounger, having been born at 
Richmond in 1683. He went to Trinity young, and was not only a 
Arm t fYllow thereof, but connected throughout his life with 
Cambridge, by his tenure of the offlees of University 
Librarian from 1722 onwards, and Woodwarclian Professor of Geology 
for a time. He was a man of property, was thrice married, and held 
several livings till his death in 1750, though his orthodoxy was, in his 
own times and afterwards, seriously impugned. 

^ This does not concern us here, though it may be obseived that 

^ Wo7‘ks in various editions The Phalnrts dissertation often separately. 

Miscellaneous ITorkf, 5 vols. 1753 'I'hu Cicero has been often reprinted. 
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Muldlcton may be cleared from anything but a rather advanced 
stage of the latitudinananism and dislike of “enthusiasm ’’ which was 
gcnendly felt by the men of his time, and which invited—indeed 
necessitated -the Evangelical and Methodist revolt. So, too, we 
need not busy ourselves much with the c[ucstion wdiethcr he directly 
plagiarised, or only rather freely borrowed from the Scotch Latinist, 
Bellenden, in his longest and most famous prose work, the J^ifc 
of Otero (1741). Lcsidcs this, he wrote tw'o controversial w'orks 
of length—ot>tensibly directed against I’oijcry, certainly against 
extreme supernalurahsm, and, as his enemies will have it, covertly 
against Christianity— entitled A J.cftcr from Romc^ s/ioivi/ij^ an exact 
Conformity beCvcen Popery and Payanism (1729), and A Free 
Inquiry into the Miraiulous Ptnvers 'lo/tirli are supposed to have 
existed in the Christian Church (1748) ; with a large number of small 
pamphlets on a variety of subjects, in tieatmg which he showed w^ide 
culture and intelligence. His jd.ice here, however, is that of the 
most distinguished representative of the absolutely plain style - not 
('olloc|uial and vernacular like llentley’s, but on the other hand 
attempting none 01 the graces wdnch Addison and Lerkeley in their 
diherent WMys achieved—a style more like the plainer Latin or 
French .styles than like anv thing else m English. 

John Aibuthnot,^ the “moon” of Swift, boin 1667, came of the 
noble family of that name in Kincardineshire, but went to Oxfoid, 
and spent all the latei part of his life in London, where he w'as 
physician to Queen Anne, a strong 'Pory, and an intimate 
friend of Swuft and Pope. He died in 1735, 
respected and beloved. Arbuthnot’s literary fate, or rather the 
position vluch he deliberately chose, was peculiar. It is very 
difficult to idcmtify much of his work, and wdiat seems certainly his 
(esjiecinlly the famous History of John Butt and Ihc Memoirs of 
Striblerus) is exceedingly like Swift, and was pretty certainly pro¬ 
duced in concert with that strange genius, who, unlike some animals, 
never look colour from his surroundings, but .always gave them his 
envn. It is, how^cver, high enough pr.iisc that Arbuthnol, at the best 
of his variable w'ork, is not inferioi to anything but the very best of 
Swift. 'Pheie is the same fertility and the same unerringness of 
irony ; and, if we can distinguish, it is only that a half or wdiolly 
good-natured amusement lakes the place of Swaft’s mdigmation. 

I'rancis Atterbury,^' born in liuckinghainshire in 1672, a dis¬ 
tinguished Christ Church man, who, after being head of his house, 
obtained the Bishopric of Rochester and the Deanery of Westminster 
in succession to Sprat, was the divine and schokar of the extreme 

^ Ed. Aitkcn, 1892. 

^ No complete or modern edition. 
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Tory party, as Arbuthnot was their man of science. He has been 
accused not merely of conspiring after the Hanoverian succession, 
but of denying it, and sailing too near pci jury in his 
crniry. q£ tlicrc is no Sufficient proof, and we must 

remember that the political ethics of the age were extremely accom¬ 
modating. He was at any rate attainted, and banished (in 1723) to 
France, where lie died nine years later. A brilliant and popular 
preacher, a pleasant letter-writer, a most dangerous controversialist 
and debater, and a good critic (though he made the usual mistakes 
of his age about poetry before Waller), Atterbiiry wrote in a style 
not very unlike Addison’s, though inferior to it. 

The huge contemporary fame of Henry St. John, Viscount 
Bolingbroke,^ and its lapid and lasting decline after his death, are 
among the commonplaces of literary history. He was born in 
1678, passed through Eton and C'hnst Church, entered 
liohngbr(iki. Y^,.y ^vas Seci'ctaiy for War at six-and- 

twenty, climbed with Harley to power, and contrived to edge his 
companion “out,” but remained “m” himself only a few days, fled 
to the Continent, returned to England and recovered his estates, but 
not his scat in J\arhanient, in 1723, organised and earned on the 
English against Walpole, .ind died in 1751. His career- 

for he was as famous for wildness” for siucess—was of those 
which specially apjjcal to the vulgar, and are not uninteresting even 
to unvulgar tastes. lie uas beyond ijuestion one of the greatest 
orators of his day, and he was extravagantly piaiscd by his friends, 
who hap2Dened to include the chief poet and the greatest prose writer of 
the time. Yet hardly any one, who for generations has opened the 
not few volumes of his works, has closed them without more or less 
profound disappointment. Bohngbroke, more than any other English 
writer, is a rhetorician yiure and simple ; and it was his misfortune, 
first, that the subjects of his rhetoric were not the great and perennial 
subjects, but puny ephemeral forms of them — the partisan and 
personal politics of his day, the singularly shallow form of infidelity 
called Deism, and the like—and, secondly, that his time deprived him 
of many, if not most, of the rhetorician’s most telling wea^ions. The 
I.ctier to Windham (1716), a sort of apologia, and the Ideal of a 
Patriot Alnj^ (1749) exhibit him at his best. 

Benjamin Hoadly (1676-1761), a pluralist courtier, and more 
than doubtfully orthodox divine on the Whig side, held four sees in 
succession, in the earliest of which he was the cause of much 
literature, or at least many books, by provoking the famous 
“Bangorian” controversy. He himself wrote clearly and well. Nor 


^ IVorJts, 8 vols. London, 1809. 
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can the same praise be denied to Samuel Clarke (1675-1729), 
philosopher, physicist, and divine. There is more diversity of 
opinion about the purely literary merits, as distinguished 
from the unquestioned claims in religious philosophy, 
of Bishop Joseph Butler, who was born at Wantage m 
1692, left Nonconformity for the Church, went to Oriel, became 
Preacher at the Rolls Chapel, Rector of Stanhope, Bishop of Bristol, 
Dean of St. Paul’s, and, lastly. Bishop of Durham, owing these 
appointments to no cringing or intrigue, but to his own great 
learning, piety, wisdom, and churchman ship, fortunately backed by 
Queen Caroline’s fancy for philosophy. Butler’s Scrmo>ts^ published 
in 1726, and his Analogy of Natural and Revealed Rel/g/on ten 
years later, occasionally contain aphorisms of beauty equal to their 
depth ; but it is too much to claim “ crispness and clearness ” for 
his geneial style,^ which is, on the contiary, too often obscure and 
tough. 

Anthony Ashley Cooper, Earl of Shaftesbury, the third of his 
names and title, the grandson of Achitophel,” and the* son of the 
‘‘shapeless lump” (a phrase for which he never forgave Dryden), was 
born in 1671. His mother was Lady Dorothy Manneis. 

He was brought up partly by a learned lady, and partly ‘ 
by Locke. He was for three years at Winchester, went to no 
University, and travelled a good deal abroad. He sat for a short 
time m the House of Commons, but made no figure there or in the 
House of Lords, where, during neaily the whole time of his tenure of 
the earldom (1699-1713), politics, whether Whig or Tory, w’erc of too 
rough a cast for his dilettantism. He died after more foreign travel in 
1713. 1 L'^ writings, scattered and not extensive, had been collected 

two years before as CharaL teristics of Men^ Manners^ Opinions^ Times.- 
Shaftesbury was an original and almost powerful thinker and writer, 
spoilt by an irregular education, a sort of morbid aversion from 
English thought generally, an eaily attack of Deism, and a strong 
touch of affectation. Much harm has been done to him by Lamb’s 
description of his style as “genteel,” a word in Lamb’s time and 
later not connoting the snobbishness which has for half a century 
been associated with it. “ Superfine,” the usual epithet, is truer; 
though Dr. George Campbell, an excellent critic, was somewhat too 
severe ^011 Shaftesbury’s Gallicisms, and his imprudent and rather 
amateurish engagement in the Deist controversy of the time caused 

^ Butler's ixucl Anatoyy, which have long played an important part 

,is tcxt-];ooks in the Oxford curiiculiim, have been well cared for in matter of 
reprints by that University. Clarke and Hoadly must be sought, if at all, in con¬ 
temporary editions. 

* New ed. 3 vols. London, 1749. 


^ In his Philosophy of Rhetoric. 
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him to be broken ri little too ruthlessly on the wheel, adamantine 
in polish as in strength, of Berkeley in A/ciphron. His central 
doctrine, that ridicule is the test of truth, as well as his stylo, are in 
reality caricatures of Addison, though the dates preclude any notion 
of plagiarism. He is full of suggestion, and might have been a great 
thinker and writer. 

Shaftesbury’s supcrfinencss and his optimism seem to have had 
at least a considerable share in provoking the cynical pessimism of 
another remarkable thinker of this time, Bernard Mandcvillc, or de 

, , ,, Mancleville,^ a Dutchman, born at Dordrecht about 1670, 

Miitjdevillt , 111 11 

wilo came early to London, attained a singular mastery 
of English, practised jihysic, and died in 1733. There is some 
mystery, and piobably some mystification, about the origin of The 
Grunihlinjii Jlnr^ bedler known by its latei title of I'he Fable of the 
Fees. No edition earli(‘r than 1705 is known, but Mandeville claimed 
a much earlier date for it About nine years later a reprint, m 1714, 
drew attention, and after yet anothei nine yeais another wa-> “pre¬ 
sented” by the (irand hiry of Middlesex, and fierc(‘ly denounced by 
men of such importance as Law .ind Berk(‘ley. 'The book, whidi wxis 
constantly enlarged, is in its final foim a diistiu' of prose tractates, 
w'ith a verse nucleus (tlie original piece) showing how vice made 
some bees happy, and \iitue made them miserable. A good deal of 
other work, some ceitainly and some prob.dily spurious, is attributed 
to Mandeville, who is the Diogenes of English philosophy. An 
c'cceedingly chantalile judgment may impute to deliberate paradox, 
and to irritation at Shaftesbury’s airy gentility, his doctrine that 
jinvatc vices are public benefits; but the gusto with winch he 
caricatures and deliases everything^ pure and noble and of good 
report is, unluckily, too genuine. He thought, however, with great 
force and acuteness, despite his moral twist; hc' hiid a stiong, 
fertile, and whimsical humour ; and his style, ]>lebeian as it is, may 
challenge compaiison with the most fimous literary vernaculars in 
English for racy individuality. 

If, however, Shaftesbury has rathci too much of the jieacock, 
and Mandeville a great deal too much of the jiolecat about him, no 
cfepreciatory animal compaiison need be sought or feared for Cmorgc 

Berkeley, the best praised man of his time, and among 

Berkeley , T , . ^ 

tJie most deserving of praise. He was born in 1685 
near Kilkenny, and wxis educated first, like Swift and Congreve 
earlier, at its famous grammar school, and then at Trinity College, 
Dublin, where he made a long residence, and wrote his chief purely 

^ JVor^'s never collected—some raie and some doubtful T/ie Fahle of ihe Bee% 
IS common. I use the so-c.illed ninth (Edinburgh, 1755) edition of its fullest 
form. 
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philosophical works. In 1713 he went to London, and was intro¬ 
duced to the wits by Swift, after which he travelled on the Continent 
for several years. He was made Dean of Derry in 1724, went with 
missionary schemes, which were defeated, to North America, but 
returned, in 1731, and published the admirable dialo^’^ues of AUiphron. 
He was made Bishop of Cloync in 1734, and for eighteen years 
resided in his diocese. A few months before his death, in 1753, he 
had gone, in bad health, to Oxford, and he died there. 

Berkeley’s principal works,^ or groups of works, arc first The 
Theory of Vision (1709), The Tnni iplcs of Human Knowledge (1710), 
and the Dialogues of Hylas [Materialistj and Thtlonous [partisan of 
mind], in which, continuing the Lockian process of argument against 
innate ideas, he practically re-established them by a further process 
of destruction, and brought down on himself a great deal of very 
ignorant attack or banter for Ins supposed denial of matter. The 
above-mentioned Ahiphron^ or the Minute Philosopher^ is a series of 
dialogues, in which the pojuilar infidelity of the day, whether optimist 
like Shaftesbury’s, pessimistical like Mandcville’s, or one-sidedly 
critical like that of the Deists proper, is attacked in a fashion which 
those who sympathise with the victims accuse of occasional unfair¬ 
ness, but which has extraordinary cogency as polemic, and extra¬ 
ordinary brilliance as literature. His last important book was Siris^ 
an odd miscellany, advocating tar-water for the body, and administer¬ 
ing much excellent mysticism to the soul ; but he wrote some minor 
things, and a good many letters, diaries, etc., wdiich were not fully 
published till the later yeais of the present century. 

Unusually good as a man, and unusu.illy great as a philosopher, 
lierkeley would have stcxxl in the first rank as a mere wiiter had his 
character been bad or unknown, and the matter of his writings un¬ 
important. The charm of his style is at once so subtle 
and so pervading that it is extremely difficult to separate ^ 
and define it. He has no mannerisms ; although he is 
a most accomplished ironist, he docs not depend upon irony for the 
seasoning of his style as, in different ways, do Addison and Swift ; he 
can give the plainest and mobt unadorned exposition of an abstruse, 
philosophical doctrine with perfect literary grace. And (as, for 
instance, m Lysicles’ version of Mandeville’s vices - and - benefits 
argument) he can saturate a long passage with satiric innuendo, 
never once breaking out into direct tirade or direct burlesque. He 
can illustrate admirably, but he is never the dupe of his illustrations. 
He is clearer even than Hobbes and infinitely more elegant, while 

^ Editions are numerous, but for critical purposes, and also as containing 
some previously unpublished matter, Professor Campbell Fraser’s (4 vols. 
Oxford, 1871) is the standard. 
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his dialect and arrangement, though originally arrived at for 
argumentative purpobes, or at least in argumentative works, are 
equally suited for narrative, for dialogue, for description, for almost 
every literary end. Were it not for the mtangibleness, and there¬ 
fore the inimitableness of his style, he would lie an even better 
general model than Addison ; and, as it is, he is unquestionably 
the best model in English, if not in any language, for philosophical, 
and indeed for argumentative, writing generally. 

Daniel l)efoe,i the link between the great essayists of the earlier 
and the great novelists of the middle years of the eighteenth century 
—one of the most \oluminous and problematical of English wTiters, 
^ ^ as well as one of all but the greatest—a man, too, of 
very (jucstionable life and character- -could not be fully 
discussed in any compendious histoiy t)f English literature. But 
luckily It is by no means necessaiy that he should be so discussed, 
the strictly literary lines of his wtirk being broad and clear, and the 
problems both of it and of his life being siu h as may, without any 
loss, be left to the specialist. He was born, it would seem, in 1659 
(not, as used to be thought, 1661) in the heait of London, St. Giles’s, 
Cnpplcgate, wdiere his father (w-hose name w’as certainly P"oe) was a 
butcher It is not known for wdial leason or cause Daniel, when more 
than fifty, assumed the “ de,” sometimes as separate particle, some¬ 
times in composition. He wms well educated, but instead of becom¬ 
ing a Nonconformist minister, took to tiade, wdiich at intervals and 
in various forms (slocking-sellmg, tilc-making, etc ) he pursued with 
no great luck. He seems to ha\e been a partaker in Monmouth’s 
rebellion, and wsas certainly a good deal abroad in the later years of 
the seventeenth century, but he early took to the \ocation of pam¬ 
phleteering, which, with journalism and novel-writing, gave his three 
great literiiry couises. The chief amejng many results of this was 
the famous Shortest Way with the /)!sse?ite?'s (1702), a statement of 
the views of the extreme “Highflying” or High Church party, in 
which some have seen irony, but winch really is the exact analogue 
in aigument of his future fictions, that is to say, an imitation of what 
he w'anted to represent so close that it looks exactly like fact. He 
^v^ls prosecuted, fined, pilloried, and imprisoned, but, in the growing 
Whig temper of the nation, the piece w'as undoubtedly very effective. 

^ There is no complete collection, and hardly the possibility 01' any, of Defoe’s 
enormous w-^ork. Partial collections, and lives, are rather numerous. The most 
recent of the former is Mr. Aitken’s (ol the novels), the most accessible of the 
general w'orks that in l^ohn’s Library (7 vols ), the best Hazlitt’s (3 vols London, 
1841). Mr Lee’s speculative but laborious Ltfe a?id Unpublished Writings 
{3 vols London, 1869) is necessary for all thorough students , Professor Morley’s 
selection of the miscellaneous works (not fiction) in the “ Carisbrooke Library” 
IS very cheap and useful. 
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For the greater part of the reign of Queen Anne, and at first 
in prison, Defoe carried on, from 1704 to 1713, his famous Review^ 
the prototype to some extent of the great later periodicals, but written 
entirely by himself. T^efore he had been long in prison he was 
liberated by Ilailey, of whose statesmanship, shifty in method, and 
strangely compounded of Toryism and Whiggery in principle, Defoe 
became a zealous secret agent. He had a great deal to do with 
negotiating the Union with Scotland. Nor did Harley’s fall put an 
end to his engagement in subterranean branches of the public service ; 
for it has long been known that undei the House of Hanover he dis¬ 
charged the delicate, or indelicate, part of a Tory journalist, secretly 
paid by the Whig Government to tone down and take the sting out 
of Misfs Journal and other Opposition jjapers. He lived for a good 
many years longer, and did his very best literary work in his latest 
period ; but at the last he experienced some unexplained revolution 
of fortune, and died at IMoorficlds, m ( oncealment and distress, in 

1731- 

Of Defoe’s, in the strictest sense, innumerable works the follow¬ 
ing catalogue of the most important may serve :— Ksmy on Projects 
(1698), an instance of the restless tendency of the lime towards com¬ 
mercial and social improvements, and of Defoe’s own fertility ; The 
yyue-Bor7i Engli^lwian (1701), an argument in vigorous though 
most unpoetical verse to clear William from the disability of his 
foreign origin; the Hyni7t to the Pilloty (1703), composed on the 
occasion of his exhibition in that implement, still more vigorous and 
a little less unpoetical ; the curious political satire of the CofisoUdator 
(1705) ; the masterly Relation oj Mrs. Veal, the first instance of his 
wonderful ‘‘ lies like truth ”; Jure Divino (i 706), worse verse and 
also worse sense than The True-Born linyhshman. But the best of 
these is poor compared wath the great group of fiction of his later 
years— Robinson O'usoe (1719), Duncan Campbell, Afemoirs of a 
Cavalier, and Captain Singleton (all produced in i 720), AHoUFlanders, 
the Histoiy of the Plague, thwA. Colonel Jath (all in 1722), Roxana 
(1724), and A New Voyage Round the Woi'ld (1725). Besides 
these, he published in his later years, as he had in his earlier, a crowd 
of works, small and great, political, topographical, historical, moral, 
and miscellaneous. 

It is not of much use to discuss Defoe’s moral character, and it 
is sincerely to be hoped that no moie revelations concerning it will 
turn up, inasmuch as each is more damaging than the last, except to 
those who have succeeded in taking his true measure once for all. 
It is that of a man wdio, with no high, fine, or poetical sentiment to 
save him, shared to the full the partisan enthusiasm of his time, and 
its belief that all was fair in politics. His literary idiosyncrasy is 
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more comfortable to handle. He was a man of extraordinary in¬ 
dustry and versatilit)', who took an interest, subject to the limitations 
of his temperament, in almost everything, whose brain was wonder¬ 
fully fertile, and wlio had a style, if not of the finest or most exquisite, 
singularly well suited to the multifarious duties to which he put it. 
Also, he could give, as hardly even Bunyan had given before him, 
and as nobody has since, absolute verisimilitude to fictitious presenta¬ 
tions. He seems to have done this mainly by a certain chameleon¬ 
like faculty of assuming the atmosphere and colour of his subject, and 
by a cunning profusion of exactly-suited and selected detail. It is 
enough that in Robitisim Crusoe he has produced, by help of this gift, 
a book which is, throughout its first two parts, one of the great books 
of the world in its particular kind ; and th.it parts of Moll Flajidcrs, 
Capiain Sin^lcton^ and ColonelJocl\ at least, are not inferior. P’urthcr, 
the “lift” which Defoe gave to the novel was enormous. He was 
still dependent on adventure; he did not advance much, if at all, 
beyond the more prosaic romantic scheme. But the extraordinary 
verisimilitude of his action could not but show the way to the last step 
that remained to be taken, the final projection of character. 



CHAPTER V 

POPE AND HIS El.DER CONTEMPORARIES IN VERSE 

Divisions of eightecTith-ccntury vorsc- Pope Ins life—His work- Ills character 
— His poetry—His couplet and par.igiaph -His phrase—His suhiccts — 
Garth—Hlackrnorc—Congreve, etc.-—J’rior—His metrical importance—Gay 
—Young—Parnell—Lady W inchelsea 

The poetry of the eighteenth century can be classified with a com¬ 
pleteness and convenience uncommon in literary periods. In the 
first division we sec the complete triumph of the “ classical ” and 
“correct,” or conventional, ideal at once exemplified and . 

achieved in the work of Po])c. This is followed by a eightcemh- 
rather longer period, in which the dominant poetry-—the 
kind of verse admiiecl and praised by almost all the vulgar and a few 
of the elect—is imitation of l^ope, tempered more or less by that of 
Dryden. Put side by side with both these (and even at the very 
earliest represented by Lady Wmchelsea and one or two others) there 
is a party of mostly unintentional revolt which first, as represented by 
Thomson, reverts to nature in observation, but generalises still in 
expression; then, as presented by (iray, while not neglecting nature, 
changes all the sources of its literary inspiration, seeking them alw^ays 
farther back and wider. In respect of form the two first schools are 
almost wholly busied, except in light and occasional verse, with the 
couplet; while the third, in its endeavour not to be conventional, takes 
refuge in blank verse and stanza-fonns. In the present chapter we 
shall have to do wfith the first, and one or two belated or precocious 
members of the third. The second and the main body of the third 
will occupy us m the next Book. 

Alexander Pope^—within certain narrow but impregnable limits 
one of the greatest masters of poetic form that the world has ever 
seen, and a considerable, though sometimes over-rated, satirist—was 

^ The standard library edition of Pope is that of Elwin and Courthopc, with 
an exhaustive by the latter, ii vols. London, 1870-89. The "Globe" edition 
of the Poems, by A. W. Ward, is exceptionally valuable. 
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born in London in 1688, of a respectable tradesman’s family. His 
parents were Roman Catholics, and Pope was rather badly educated 
in his c.irly youth. From the time when his father 
ope. IS ife Binfield, on the outskirts of Windsor Forest, 

he seems to have educated himself '1 he bad health and physical 
deformity which maned his later life, «and to which the disagreeable 
parts of his character have been traced, with a mixture of reason and 
charity, are said not to have been congenital. He wrote verse very 
early ; but his extreme uiitruthfulness makes it very uncertain how 
much before the date of publication any particukir piece was com¬ 
posed. Still, the dates of the P(u/ora/s (1709), when he was twenty- 
one, of the A'ssvTy o?i Criticnm^ two years later, and of Windsor 
Fo7'est^ two years later still, establish beyond all question his early 
command of \ersific ation and expression. Even before the earliest 
of these dates Pope had been introduced to Wycherley and to Walsh, 
and through them he became acctuainted with the rising prose lights 
of literature—Addison, Steele, and, above all. Swift. These (at least 
Swift) zealously furthered his scheme of translating the Iliad^ which 
was started in 17 j 3, began to apj)ear next year, and w^as finished in 
1720. This, like the ('kfrssvr, which follow^ed, and a good deal of 
which w^as done by assistants (Fenton and Broome), w'as published 
by subscription, and the two brought I’ope in not much less than 
^10,000, a sum which, at the rates of interest then prevailing, and 
with some paternal pioperty, wms enough to put him in affluence for 
the rest of his life, 'fhat life presents little history except a record 
of disease, publications, and quarrels. It was in 1718 that he estab¬ 
lished himself at Tw ickenham, whic:h as headcpiarters he never after- 
w^ards left, and here he died m i 744. 

The order of his later publications w'as as follows. The Rape of 
the Lock, published partially m 1712, reappeared during the time 
of his work on Homer in 1714. He produced an edition of Shake¬ 
speare, wdiich could ncH well be good, in 1728. His 
^ ‘ satirical powers, which had already been exhibited in 

fragments, at last took the form of The Jhinciad (1728-29), a violent 
attack on the minor wTiters of the day, with w’hom Pope fancied that 
he'had the quarrel of Wit against Dulness, wdiile he really had that of 
an exceedingly irritable poet against reviewers and, in some sense, 
rivals. Thereafter he fell into a course of half-moral, half-satirical 
writings— Epistle to Lord Burlington, E^say on Man, Imitatiofts of 
Horace, Epistle to Af'buthnot, etc. (1730-38), w^hich, whether poetry 
or not, whether philosophy or not, are at any rate the most brilliant 
examples in English of one particular kind of verse and one particular 
kind of style. His last important work was an alteration and en¬ 
largement of The Dunciad (1742-43). Neither changes nor additions 
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were by any means always improvements, but the finale of the com¬ 
plete poem is one of the very greatest things that Pope ever wrote, 
and one of his strongest titles to the name of poet. 

That his claims to that name could be disputed probably never 
entered into the head of any of his contemporaries save his personal 
foes, nor perhaps into the heart and conscience of any even of these. 
They were sufficiently numerous, and Pope amply de- 

,1 1 r r 1 r t i ^ tiis cliJiractf 1 

served them. His faults, from their evident connection 
with a sort of childish we.ikness, in\ite, and have received, compassion ; 
but to deny them is absurd. Nor were his virtues extremely con¬ 
spicuous. He IS credited with sincere afi'ection for his friends. But 
there were no two men whom he loved and honouied more than 
Swaft and Boling broke, and yet he could not resist playing upon 
both some of the underhand literary tricks to which he w^as more 
addicted than any great man of letters except his contemporary and 
analogue Voltaire. He lampooned Addison, wdio had perhaps given 
him a provocation of which a magnanimous person would ha\e made 
nothing, while it very possibly had no existence except m his own 
morbid fancy ; and though the lampoon, the “ Character of Atticus,” 
is magnificent literature and not (juite unjust, it is all the baser 
ethically for its genius and its justice He m.ide violent and foolish 
love to Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, and being, or thinking himself, 
snubbed, revenged the snub with vulgar insults which the pen of no 
gentleman could have ever allowed to flow from it at any time, except 
that of the literary bravoes of Ins old friend Wyc hcrlc>’s youth. Even 
his partisans have allow'cd a feeling of revolt at the v^enomous and 
snobbish delight with w^ha h he dv\ells at once on the jioverty and 
the dinnerlcssness of his ( ,rub Street foes He was stingy in enter¬ 
taining (a very rare fault for his lime) ; he had, with no motive to 
save, odd tricks of wTiting on backs of letters and scraps of paper ; 
he had many minor faults Yet those of his friends with w'hom he 
did not quarrel never quarrelled with him, and it would be unfair to 
ask whether it was policy or generosity which made him invariably 
favourable to rising young men of letters—Thomson and Johnson 
are the great and sufficient, though by no means the only, examples 
who made their appearance in his time—provided only they did not join 
the real or imagined army of Diabolus in Grub Street He was a 
very good son ; his passion for Martha Blount—a passion which w^as 
not too well requited, though the object benefited by it most hand¬ 
somely—seems to have been faithful and intense ; and though trouble¬ 
some to his inferiors and servants from his infirmities, he seems to 
have been liked by them. 

But his character, save for its close connection with his work, 
matters very little ; his literature matters very much. The greater 
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jars of the conflict over the question “ Was Pope a poet ? ” have 
mostly ceased. Hardly anybody now would dream of denying that 
^ he was a poet; very few would assert that he was one 

IS i)()ctry. greatest kind. Some indeed have challenged for 

himself the phrase “Return to nature’’ which has generally been 
applied to the rcvolters from him. The argument, which lacks 
neither ingenuity nor plausibility, is that from the Elizabethan 
time to the Pindaric mutators of Cowley a non-natural exaggeration 
had been a curse, if not the t ursc, of English poetry, and that Pope 
finally abolished this Unluckily, however, Cleveland had been dead 
for fifty years when Pope wrote; Dryden had “appealed to sense” 
long before he was born ; and th(‘ prevalent faults of the time imme- 
(li.itely preceding were not those of unnatural conceit. Even had 
It been otherwise, the nature to w'hich he returned was, m all but 
one respect, a nature of prose, not of poetry. He did refine, to the 
utmost possible extent, one speci.il kind of verse, .and this jierh.aps 
this only --establishes his cl.imi to be .a poet Those who hold that 
though (to their sorrow) there m.iy be verse without poetry, theie 
cannot be poetry without verse, are not the least trusty guardians 
of Pope’s position. He may be open to attack on other sides; 
here the defenie may laugh at <iny ass.iult. 

Pope’s extraordinary master) of a certain refinement on tlic 
Drydenian couplet, which, losing not a little stiength and colour, and 
something of that portion of the poetic vague which Dryden retained, 
added .an me om]jai.ible lightness and iiolish, seems to 
and p'lnigrliph attained very early. In the E^ssay on Critidsm 

it IS nearly as .advanced, if not quite as sure, as in the 
satires of thirty years later, 'fhe secret, so far as there is a single 
one, is the bold disc.iiding of everything but the consideration of the 
couplet itself—triplets .and Alexandrines, \\\o enjambement even 

Dryden sometimes permitted himself, and the structure of the para- 
gr.aph by .any other than sense-methods. This last is, of course, an 
important exception, and it spe.iks volumes for I’ope’s skill that he 
can, by means of the sense merely, connect together strings of 
couplets of which, by no me.ms mfreciuently, each is complete in itself 
in rjiy^^hm as in meaning. Rut he sacrifices every attraction of form 
to the couplet—light, bright, glittering, varied in a manner almost 
impossible to account for, tipped ever with the neatest, smartest, 
sharpest rhyme, and volleying on the dazzled, though at times 
at any rate satiated, reader a sort of salvo of fenx-d^artifice^ skip¬ 
ping, crackling, scattering colour and sound .all round and about him. 
If w'e take a paragraph of Milton’s with one of Pope’s, and compare 
the apparent vaiiety of the constituent stones of the one building 
with the apparent monotony of those of the other, the difference may 
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be at first quite bewildering. One of Dryden’s, between the two, will 
partly, though not entirely, solve the difficulty by showing how the law 
of the prose paragraph, that of meaning, is brought to supply the place of 
that of the pure poetic paragraph, the composition of sound and music. 

l^ope’s other engine for attaining his effect was phraseology, in 
which he displays the same exquisite, though limited, perfection. 
Here, again, of the remoter and rarer graces of style there are none. 
Pope suggests little; no conjunction of his words causes 
the ‘‘wild surprise” given by the phrase of Chaucer, and 
by those of an unbroken succession lioin Spenser to Dryden. So also 
(in this point infeiior to his friends Addison and Swift) he has little 
humour. Jkit his wit is of the finest, and everything that he wishes 
to say, everything that comes within his purview as proper to be 
said, is expressed with unequalled projinety. It is impossible to 
improve on Pope ; to get something better you must change the 
kind. Nor can there be much doubt that, in the negative as m the 
positive sides of this perfection, he is indebted to that process of 
conscious or unconscious conventionalising which all his time adored 
and which he brought to its acme, 'fhe individual and particular 
graces of the literature before and after his century give a nobler 
gust, but It is hit or miss with them. Pope’s process—of extracting 
and representing the best thought within his compass in the best 
words that his own genius (still careful of the common) c'ould 
achieve—is lower but surer. He cannot (or can but very rarely when 
transported by private passion, as in the “Chaiacter of Atticus,” or 
by the contagion of a greater genius, as in that conclusicm of' The 
PuHCiad^ whu'h is Swift done into poetry) give the greatest things 
Put what he can give he gives quite unerringly ; he is a secure and 
impeccable master of his own craft. 

With so peculiar a genius as this (for it would be absurd to stint 
Pope to the word “ talent,” though some logical defence might be made 
for it) his subject could not but be of the greatest importance, while 
even his treatment of matters was necessarily conditioned 
by his knowledge. In the subjects of the Pni^torals^ of 
the Mesiiah, of IVimfsor Toresf^^ he was not really at home, and all 
these are in consequence mere pastuhes —things immensely clever but 
no more. In the Essay o?i Crituism the subject itself was thoroughly 
congenial. Pope knew his own ideal of literature, could express 
that ideal critically as few could, and express it constructively as 
could no other man in the world. But he was a very bad judge of 
other styles and other ideals, and his knowledge of literary as of other 


^ Wordsworth, usually unjust to Pope, has been too generous to this poem 
It gives literally nothing of the Forester of the Thames Valley a library and c 
poulterer’s shop would furnish all its riuiterial 
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history would have disgraced the meanest hack in his own fancied 
Grub Street.^ Consequently, here and wherever else he touches the 
subject, we get the most ridiculous statements of fact and the most 
absurd arguments based upon them, side by side with maxims and 
judgments worthy of almost any signature m sense, and expressed as 
no one but Hope could express them in form. 

And this difference holds throughout. The Iliad^ for instance, a 
wonderful tour dc force of literature, has long become merely a curi¬ 
osity, because if we want Homer we go cither to himself or to a 
translator who has some sense of him. The Elegy on an Unfortunate 
Lady and the Eloisa to Abelardy ag.iin, are boili maired, though not 
ruined, by the prevalence of conventionalism in reference to subjects 
which, above all others, refuse and defy convention. Uut The Rape 
of the Lo(hj artificial as it is, is a perfect triumph of artifice, a piece 
with which no fault can be found except the frequency of the gradus- 
cpithet, and in which the gradus-epithet is excused by its suitableness 
to the persons and the manners handled. 

Vet It is in his later E\'\'ay^ his Epistles^ his Satires^ his Dunciad 
that Pope’s genius shows at Us very greatest. 'J'hey are no doubt 
mosaics—-the “Atticus” passage was pretty certainly written twenty 
years before its insertion in the Eptstlc to yJrhuthnot —but this is 
no defect in them. Their value for meaning vanes according 
as Pope was copying optimism from Bolingbroke, pessimism from 
Swift, and a very remarkable kind of orthodoxy from Warburton, or 
was giving expression to his own keen, though, alas ' limited, observa¬ 
tion of society, his personal feelings, and his narrow but clear theory 
of life and literature. Here he reigns triumphant His philosophy 
may be always shallow and sometimes mere nonsense ; his satire 
may lack the large Olympian sweep of Dryden ; but he looked on 
society, and on humanity as th.it society happened for the time to 
express it, with an unclouded eye, and he expressed his views with 
a pen that never stumbled, never made slips of form, and always said 
the right thing in the right way, when we once accept scheme and 
time .and man. 

J^opc, a young man at his beginnings but very precocious, began 
to “be copied, or to be revolted from, with almost unexampled 
earliness ; but the imitators and rebels may best be left for future 
treatment. Of his contemporaries and yoke-fellows, wc have noticed 
Swift and Addison ; Garth, Blackmore, ITior, Congreve, Gay, Parnell, 
Young, a few minors, and—a friendly but, though she knew it not, 
deadly foe—Lady Wmchelsea, shall follow. 

^ His Selecta Foemata Italorum [2 vols. London, 1740), witli the reniaiks 111 
Spence’s Anecdotes, claim exception for one rather unexpected division, the 
Italian-Latin poetry of the Reuaissaiice 
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Samuel Garth,^ a stiong Whig, but popular with both parties, and 
of very great repute as a physician, was born at Bolani in Durham as 
early as 1660, went to Cambridge (Peterhouse), where 
he remained till he took his M.D. in 1691, and spent the 
rest of his life practising in London. He was the friend, physician, 
and interrer of Dryden, was familiar wath all the Queen Anne men, 
was knighted at George I.’s accession, and died in 1718. Garth owes 
his place in ELnglish literature, wdiich ought to be no mean one, 
to the fact that his poem I'lic Dispensary was published in 1699 
before Dryden’s death, and that its versification makes advances on 
Dryden’s own in Pope’s direction. Its subject, a doctors’ ciuarrel, 
does not give us much amusement now, though il has some inteiest 
as starting a long line of more or less similar poems on less or more 
unpromising subjects during the (cntury (iarth followed it up many 
years later, after he had strengthened I'hc Dispensary itself with some 
of Its best parts, by a poem on Claremont^ and translated some Ovid. 
Put the help which he gave to the perfecting of the couplet in this 
form is his title to memory. 

'J'he most notorious verse-WTitei, after Garth, of the interregnum 
between Pope and Dryden w^as the luckless Sir Richard Llackmore, 
one of the small and curious company who have been made immoital 
by their satirists Porn about 1650, at Corshain, in l-mo c 
Wilts, he spent a long time at Ovford, and afterw^ards 
took his M.D. at Padua. Tie had a good ])ra{:lice, rind the “ Ouad' 
ALiurus ” of Dryden, whom he censured and who hit back, does not 
appear to have had any special justihcation. lie seems to have begun 
to write vei -^e to pass the time as he drove from patient to patient, 
and he puldished the long poems of J'l'ime Af'thur (1695), 

A-'i/iur (1 700), (1705), and Crcafion{\ 712), besides 

essays, psalms, etc. He died in 1729, having been still more unmerci¬ 
fully ridiculed by the wits of the second generation. Creationy how¬ 
ever, was highly praised, not merely by Addison, to whom piety 
and Whiggery combined would have been an irresistible bribe, but by 
Johnson, to whom the second quality would have neutralised the first. 
It is difficult for a reader of the present day to share their admiration. 
Creation supplies (as, for the matter of that, do the other poems, 
so far as the present writer knows them) tolerable rhetoric in verse 
occasionally not bad. Put this is a different thing from poetry. 
Blackmore’s couplets are often enjambed; and it seems (indeed he 
boasted of it) that he knew little of the popular poetry of his day. 

Congreve 1 deserves such a niche as he has in purely poetical 

1 Garth and Congreve, with all the writers that follow except Lady Wincheh 
sea, are in Chalmers. 

2 In Chalmers, vol. x. ; the rest must be sought m the originals. 
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history as the producer of a few songs very much in the character of 
those mentioned earlier as the last product of the Cavalier muse, but 
with more of the order and neatness of the eighteen!Ii 
^ century. He is sometimes impudent, but rarely, like 

the Dorsets and the Sedleys, merely coarse, and the note ojf the 
careless fine gentleman which he so much affected in his life does 
appear in Ins poems, especially by comparison with JTior, whom, 
though he falls far short of him m nature, tenderness, whimsical 
wit, and suspicion of higher and deeper feeling, he excels in that 
indescribable and sometimes denied, but quite real, quality called 
breeding. Ambrose Philips and 'Thomas Tickell were both friend^ 
of Addison and (whether of their own choice or as a result of Pope’s 
irritable vanity is uncertain) enemies of Pope. 'The former—to be 
carefully distinguished from John Philqis (1676-1708), author of the 
admirable Miltonic burlcs{|iie of T/ic Splcfidid and of a good 

poem, or .it least verse-essay, on Cider —w'as born in Leicestershire in 
1671, attd died in London in 1749. short sentimental verses 

to children gained him from C.aiey (the author of “ Sally in our 
Alley”) the niiLname of “ Namliy-Pamby,” which has passed into 
the language as a common epithet Tukell, .n Cumberland man 
and a Fellow^ of Queen’s College, Oxford (1676-1740), is chiefly 
remembered for tw’o splendid coujdet-elegies on Addison (wdiose 
devoted friend lie was) .and on M.arlboroiigh’s lieutenant Cadogan. 
The majesty wlm h this particul.ar form could put on has seldom been 
better showm, excejit in the final lines of ’fhe DiuiLiad. But we must 
turn to men of more poetical subsl.ance 

Matthew Prior,^ the king of‘‘verse of society” in English, w-as 
born near Wimborne in 1664, and wais i duc.ated at Westminster, 
going thence to Cambridge, Imt to St. John’s, not, as usual w'ith his 
schoolfellows, to Trinity. He took his degree in 1686, 
and obtained a Fellowship, which he kept through life, 
.and which kept him at some times of it. He wa'otc a bad parody of 
The Hind and the Panther m conjunction with Montague, afterwards 
Halifax, but did nothing else till he was of middle age, though he 
enjoyed to the full the copious if tr.ansient stream of patronage of 
mei> of letters, which his co.adjutor did much to set running. He 
was even Ambassador to France; w\as deeply engaged in the still 
obscure intrigues which just failed to secat J.ames III on the throne 
of England at his sister’s death ; is suspected of having turned king’s 
evidence, but was iinpiisoned for some years. He had published 

^ In Chalmers, and common in editions from Ins own goi gcous folio downwards. 
Ml Austin Dobson's Selected Poems of (" Parchment T.ibrary,” London, 

1889) contains most things of much value but not all, the change of manners 
sometimes making Prior difficult to icpioduce nowadays. 
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poems in 1709, and issued another collection in splendid form after 
his liberation in 1718. He did not long survive this, and died in 
1721. He was, though an intimate, somewhat of a detached intimate 
of the literary society of his time, and is said frankly to have preferred 
less distinguished associates. 

The works of Prior are rather numerous than voluminous, and 
they arc very curiously assorted. The only pieces of any bulk are 
A/ma, or the J^rojj^rcss of ihc Mtnd^ and Solomon^ or /he Vimi/y of the 
World. The first, divided into three cantos, is an extremely 
fantastic, though, according to most (not all) critics, somewhat 
tedious poem in Hiidibrastic verse, and quite openly imitating 
Butler in style as well as m metre. Although, however, the guise is 
burlesque, the subject-matter is by no means wholly so ; and Prior, 
the lightness of whose best known work has perhaps rather obscured 
the fact that he was a scholar and a man of no small reading, has 
put a good deal of thought as well as of learning m an ill-chosen 
fashion. Solomon, which is also in three divisions (here called 
‘‘books”), is in heroic couplets of a rather Drydenian than Popian 
cast, with frequent Alexandrines. Here too the poem is much better 
worth reading than is usually thought ; but the author’s inability to 
be frankly serious again shows itself. His treatment of Vanity has 
neither the'bitter quintessence of Swnft, nor the solemn and some¬ 
times really tragic declamation of Young, nor that intense conviction 
and ethical majesty which make Johnson’s Jani/y of Htiinan Wishes 
almost a great poem, and beyond all question a great piece of litera¬ 
ture. His next most important works in point of bulk arc a handful 
of tales after the manner of La Fontaine, for which the rigid Johnson 
himself made a famous excuse, but which, though they contain some 
of their author’s earliest and pleasantest writing, make their appear- 
anee not at all, or with considerable difficulty and adjustment, in 
modern volumes intended for general reading. Longer than these, 
indeed, are the Carmen Semlare, a dull Pindaric to William the 
Deliverer, and Hemy and Emma, an id-judged modernising of the 
exquisite Niit-bro'iun Maid, but they form no part of Prior’s title to 
fame. 

This, which is completely indefeasible, rests upon a cloud of 
bright trifles, or things pretty serious within but bright and trifling 
in appearance, heterogeneous enough in subject and form, but all 
animated by the same dainty, whimsical touch in metre, phrase, and 
poetic style. He can be merely* sentimental and achieve mere senti¬ 
ment charmingly ; impudently but triumphantly caricaturing, as in 
his parody of Boileau’s fustian on the taking of Namur; arch, in 
the best sense of that almost obsolete and long misused but really 
useful word, as in a hundred pieces of which “ Cloe and Euphelia ” 
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stands perhaps first in order in his collected works ; deliberately but 
exquisitely trivial, as in “The Secretary.’’ i’rior has never been 
approached in the lighter love-poem of a certain kind, such as “ The 
Lover’s Anger,” or “ Dear Cloe, how blubbered is that pretty face ! ” 
For all his easy morality, no juster, shrewder, and more good-natured 
life-philosophy was ever put than m “An English Padlock.” What 
may be more surpiismg to those who do not see from the first that 
Prior was no mere w^it but a true humorist, is that his gaiety can, 
with an imperceptible turn, admit a leal and a most melancholy 
wisdom, as 111 the beautiful and justly famous “Lines written in the 
beginning of Mczeiay’s History of France.” In the mere epigram, 
such as those on Dr Kadcliffe, on Pibo, and otheis, where only wit is 
wanted, he is supircme ; his verses to children, especially the famous 
“Child of Quality,” defy cornjietition ; the “Epitaph on Jack and 
foan” shows, like some other things of his, how keen a knowdedge of 
humanity undeilay his apparently frivolous ways; and in “Down 
Hall,” the narrative of a trip into Essex, he set an example of lighter 
narrative verse in easy anapa."stics wdiich has been regularly follow^ed, 
and perhaps never improved upon, since. 

This last brings us to one of Prior’s greatest historical merits. 
The tyranny of the (oujilet was severe enough on the eighteenth 
century as it wms. Put it would have been wxwse still if this poet, 
influential m position and friendships, attractive in 
mipStanu*^^ subject, and of an exquisite skill in his art, had not 
evaded th.it tyranny by writing verse for lighter pur¬ 
poses m anapa'Stlc measures, in the octosyllable, and m various lyric 
forms. The anap.estic tetrameter, in particular, may be said to have 
almost ow^ed its matriculation in the list of permitted metres to Prior. 
Dryden had used it, but chiefly in compositions intended definitely 
for music, in which it was no novelty, luiMiig been used for ballads 
and songs time out of mind. But it had been regarded .as a sort of 
“ blind fiddler’s measure ’’—good enough for “ Drolleries ” and “ Gar¬ 
lands ” and so forth, but scarcely worthy of “ 'Phe Muses.” Prior 
accomplished its jiiesentation to these punctilious divinities once for 
all. Henceforw\ard the corrcctcst poet felt th.at there was no crime 
in now and then deserting couplet for these freer measures ; and as a 
matter of fact w'e find in them by far the larger part of the real poetry 
of the eighteenth century. 

Something of the same beneficent influence was exercised by John 
(jay,^ who, though a far less exquisite and original poet than Prior, 

^ Very popular in the eighteenth century ; a little neglected later. Amends, 
however, have recently been made in two very pretty editions, of the Fables by 
Mr Austin Dobson (London, 1882), and of the whole Poem': by Mr Underhill 
(2 vols London, 1893) 
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had perhaps more special sympathy for the country, as opposed to the 
town, than “ Dear ^Iat.” He was born in the same yeai ^ 
(1688) with Pope, at Barnstaple, in the county which 
contains the most exquisite mixtuie of scenery in England, but he 
seems to have thought himself more at liome 

Where Catherine Street descends into the Strand 

than on the banks of the 'faw or in the hill-solitudes of its springs. 
His family was no ill one, but poor, and he was appi enticed to a silk 
mercer in London. P'rom this unpromising oc( iipation he passed to 
that of secretary to the Duchess of Monmouth, Anne Scott, the 
“charming Annabel” of Dryden. In 1713 he jiublishcd a poem on 
“Rural Sports,” containing some dcscrijition more vivid and direct than 
the age generally showed, and dedicated it to Pope. Introduction to 
the wits and the patrons followed, and Gay had a small share, and 
apparently might have had, but for la/iness and indiscretion, a larger 
tme, in the golden shower still falling on men of letteis. 'Phe same 
qualities prevented him from making his fortune m the South Sea 
Bubble—for Craggs gave him stock, he would not sell during the 
craze, and lost everything—and perhaps contributed to defeat his 
expectations from George 11 . But he was one of those fortunate, 
helpless persons whom everybody helps, and the Duke and Duchess 
of Queensberry took him into their household, managed his money 
for him (he made a good de.il by the Bcggar\s Opera)^ and prevented 
him from having any need of it He died at the end of 1732, too 
lazy even to make a will. The traditional character of him as of a 
kind of human lapdog, without any Mce except extreme self-indulgence, 
has been little disturbed. 

His earliest poem, jiubhshed some years before that above 

noticed, in 1708, belongs to the same class as John Philips’s pieces, 
clever enough Miltonic paiody. In Rural Sports he shifted to the 
inevitable couplet, which again he urote well; in kict. Gay did nothing 
ill, he only w^anted initiation and distinction. The Shepherds Week 
(1714) relapsed on parody, the subject being now Virgil and Spenser, 
or rather the namby-pamby imitators of both. The mock-heroic 
couplets of this are often happy, if not very strong. But (iay’s skill 
in this kind reached its acme in Jrivia, or the Art of Walkiug the 
Streets of Loudofr (1715), which is one of the most vivid things of the 
sort ever done, and for all its rather teasing falsetto, remains a docu¬ 
ment for the subject and a jjleasant poem in itself. His Epistles 
exhibit the same pleasing, if somewhat uninspired, accomplishment, and 
his Eclogues might sometimes be Pope and sometimes Young. It is 
more to his real credit that he had a lyrical gift possessed by neither 
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of these, his greater contemporaries. The immortal, if conventional, 
“ Ulack-I^^ycd Susan,” the more genuine “’Twas when the seas were 
roaring,” the most musical “ Phj^llida ” song, and a great many others, 
have sometimes more sweetness than Prior, though seldom as much 
air and fire. His dramatic pieces, Ads and Galatea^ and still more 
the Beggar's Opci'a^ are yet unforgotten. He wrote Tales, again very 
like Prior’s ; and lastly, there are his once universally, and still widely, 
known Fabla. They have been for some time neglected, which is 
a pity, for they are perennial sense expiessed in good, though not 
quite perennial, verse (kiy could do almost anything that his friends 
told him to do or that he had a model foi ; but he required these 
assi^taiK es. 

With Edward Young ^ we come to a poet of greater originality 
and force, but of much less equal achievement, than (kiy, a poet 
who in more ways than one represents a development independent 

Y of Pope, and to some extent reactionary from the move¬ 

ment which Pope represented. Young was not merely 
Pope’s senior; he actually, in the Umvet'sal Passion (1725-28), pre¬ 
ceded that writer 111 his sjiecial form of satire, and did nearly, if not 
cpiite, as well in it as Pope himself at his very best. But the major 
part of ills work is of a kind very different fioiii Pope’s. He was 
born in Hampshire in the year 1681, went to Oxford, and obtaining 
(at All Souls) one of the then very rare Fellowships which were not 
necessarily clerical, did not take orders till late in life. He is- said 
to have at last done so from ambition, and disappointment in his 
hopes of preferment is credited with at least part of the gloom of 
the Ni^hi-l'honghis. He did not die till 1765, having published 
verse, Resignation, as late as three years earlier. He was a play¬ 
wright, and his play of The Revenge was long very popular. His 
non-dramatic verse is copious, and its merit varies in the strangest 
degree. 

Young’s first poem was The Last Day, published in 1713. It, 
like The Force of Religion, which fpllowed it a year later, is in 
couplets, and both poems dls])lay Young’s peculiar and, to modern 
tastes, not very pleasant mixture of probably sincere, but gloomy and 
bcmibastically expressed, religious awe, together with an exaggeration 
of that flattery of “the great” on earth which seventeenth and 
eighteenth century feeling permitted, if it did not actually demand. 
There are, however, very fine things in The Last Day, and it is the 
best piece on any great scale that he did, except the Night-Thoughts. 
The Force of Religion, on the story of Lady Jane Grey and her 
husband, is mawkish and sometimes ridiculous. There could be few 


^ In Chalmers, but not recently edited as a whole. 
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greater contrasts than the seven satires of Love of Fame, or the 
Universal Passion, which followed at about ten years’ interval. As 
observed above, Pope is anticipated, and all but equalled, in these 
vigorous compositions, where the artificiality of the treatment is 
excused by that of the subjects, and where Voung shows himself a 
past master, not merely of the crack but of the sting, of the couplet 
lash. Then we come upon Ocean, an Ode (1728), which, like all 
Young’s other odes {Jmpenam Pe/agi, 1729, etc.), affords examples, 
hard to be excelled m the works of the meanest writers, of the 
unintentional mock heroic, and then to I'/ie Complaint, or Night- 
Thoughts. 

It IS difficult to give even a guess whether this remarkable poem 
will ever recover much or anything of the great reputation which it 
long held, and which, for two generations at least, it has almost 
entirely lost. It has against it, the application of phrase and even 
of thought, meiely of an age, to the greatest and most lasting sub- 
jects, and a tone only to be described as the theatrical-religious. Its 
almost unbroken gloom frets or tires according to the mood and 
temperament of the reader. On the other hand, the want of sincerity 
IS always more apparent than real, and the moial strength and know¬ 
ledge of human nature, which were the great merits of the eighteenth 
century, <ippear most unmistakably. Above all, the poem deserves 
the praise due to very line and, in pait at least, very original versi¬ 
fication. If Young here deserts the c ouplet, it is, as we have seen, 
by no means because he cannot manage it ; it is because he is at 
least partly dissutisfied \Mth it, and sees that it will not serve his 
turn. And his blank verse* is a fine and an individual kind. Its 
fault, due, no doubt, to liis practice m diain.i, is that it is a little too 
declamatory, a little too suggestive of solilocpues m an inky cloak 
with footlights in fiont. But this of itself distinguishes it from the 
blank verse of Thomson, which came somewhat earlier. It is not a 
direct imitation either of Milton 01 of Shakespeare, and deseives to be 
ranked by itself. The Night-Thoughts, which were late (1742-44), 
were at once Young’s best work and his last good work. Resignation 
is much weaker, but not quite dotage. 

Thomas Parnell ^ may also be classed as an unconscious rebel, 
lie was of a good Cheshire family, but was born m Dublin m 1679 ; 
entered Trinity College, took his degree and orders, and in 1705 
was made Archdeacon of Clogher. Swift introduced 
him to Harley and converted him to Toryism, but the 
change of dynasty made his conversion infructuous, though Swift 
procured further preferment for him from Archbishop King. He is 

1 Ed. Aitken, London, 1894, 

2 O 
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said to have felt the death of his wife very severely, and himself died 
young in 1717. 

It is curious that, out of the small bulk of I^arnell’s poetical work, 
poetical criticism of the most various times and tastes has been able 
to pick quite different things to sustain his reputation. The famous 
“ Hermit ” has kept its place in all anthologies ; Goldsmith extolled 
the translations, and Johnson endorsed his views, though he himself 
liked the “Allegory on Man'’ best. And later censorship, which 
finds the “ Hermit ” not much more than a smooth and ingenious 
exercise in verse, and the translations and imitations unimportant, 
has lavished praise on two small pieces, “The Night-Ihece on 
Deiith ” and the “ Hymn to Contentment,” the former of which cer¬ 
tainly displays nature-painting of a kind unknown in the work of any 
but one contemporary, while the return of the second to the Cowt/s 
alternation of trochaic and iambic cadence is an almost equally im¬ 
portant, though doubtless unintended, protest against the ceaseless 
iambs of the couplet. It is not possible to call Parnell a great poet 
as he stands ; but the quality and the vaiiety of his accomplishment 
show that in slightly different circumstances and in other times he 
would probably have been one. 

The other exception, a notice of whom may fitly conclude this 
chapter and this Book, was Anne, Countess of Winchelsca. Lady 
Winchelsea was the daughter of Sir William Kmgsmill, and was bcmn 
in Hampshire about the time of the Restoration. She 
Wiiichtisea. sixty years later in 1720, having been a friend of 

the wits (she is ]\)pe’s Ardelia) and herself a consider¬ 
able practitioner in veise. She wTote 'Jlie Spleen^ a Pindaric ode 
(1701), J'he Prodigy (1706), MiseelUmy Poems (1714), the publica¬ 
tion which, almost by a lucky accident, has revived her memory, and 
a tragedy, Arisioineues. 'J'he accident refened to was the mention 
of her by Wordswoith in his famous polemic al essay appended to the 
Lyrical Ballads in 1815, wdicre he excepts her Nocfurnal Reverie 
(with an odd c ompanion, l^ope’s IVnfdsor Forest) from his sweeping 
denunciation of the poetry between J\iradise Lost and The Seasons^ 
as “ not containing a single new image of external nature.” The 
statement is not by any means true, or rather its exaggeration swamps 
what truth it has, but the commendation of Lady Winchelsea is 
deserved. It is a pity that her poems have not been reprinted and 
are difficult of access, for it is desirable to read the w^hole in order to 
appreciate the unconscious clash of style and taste in them.^ 

It is not a little noteworthy that Lady Winchelsea began as a 
Pindaric writer. 'J’he imitators of Cowdey (unless Dryden is classed 


^ Tl^e Reverie and some other pieces will be found in Ward’s Poeti,, vol, iii. 
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among them) have been not altogether unjustly regarded as having 
furnished one of the most uninviting divisions of English poetry, and 
it is no doubt m part due to them that the couplet, as a revolt, obtained 
its sway. But Cowley, though even in him the high and passionate 
spirit of the earlier poetry was dropping and falling, still preserved 
something of it, and “flights” were necessary to a Pindaric. Fortu¬ 
nately for Lady Winchelsea, natural taste and the opportunities of life 
seem to have inclined her to take natural objects as the source of 
her imagery. What place suggested the Not tnrnal Reverie we cannot 
say, but it is clearly a corrected impression and not merely conven¬ 
tional. It is all seen: the waving moon on the river, the sleepy 
cowslip, the foxglove, paler than by day, Init tliequering still with red 
the dusky brakes, and the wonderful image of the horse, take us 
almost a century away from the drawing-rooms and the sham 
shepherdesses of her contemporaries. And she could manage the 
shortened octosyllabic even better than Parnell, could adjust the 
special epithet (Pope borrowed or stole “ aromatu jiain from her, 
though probably she took it from Dryden’s “aromatic splinters”). 
Altogether she is a most remarkable phenomenon, too isolated to 
point much of a moral, but adorning the lull of early eighteenth-century 
poetry with images even more coriect than 'i'homson’s, and put m 
language far less artificial.^ 

^ Note to Third Kdiliov. -Wilh.un SomcrMllc (1677-1742), i 1 k‘ author of The 
Chase, J73*1i been accidnitall) o\orlookod A comitr\ sijtiiic, .ind practical 
sportsman, but something of .1 scholar (he was a Dllow of Newv I'ollegc, Oxfoid), 
Somerville was not ill qualifit'd to treat tlu subject tjf his eliu'f poem (foi lie also 
wrote otheis) It is .i little artilki.il, but not luoie so than might 1 h (‘xpected ; 
and its vcrsi'ic.ation, though resembling I'liomsi n’s, is in no senst‘ merely imit.vtivc 
thei eof 
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In liardly any peilod of English literature (though the old ertution as 
to the constant o\'erlapping of tendencies, the constant or regular 
coincidence of the rec cding and How mg tides, has still to be repeated) 
are tlie general characteristics so distinct and so uniform as in that 
whicli has been surveyed m the book just concluded. Surviv'ors of 
the older poetry and prose reach, in artual life, to within a very few 
years of the birth of forerunners of styles not yet extinct—nay, by the 
help of a nondescript like Lady Wmchelsea, it may be said that there 
is no breach of continuity, even m nature-poetry of the strictest kind, 
from Appleton /louse to C/roui^^ur Hill But always tlie exceptions, 
though m the time, are not of it ; always those who are of the time 
show one complexion m ]ioetry, m prtisc, and, at bottom, in dram.i. 
Yet even the nature of that complexion has not been entirely undis¬ 
puted, and the name of it has been the subji'ct of much contest. 
We need not concern ourselves with such question-begging, clumsy, 
and yet incomplete appellatives as “ (lallo-Classic.” 'J'his is the 
really important ciucstion—Is it just to call the age from 1660 to 
1740 eminently, the age from if)6o to 1800 more or less, an “Age 
of Prose” in the depreciatory sense, and to deny to Dryden and to 
l^ope the title of classics of our poetry ? And wc may answer it 
shortly. It is just to call the Augustan age, or ages, ages, by com¬ 
parison, of prose ; it is not just to dl^ny to them, and especially to 
their greatest representatives, a share, though again by comparison, 
of poetry. 

■* At the Restoration the country unquestionably turned to business. 
It had not cjuite done with its religious, its constitutional, its dynastic 
strifes. It was not to have finished w'ith the first, even g'cnerally, for 
some years, with the second for some decades, with the third till a 
period actually later than the death of l^ope and coincident with 
that of Swift. But it was in the mind to have done with them, to 
let “ the great questions ” alone, to turn to shop and merchandise, to 
“ projects,” to practical studies, and while by no means abandoning 
philosophy, to take the most practical branches of that art—ethics, 
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politics, the p^rosser psychology. It wanted literary media that would 
suit these purposes, that would accord wnth scientific treatises, histones, 
business accounts of voyage and travel telling where a man might 
traffic in bays and says, summaries of the news and the affairs of the 
day. It had no objection to poetry as such, but insensibly its poetry 
took the same complexion ; and after, by a sort of reaction, trying the 
most extravagant, though hardly the most poetical, kind of tragedy 
or drama ever seen, it relapsed upon a comedy artificial indeed, but 
artificial not in the least 111 the direction of the ideal. 

In all three departments the tendency was showm most of all by 
the creation of a new style- - of a sl>lc in which poetry and prose 
drew together in an almost unnatural alliance. The cpiest of the 
unadorned becomes almost fanatical, and, as we have seen, some¬ 
times becomes a mere accpiiesccnce in the down-at-heel. Only in 
the lower rhetoric is bcdizenment sought— save for Irony, the sole one 
of the greater figures which almost necessitates simplicity. Fancy, pro¬ 
vided she knows h(‘r place, is tolerated , but Imagination is kept w^ell 
at a distance ; a flight is perdition, a (onceit at best danger. Above 
all, a sort of crusade is preached and practised against the individual ; 
and the general (which rapidly becomes the conventional) is alone 
orthodo.x. To understand the period, perhaps there is no better w’ay 
than to read those papers of Addison’s on the Imagination, wdiich 
some persons ha\'e strangely taken as if the word wcic used as 
Coleridge might have used it. The Imagination, w’C find, is that 
which supplies images; and her supply is to be strictly limited to 
what the senses prove and wdiat correct tradition approves. 

'I'hese characteristics of the tunc arc not really deniable: it 
cannot be seriously contended, except as a matter of rhetorical 
“colour,” that in passing from Shakespeare through Dryden to 
Pope, we do not pass from the upper through the middle air to earth. 
But it is by no means necessary, while gianting this, to belittle, much 
less to abuse, the Augustan ages. They had their own w ork to do 
and they did it—a good deal better perhaps than some ages which 
have announced more ambitious tasks. They had, in the first })lace, 
to get English grammar settled for prose use at least ; to establish 
something like a recognised dictionary, and to elaborate something 
like fixed rules of composition—something which would dissuade the 
greater writers from attempting the vagaries of Clarendon and 
Milton, and safeguard the smaller from the disasters into which 
men like Milton and Clarendon could never wholly fall. They had, 
even in poetry, to create a sort of etiquette which should prevent 
even really fine poetic frenzy from describing the eyes of the 
Magdalene as walking baths and compendious oceans; to add to 
the metrical exercises of English a course of the neat, smart, limited 
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drill which was the only gymnastic it had yet lacked ; to get, as a 
reaction from this, the wholly trisyllabic metres (hitherto neglected) 
into order for comic work first and then for serious. 

And all this they did. They did not (as Johnson thought in 
Dryden’s case) “ find Rome of brick and leave it of marble ’’; but 
they did find the literary city ill organised, unpoliced, with none of 
these contemned arrangements for “ gas and water ” which add so 
much to the convenience of life And they did leave it very fairly 
drained, paved, lighted, watered, and equipped with constables. Nor 
had they much to be ashamed of in regard to the actual edifices which 
they added. To speak of the verse of Dryden with any kind of 
contempt or belittlement is to go very near the absurd. The same 
may be said of tlie best verse-couplet of Pope and the best light 
verse of Prior ; each, like Dryden, is supreme in his own way. Nor 
must we say mucli less of the prose of Addison and of Ecrkeley, 
while we must say a great deal more of Swift. Ilis life practically 
covered the entire time, and who shall say that a time throughout the 
whole of which Swift was living need vail its bonnet in the presence 
of any time ancient or modern ? 

Yet it may be admitted that, though it could produce great men 
and even greatest, this production was not its own special business. 
Its business was to do what has been described above, and moreover 
to extend the domains of literature, by opening up fresh provinces and 
arranging equipment for settling them. It allowed nothing to die, 
though It certainly left the drama in a state of perilously suspended 
animation. On the i ontrary, it saw, though only in the beginning, the 
revival of much and the positive admission of more. It got the 
Essay thoroughly into shape ; it left the novel and the regular history 
born, or just ready to be born ; it set flying new species of lighter 
verse ; and it saw at least several further developments of periodical 
literature, though not the fullest. 

Above all, it shaped, to a degree not yet much bettered, the 
lighter form of English verse, and it '^irrangcd, in a manner not yet 
altered m essentials at all, the general form of English prose. It 
would be scarcely paradox to say that, on the whole, we have rather 
rei^erted, and diverged from our points of reversion, than made any 
positive advances since the deaths of Pope and Swift. We have, at 
any rate, been much more indebted to the past, much less original 
in our apparently most daring innovations, than were the patronised, 
the pitied, the not seldom abused and despised, ‘‘ages of prose 
and sense 
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tup: pokts kkom ihomson 10 cRAnni: 

Thomson—His life—His nimoi poems— The Sra^orn ~ 7 /f( Ca\tIc oj Indolence — 
Dyer—Blair and Cireen—Shenstonc—Collins- Cray —Byroni, Savage, and 
others—Akenside—Resurrection of the Ballad Percy .ind others—Dodsloy’s 
-Smart--Mason- Falconer- 'I he Wartons —C'hurchill^—('liat- 
tcrtoii—Beattie—J.anghorne and Mukle—Cowpei—( lahbt— Blake—Burns 
—His predecessors from Ramsay to PVrgusson—His poetie (|uahty 

Jamks Thomson, the first Scotsman after the Union to contribute 
matter of very great value to English literature, was born in September 
1700 at Ednam, in Roxburghshire. His grandfather had been only 
a gardener, his father was minister of the parish, and 
had married Beatrix Trotter, daughter of a yeoman pro¬ 
prietor. Very shortly after Thomson’s birth, his father was transferred 
to Southdean, a parish in the same county, but nearer the Border, in 
fact, on the Scottish slopes of the Cheviots. There is no doubt that 
much of Thomson’s hardly-excelled knowledge of natural aspects was 
obtained here ; the sterner part certainly was. He was educated at a 
school in Jedburgh, whence, at the age of fifteen, he went to the Uni¬ 
versity of Edinburgh ; and as his father soon after died, the family 
moved to that city. Thomson’s stay at Edinburgh, as then usual in 
the case of divinity students, was a prolonged one—some nine years ; 
but he had little vocation, and in 1725 went to London to seek his 
fortune. He had some initial difficulties, but his college friend David 
Malloch, or Mallet, helped him, and before long he became tutor in 
Lord Binning’s family, IVmlerwas published in March 1726, was 
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successful from the first, and brought him mcjiy friends (including 
J’opc) and patrons, lie continued The Seaborn {Summer^ 1727; 
Spri? 7 g^ 1728), which were finished with in 1730, wrote 

some bad tragedies (especially Sophonnba, 1729), and went with 
a pupil on the Continent. His tour seems to have furnished him 
with the materials of his Liberty (1734-6). 

It was in i 733 that Lord Chancellor Talbot, father of his pupil (who 
was now dead), appointed Thomson to a post in Chancery, which he 
only lost through negligence, and which was the first of a series of 
jp. appointments, pensions, and the like (the chief being the 
surveyorship of the Leeward Islands), sufficient to keep 
him in comfort foi the rest of his life. 'J’his was passed near Richmond, 
a literary neighbourhood as well as one cong^cnial to a lover of nature. 
The extreme indolence which is the best-known featuie of his later 
years sometimes exposed him to difficulties, and he was unfortunate 
in a late, and perhaps rather lukewarm, passion for a certain Miss 
Youn^, “Amanda,'’ He died in 1748. Like (Liy and other men of 
letters of the time, both English and French, Thomson seems to have 
deserved Cowley’s desciiption of the grasshopper as an “Epicurean 
animal.” Initiative was not his forte, even seems to have 

been suggested by similarly named })oems of an early friend, one 
Riccaltoun, Tint no Mce at all detestable seems to have been 
charged, much less jiroved, against him. d'he eighteenth century 
was a bad time for men of his temperament, and its early years, in 
which the brilliant luck of Addison and Rrior, and the great money 
gains of Pope, served by turns to encourage and dishearten, were 
particularly bad for men of letters. If Thomson’s inertia could be, 
as It has sometimes been, charged to Miss Young’s unkmdness, he 
might be a little more interesting, but it seems to have begun earlier ; 
and after all a want of energy, not improbably constitutional, is no 
unpardonable sin 

I'homson’s ])oetical works ^ are among the most important in the 
history of English poetry, though they cannot be exactly ranked 
among the best of Isnglish poems. Apjiearmg as they did at the 
very same time with the most perfect and polished work of Pope, 
they served as an antidote to that great writer’s “ town ” poetry. 
Coifched as the best of them were in blank verse, or in the Spenserian 
stanza, they showed a bold front to the insolent domination of the 
stopped couplet. Pecoming almost instantly popular, and retaining 
their popularity, they supplied for full se\'enty years a perpetual 

^ Almost the whole of the poets of this chapter will be found in Chalmers, 
though not always (notably in the case of Smart’s Sojig io David) complete 
Many are in the “ Aldinc Poets,” and have been recently and well rc-cditcd. Only 
important special editions will be noted. 
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corrective to the least poetical tendencies of the poetry of the day. 
Nor can there be any doubt that their efficacy in this way was in¬ 
creased by a peculiarity which has lessened their influence and their 
vogue during the present century. Thomson stood apart from the 
Augustan school m his subjects of interest, and m his selection of 
metres. But he shared, and rather went beyond, the predilection of 
that school for a peculiar stilted “poetic diction,” partly founded on 
the classicalism of Milton, but largely tempered from less genuine 
sources. Nobody, who has the slightest tincture of catholic poetical 
taste, can defend such a phrase as— 

See wheie the winding vale its lavish stoics 

Jrn^itoii i s| )i eads, 


which is on a jiar with the woist fashionable faults of any time. 
But these phrases baited the hook for his own days, and they can be, 
except for historical purposes, neglected in these--just as wc have 
already learnt to neglect, and sometimes to enjoy, medhcwal stock 
phrase, sixteenth- anJ sc\enteenth-ccntury conceit, and as, no doubt, 
a future time will half-neglect and half-enjoy the tricks on which 
writers of our owm time ])ride themselves. 

These works comprise three long poems, and a certain, but not 
large, number of smaller ones. Of the first class a merciful posterity 
has agreed to forget lAbc 7 ‘ty^ though unwise partisans sometimes 
attempt to drag it out for judgment. The result, before 
competent judges, can at best be a recommendation to ^ poellir^*^ 
mercy. 'J'lic piece is a Whig ])rizc-poem, in five parts, 
dealing consecutively with Italy, (iieece, Rome, Britain, and “A 
Prospect.’^ 'i'lic vehicle is blank verse of the same pattern as that 
in which the more artificial passages of The Seasons are couched. 
The sentiment is of that kind which w'as finally made hateful to gods 
and men by the orators of the French Revolution—a “ dull-snuflhng ” 
compound of Brutus and Tally, and the Retreat of the 'Pen Thousand, 
King Alfred, and the Immortal Nassau. The (ioddess of Liberty is 
the main speaker through the wffiole, and sometimes she speaks 
well. Except by Dryden, the licensed flattery of friends and patrons 
has seldom been better put than in the exordium dealing with the 
poet’s dead pupil Talbot, and that pupil’s father; the picture of the 
Campagna shows the poet of The Seasomj the passage on modern 
Italy beginning- 

Whiit would you say, ye conquerors of eaith ! 

is declamation become eloquence ; the Ten Thousand piece is even 
better ; and the sketch of Roman history in the third book is clever 
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But the whole is hopeless. Nor need much be said of the minor 
poems. (>nly the delicate and charming, though artificial— 

Tell me, thou soul of her I love, 

and the graceful “Nuptial Song for Sophonisba,” must be excepted 
from faint praise, or by no means faint condemnation. 

The Seasons and The Castle of Indolence ^ are an entirely 
different matter. About neither is any mistake passible to those 
who know poetry. In the successive editions of The Seasons 
rheS'ao Thomson made many changes, and his editors have 
‘ ^ not yet fully coped with them. But between the earliest 
IT/nter of 1726 and the latest complete Seasons there are not 
differences suffic ient to interfere with the general position of the 
book and its author in English poetry. Thomson was not entirely 
above the cant and fashion of his lime, either in thought or in 
phrase. But his glory and his salvation lay in the fact that he was 
born with, and had cultivated, the gift of looking straight at nature, 
and of reporting the result of his observation m words. He never 
lost this gift. He saw the view fiom Richmond Hill, and the lazy 
luxuriance of the Thames Valley, just as inevitably and unmistakingly 
as he had seen the snowstorms of the Carter and the spates of the 
Jed. He had such a genius at the thing that, even in describing 
what he had never seen the merely book-learnt scenes of foreign 
countries—he is not much, though somewhat, less convincing than 
when he touches off the wallflower, or the birds at the approach of 
rain, or the disturbance of the trout by sheep-washing. In a thou¬ 
sand casual strokes, as well as in the well-known set pieces of The 
Seasons^ this infallible observation, and this admirable if not always 
consummate expression show themselves. As compositions, all the 
four he, no doubt, open to exception. There is a good deal of 
padding, and it is often weak. A certain amount of the matter has 
the cant common to declaimers, and a certain further amount has 
the sentimentality, the artific lality, and the other faults of the time. 
But even these, in the company where we find them, add a certain 
flavour. It is impossible to believe that The Seasons will ever be read 
without admiration and delight by fit persons. They have, if not the 
charm of the absolutely best and highest literature, yet that of the 
next, and still not too extensive class, that which combines an 
excellent adherence to truth of fact with a more than competent 
skill in art. For their time, and therefore for history, they were of 
simply paramount importance, but they have a charm not merely of 
their time. 

^ The best edition is that of Mr. J Logic Robertson for the Clarendon 
Press. 
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Poetically speaking, Thomson went far higher in The Castle oj 
Indolence^ which closed, as Winter had opened, his poetical career; 
and it so happened that its lesson was not much less im¬ 
portant for his time. Spenser had never wholly gone out ^]nlioicncc!'^ 
of favour,^ though both Thomson himself and Shenstone 
{vide infra) thought it safest to imitate his “ Gothick ’’ form with a 
touch of burlesque. But the virtue of the magnificent stanza almost 
completely conquered tins ; and the charms of The Castle of Indole^tcc 
are not those of a parody, but those of a great poem, which happens 
to bear the image and superscription of a greater. Almost at once 
the poet is carried away, and the famous picture of the dale of 
Indolence is almost as noble a thing as we shall find anywhere m 
eighteenth-century poetry. The vciy spirit of the stanza, its long- 
drawn, sleepy, yet never sluggish melody, passes with the murmuring 
sound of It into the poet^s song. Nor docs it ever fully leave him, 
despite his occasional struggles to get back to falsetto. The Speech 
of Indolence, itself not wholly couched in this vein, is haidly over 
before we have the wondrous stanza— 

As when a shepherd of the Ilebrid Isles- - 

the picture of the Castle, almost worthy of Spenser’s self, the Mirror 
of Vanity (which shows that Thomson was not far behind Young or 
even Pope himself as a satirist), and the sketches of the guests. The 
second book is not so continuously good, because (to tell the truth) 
Thomson had no real sympathy with the Knight of Arts and 
Industry, while he had much with the fell enchanter; but it 
completes the moral, without which the age would not have been 
contented. 

It IS impossible to exaggerate the beneficent influence which The 
Castle of Tndolc?iLe must have had m soothing, relaxing, and adjust¬ 
ing to true poetic feeling, the cars and mind of a generation made 
half-deaf and half-nervous by the sharp scratch and rasp of the 
couplet. That its Acolian-harp music did not appeal to Johnson is 
not in the least surprising ; that something of its charm must have 
in some unexplained way kept him from expressing contempt or 
blame is very interesting. For it was, in truth, the knell of the kind 
of poetry he himself loved and practised. 

Three short poems, two in octosyllables, one in blank verse, keep 

^ The nadir of the taste foi him seems to have been about the last thirty 
years of the seventeenth century. In 1686 a “ Person of Quality" “ delivered m 
Heroick numbers ' {i.e. couplets), 2& Spenser Redivivus, lYit Faerie Queenc, Bk. 1., 
with Its author’s “essential design preserved, but his obsolete language and 
manner of verse totally laid aside." In order not to do the work negligentiy, the 
Person of Quality has also totally laid aside “ his " poetry. 



572 MIDDLE AND LATER 18 TH-CENTURY LITERATURE bk. ix 


alive the memory of three poets, who were all born within a year or 
two of Thomson, while Dyer’s Groiigar Hill^ the most remarkable 
and the most like his work, ajipearcd in the very year of 
IVlnfer. John Dyer (born C 27 'ca 1698, died 1758) was a 
native of Caermarthenshirc, and at first a painter by profession, but 
took orden*s. He wrote later and l.arger poems— The Ruins of Ro?nc 
(after an actual visit there on his earlier business), 7 'hc Flcccc^ one of 
the impossiljle descriptive-didactics of the century—but by their 
dates (1740 and 1757), his genuine but thin fount of originality had 
been swamjied by the greater volume and more forceful genius of 
Thomson. Grongir IJilh a little poem of some 200 lines, and the 
still shorter Counffy aie very different things. They, like 

Lady Winchelsca’s work, remind us more of Marvell than of any 
later poet. The rhymes in Grongir ///// are really “ uncertain,” and 
the grammar is sometimes dubious. Jlut the poet sees ; he clothes 
what he sees with atmosphere, and ranges it m composition ; his phrase 
IS often singularly fresh and direct, and his versification, though not 
attempting Cln’ntabcl scope, uses at least the licenses of Co?ni/s, He 
was e\idcntly, from his later woik, one of those poets who survive 
their poetry ; but he was a poet 

Robert illair (1699-1743), minister of Athclstaneford, who pub¬ 
lished 7 'he Grave in 1743, and Al.ittheu (ircen (1696-1737), a clerk 
in the Custom-House, who wrote 7 'Jie Sf/ern^ or at least ])ublished it, 
111 1732, were more of their time, but transcended mere 
and tirtLn. convciitioii 111 ea( h c<isc. 'J'he good old Saxon gloom 
inspires lllair’s verse, which has something of the 
declamation of Young’s, but is less florid and more nervous. As 
for 7 'hc Spleen^ it is one of the liveliest poems of a < entury wdiich 
has many lively poems—a little 1‘hihstinc and decidedly hedonist, 
but shrewd, by no means unkindly, and shading off the indignant 
satire of its model, Swift, into an easy raillery, which almost masks 
Its contempt of life 

The name of Thomson, wfith thosjc; of Gray and Collins, supplies 
almost the whole poetical list of the greater jioets of the middle 
eighteenth centuiy, and hasty judgment often seeks no farther, if so 
far. On the other hand, in no period of English literature have 
minor poets made so secure a hold on memory, owing to the fact of 
Johnson’s Lnu's, and to the enrolment of their woiks m the excellent 
collection of Chalmers. Nor is it, perhaps, entirely certain that, from 
some future standpoint, these poets will seem so inferior to those of the 
sev^enteenth and those of the nineteenth century as they seem to us. 

There is, at any rate, no lack of interesting matter in William 
Shenstonc.i If we took his prose remains, hardly to be called essays 
^ Poencs only in Chalmers ; IVorh^id ed. 3 vols. London, 1773. 
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so much as jotting^s, then we should think him a very considerable 
though unequal critic, and an innovator of the most remarkable 
kind. In his actual verse we find him tentative, often 
feeble, and nearly always incomplete. He was born at ‘ 
the Leasowes, in a pait of Worcestershire which technically belonged 
to Shropshire, in 1714, and the greater part of his life of not quite 
fifty years (he died in 1763) was passed there, in those attempts to 
develop and improve the natural beauty of his estate wdiich brought 
him some fame, some ridicule, and a good deal of jiecumary em¬ 
barrassment. But he had been educated at P('mbrokc College, 
Oxford (which probably made Johnson as kind to him as he could be 
to any man wdio liked “prospects”), he had seen something of 
fashionable society, and he continued to be intimate w ith persons of 
rank, as well as with persons of literature. It must never be forgotten 
that he had inuch to do walh the apjiearance of Percy’s Rcliqucs^ and 
would have edited it jointly had his life lasted. But there was on 
Shenslone the curse w'liich attends all transition poets, aggravated in 
his case by ill-licaltb, a nature at ome shy and appetent of fame, and 
a fortune which neither provided affluence nor com])elled industry. 
Of the greater poets we c.in say that in other times they would have 
been either silent or the same wulh slight and sejiarable differences ; 
there is probably not a poem of Shenstone’s which would not have 
been a perfectly different thing if he h<id been born in J614 or 1S14. 
A batch of elegies, neither unmusical nor thoughtless, but unfortu¬ 
nately artificial in ])hrase,i is followed by 71 potpouni of odes, songs, 
and ballads as aitificial, but more graceful, and by attempts in the 
most various kinds, of which the deserxedly famous Postoral 
wdiich is really four separate pocuns, and the ( harming Sjiensenan 
imitation of The SchoolJ)iisircss^ are ceitanily the best. Klsewdieie in 
their author’s w^ork are things not much less pretty. It is in Shen- 
stonc, not in Sterne, that the sentimentalism of the eighteenth century 
finds its most genuine and unadulterated c\})ression. And in his 
Essays we find much besides sentiment—some stiangcly advanced 
poetical criticism, much originality of thought, and some thoughts 
which are actually profound. 

A greater poet, less fa\cured by circumstance, w\is William Collins, 
who was born at Chichester in 1721. He wxas the son of a tradesman, 
but very respectably connected, and w'as educated at Winchester and 
Magdalen College, Oxford. But he left the University sud- ^ 
denly. Johnson, who knew and loved him, either did not 
know or would not reveal why. Probably Collins’s mental disease 
had already appeared. At any rate, he went to London at the age 

^ “And livelier far than Tyrian seemed his vest,” probably suggested Camp¬ 
bell's still more luckless “ Iberian seemed his boot,” 
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of about twenty-four, published (1746-47) his tiny handful of Odes 
(he had already printed Persian Eclogues^ 1742, and an Epistle to 
Haftincr^ 1 743 )> ^nd was arrested for debt. But the booksellers, that 
maligned race, freed him on the security of a merely promised trans¬ 
lation of the Poetics^ and soon afterwards a legacy put him at ease. 
Unfortunately his mind gave way, and after some years of partial in¬ 
sanity he died in 1756. His poetical work consists of a few eclogues 
in couplets of ne\t to no value, and of a rather larger batch of odes 
in different lyrical metres, together with two or three minor pieces, 
among which are the exquisite “Dirge in Cymbelhiep and the 
beautiful if rather artificial piece on the death of Thomson. The 
odes, on the subjects of “ Tity,” “ Fear,” “ Simplicity,” “ The 
Poetical Character,” “ Patriotism ” (not so named, but universally 
known as “How Sleep the Ih'ave “Mercy,” “Liberty,^ “The 
Death of Colonel Charles Ross,” “ Evening,” “ Peace,” “ The 
Manners,” “The Passions,” and “'Phe Superstitions of the Fligh- 
lands,” are among the great texts of English poetry, if not among its 
greatest accomplishments. They arc decidedly unequal, though hardly 
the worst is without something memorable. “ How Sleep the Brave,” 
“Liberty,” “Evening” (in unrhymed verse), “ Peace,” the ever-famous 
“ Passions,” and parts of the “ Highlands” ode (which never received 
Collins’s final touches) arc so beautiful, that a good deal of critical 
detachment is needed to appreciate them with absolute correctness. 
There is no danger of their being undervalued (as they have some¬ 
times been overvalued) for a touch of that quite academic re¬ 
publican sentiment which vv.is characteristic of the century. And 
their wonderful music—as m the A\hole of “How Sleep the 
Brave,” in the opening stanzas of “ Liberty ” (the rest is far 
inferior), in the admirable landscape-painting and soft rhythmical 
undertone which for once redeem the foolish asceticism of refusing 
rhyme m “ Evening,” in the consummate variety of “ The Passions,” 
and in large passages of “The Superstitions”—can escape none but 
the deaf. But, at the same time, the curse of artificiality was still on 
Collins. Few have read, or at any rate remember, his worst verses ; 
but even his best are never long without obvious faults. The “slow 
nation of his lines, clogged and impeded with clusters of consonants,” 
which Johnson blames, often provides exactly that music which has 
been praised above. But it is impossible to traverse Johnson’s 
other charge, that he puts his words out of the common order, and 
this charge may be extended to a more general one, that his diction, 
though not his versification, is starched and unnatural. His model 
seems to have been, if any one, Milton ; and it is much easier to 
imitate Milton’s pedantries than to borrow his genius. Yet it is 
by no means certain that Coleridge, born sixty years earlier, would 
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have been as great as Collins, while Collins, born sixty years later, 
might have been even greater than Coleridge. 

But by far the most important example of the clogs and crosses 
of the time is to be found in Thomas Ciray,^ a man of less original 
poetical inspiration than Collins, perhaps not much more gifted in 
this way even than Shenstone, but a far better and 
far wider scholar than either, and entirely free from 
all untoward circumstance. Neither Milton, nor Wordsworth, nor 
Tennyson had greater facility for developing whatsoever poetical 
gifts were in each than had (h*ay. His father, like Milton’s, was a 
“ money-scrivener,” and the poet, born in London in 1716, was sent 
to Eton, where his mother’s brother was a master. There he made 
friends with Horace Walpole, and thence he went to Cambridge 
(Peterhouse). He hated mathematics, but read widely; travelled 
for some time with Walpole to Italy, and after returning in 1741, 
was enabled by his fathePs death to give up the law (to which he had 
unwillingly taken) and settle himself at Cambridge. Although he was 
never a Fellow^ of either, he lived all his life in two colleges, Peter¬ 
house and Pembroke, the change from one to the other being caused 
by an undergraduate practical joke. He would not take the Poet- 
Laureateship in 1757, but sought the Professorship of History at 
Cambridge in vain in 1762, and iecei\ecl it in 1768. He never 
lectured, and died at the end of July 1771, being not yet fifty-five. 
He had wiitten most of his few poems in caily manhood or middle 
life. The first published w'as the famous Eton Ode (1747), and the 
“Elegy in a Country Churchyard” was then ready, though not 
printed till 1750. Jiesides his small handful of verse, we have from 
him some valuable i.etters and Essays, and a good many chiefly 
classical adve7'sa?‘ia. He planned a history of English poetry, and 
was probably the best-read man of letters of his tune in Europe in 
regard to modern literature, not merely of his own country. And his 
later I.etters^ especially those from the Lakes in 1769, show', before 
those of most others, the rising sense of the Picturesque in literature. 

Mr. Matthew Arnold has extolled, with a nearer approach to posi¬ 
tive enthusiasm than was usual w'ith him, the work of a poet w'hose 
temperament was not wholly unlike his own. It is easy to agree 
with Mr. Arnold that (Cray’s small original production w'as due to the 
times being out of joint with him ; less easy to think that in enhers 
(h*ay would have done much more that was original. He would very 
likely have written his history of English poetry, and he would 
almost certainly have given us some, perhaps many, volumes of 
critical essays as acute, delicate, and well-informed as Mr. Arnold’s 


^ Works, ed. Gosse. 4 vols London, 1884 
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own, and perhaps less alloyed with crotchets and limitations. But it 
IS not probable th.it (bay would ever have been a much greater poet 
than he is. For though on one side the shortcomings of his time 
were uncongenial to him, though he could (through ‘La plano-convex 
mirror”) see and love the country, and appreciate “the Gothick,” and 
re.ad Norse and Welsh and Old English, he was still in verse a slave, 
and a willing slave, to a certain classical and literary convention. 
Ills poems are careful mosaics of previous literary expression ; he 
delighted in that feeble personification which is really worse, not 
better, than the older imagery of the his diction, though 

Wordsworth’s attack on it is not quite fair, h;is a dangerous admix¬ 
ture of the cut-;ind-dned. '1 he “ rosy-bosomed Hours,” and the 
“toiling hand of ('aie,” and “Contemplation’s sober eye,” jostle tags 
from Virgil and Milton and Shakespeare. Apostrophes meet us every¬ 
where. When we read the “Ode on the Death of a Favourite Cat,” 
we say (at least some of us, for fiom Johnson to the present day there 
have been dissentients)—“That could not have been better done— 
that IS done with the grain, m keeping, at ease.” When we turn to 
the Eton Ode, fine as it is, there is a sense of buckram in the form, 
of rouge in the ( olouring The truth and sincerity of the sentiment, 
the brilliancy and finish of the diction, only make us feel more 
distinctly wh.at is there. 

These chanicteristics arc almost sufficiently shown m the famous 
FJe^y^ where, beside the fact that Gray adjusts his difficulties and 
harmonises his endeavouis better than anywhere else, appears the 
other fact that he is, after all, but a second-rate poet. That the 
sentiment is commonplai c is not against it, but the contrary ; the 
poet IS to deal with the commonplace and to make it not common. 
That the phrasing is cx(|uisite cannot be denied ; the soft perfection 
of conventionality, just lout hed and tinged with the dawn of some¬ 
thing higher and greater, cannot but appe.al to every generous taste. 
Though the quatrain, unless the poet resoits to such devices of 
enjamfiemcjif i\x\d linked rhyme as Mr. Swinburne’s in Ltuis 
IS dangerously subject either to monotony or to an abrupt and jerky 
movement, Ciray has vanquished these tendencies. But the expres¬ 
sion never quite reaches that poignant suggestivencss, that endless 
circling of new and ever new music, which distinguishes the greatest 
poetry. The suggestion is not that which Mr. Arnold has so 
charitably taken as the key to Gray, that the poet is not “ speaking 
out,” that there are, behind, treasures of poetry which he keeps in 
reserve ; but that there is nothing more to come, that there oug-ht to 
be something, and that he is even dimly conscious of both facts. It 
may be that there is no very wide or real demand (though at times 
it is the fashion to affect it) for this “ over-soul ” in poetry ; and the 
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popularity, immediate, immense, and, it is to l3e hoped, never likely 
to cease, of the Klcoy^ is no discouraging^ evidence that there is a 
demand for true poetry of a kind a little lower. But that there is 
this shortcoming in Oray, m the Odes as y\c\\ as in the m the 

few other pieces as well as m the ()d£\s, and that though partly it 
was not wholly or even mainly the fault of his time, there can 
be little doubt. His scholarlmess has justly propitiated scholais ; 
his nature, such as it is, h<is lustly chaimcd the general ; in 
“Spring,” in “The Progress of Poesy,” in “ Vicissitude,” even in the 
stagey and mannered “ Baid,” theie are the fine things, the inevi¬ 
table, the always surprising and new. But theyaie not very common, 
and they are constantly jumbled up with the tawdry, the artificial, and 
the stale. 

We must now hasten the tale. John Byrom, sprung of a good 
Manchester family, was born in 1692, went to St. Paul’s School and 
Trinity College, Cambridge, where he bicaine a Fellow, and cele¬ 
brated the charms of “Jug,” or Joanna, P>entley (a daughtei of the 
awful Aristarch, who seems to have (harmed all his college), m some 
pretty verses, beginning 

My time, O y(‘ muses, w.as hapjiily spent, 

which appeared in the Spcctaio7\ Byrom was later a physician, an 
industrious and successful teacher of the first really good system 
of shorthand, a strong Jacohite, and a mystic m religion. His 
works 1 consist of a voluminous and often interesting y, 

^ Jijiom, 

diary, and a large bulk of very vaiious verse, the best Savage, 
known and perhaps the best piece of which is the 
famous Jacolnte epigiam, “(iod Bless the King, of Church and 
State defender.” His practice of throwing every possible subject 
into verse, very often of the swinging trisyllabic kind, of which he 
was a great lover and a very clever practitioner, has not improved 
the poetical merit of his w'ork ; hut he had much mor(‘ diffuse poetry 
in him than all but one or tw^o of his contemporaries, and his 
voluminous w^ork, which has had the good fortune to secure tw'o 
admirable editors, is singulaily interesting to read, and furnishes 
side-lights on the time only inferior to those of the gieatest memoir- 
writers. 

No greater contrast to Byrom can be even imagined than Richard 
Savage (1697-1743), a profligate charlatan, who, partly by the 
accident of being a personal friend of Johnson, and partly by the 

1 Published by the Chetham Society at Manchester in two divisions. Remains, 
by R. Parkinson (4 parts or 2 vols. 1854, sq,), and Poems, by A. W. Ward 
(4 parts or 2 vols. 1894, sq ) 
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claims he made to being a persecuted “love-child” of persons of 
quality, obtained, and to some extent kept, a reputation quite dispro¬ 
portionate to his worth. His chief poem, The Wande?‘er (1729), is a 
rhetorical piece in five cantos, very difficult to follow, in which tlie 
idea of travel very thinly supports long “ screeds ” of moral declama¬ 
tion. Its metre is an attempt at the couplet, rather as Dryden left it 
than as I’ope transformed ; its diction is admittedly Thomsonian. 
'The Biisfnrd^ a year older, more forcible, and more like Dryden, puts, 
with at any rale literary skill. Savage’s claim to be Lady Maccles¬ 
field’s son ; and the verses on Lady 'i'yrconners recovery are also in a 
fairly imitative swing of Drydenian flattery. .Savage rarely attempted 
lyric, and few of his minor verses of any kind go beyond the merits of 
the exercise 

David Alalloch, who, foi reasons rather vaiiously statec^, changed 
his name to Mallet, was born about 1702, and, when not much 
past twenty, produced in “William and Margaret” a pastiche- 
imitation of the ballad style revealed by Wat son's and Ramsay’s 
publications {vide 111 fra which had great influence. Mallet has 
disputed wuth Thomson the credit of “ Rule Ihitannia,” a poem of 
vigorous declamation and genuine patriotic sentiment, wdiich, how¬ 
ever, owes more to the merit of its music than to that of its poetry. 
His longer poems. The Jixiursion and Ainyntor and Theodora^ are 
quite open imitations of his friend, as his J er/ia/ C^y/ieisin is of Pope. 
“ Kdwan and Kmma, ’ though not so good, w'as long as famous as 
“ William and Margaret,” .ind all but a few of Mallet’s more numerous 
pieces m the lighter style show the grace and wot wdnc'h belongs to 
the now too much neglected hghtei verse of the eighteenth century. 
Mallet, who w'as more of a g^eneral man of letters than a poet, died 
in 1765. In his relations with Sarah Marl boro iigdi, liolingbroke, and 
others he showed no very high standaid of literary morality and 
dignity ; but it is rather absurd to blame liim for writing against 
Byng, whose execution some very good judges have held to be not 
unjust, and distinctly beneficial. 

Conjoined with Mallet m the never executed task of writing a life 
of Marlborough, like him a Thomsonian in style, and like him a 
^politician, thoug'h a more independent one, was Richard Glover, born 
in 1712, w’ho was all his life connected with business as well as with 
letters, and though for a time unfortunate in his city affairs, died 
prosperous m 1785. The contrast betw^een the vigour of Glover’s 
political ballad, “Admiral Hozier’s Ghost” and the wastes of his 
stupendous and ternble blank-verse epics, Leonidas and The Athenaid^ 
containing between them some 20,000 lines, piescnts in little the 
contrast of the w^hole poetiy of the time. 

Two of the most interesting verse-writers of the middle of the 
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century, both illustrating the peculiarities of the time, were Armstrong 
and Akenside, the first a decided Thomsonian in at least the accidents 
of verse, the other a nondescript, but resembling other nondescripts 
of other times strangely. 

John Armstrong, the less important, was born in Roxburghshire 
in 1709, and educated at Edinbuigh, but very shortly went to London, 
where he jiractised medicine till his death m 1779. borne of his 
earl> verse is whimsical and a little more, but in 1744 he pulilished 
'fhe Art of IJcdlth^ winch did not clash wath the ideas of 

the age in poetry, and wais quite within them as to personal conduct. 
He w'as the friend of Wilkes, and also of Smollett, whom he resembled 
in a perfervid temper and in occasional co.irsencss of literary expres¬ 
sion. No one now would wTite on Armstiong’s subjects in Arm¬ 
strong’s manner, but his grasj) of the peculiar Thomsonian diction 
and versification was extraordmaiy. 

Mark Akenside w'as the son of a butcher at Newcastle, wLere he 
was born in 1721. He was at first intended for the dissenting 
ministry, lint his «^tudies at Edinburgh and Leyden diew^ him to 
physic. His lUcasurcs of Jintii^ntaiiotj apjieared in the 
same year wath Armstrong’s Ai‘t of J^ 7 'cst' 7 ‘'i'ing Health. 

Akenside was a very strong Whig of the Republican variety, and 
his principles inspired the brilliant “F 2 pistle to Curio” (Pulteney) 
which, in accordance with an awkward habit of his, he afterwards 
lehandled and spoilt, lie practised fiist at Northampton, then in 
London, having fortified himself wath a Cambridge degree; he 
attained considerable repute in his owai profession, though his 
oddities caused him to be pilloried by Smollett as the physician 
who gave the “Roman dinner” at Pans; and even Johnson, who 
hated his principles, admits that he might have iisen very high 
if lie had not died in middle life (appaiently of typhoid) in 
1770. 

Akenside is a very fair touchstone of criticism. It is impossible 
to like or even to admire him very heartily ; he belongs to a class 
of poets, represented in most days, who are plaster rather than marble, 
photograph rather than picture, pinchbeck rather than gold or even 
copper. And yet a reluctant confession must accompany all reason¬ 
able depreciation of him. It is a question whether Akenside wants 
much to have turned his statue into life, or at least his stucco into 
alabaster. The Pleasures of the Imaginaiio 7 i., often and perhaps ex¬ 
cusably called tepid, constantly quiver or go near to quivering wath 
the needed glow- ; the “Hymn lo the Naiads” has a strange frozen 
grace; the Odes., at their best, fall not so far short of Collins, and not 
at all short of all but the best of Gray ; and the “ Epistle to Curio ” 
is a most remarkable study. It has the sincerity, the throb, that 
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Pope’s satire, except when tinged with personal hate, wants ; it has 
the hurry, the rise, the intense discipline, of the best satiric verse, 
and it only lacks the disengagement, the supremacy, of Dryden. It 
is a pity that Lord Macaulay, in a passage which has probably been 
read by a thousand to one who knows the poem, should have sneered 
at it. For, in truth, almost its only fault is an unjiractical devotion to 
principle. It may not be party w\ar; but it is not so very iar fioiu 
being magnifHent ethn ally, and it is poetically fine. 

That most interesting and important thing, the Resurrection of 
the Ballad, and indeed of old poetry generally, was going on dining 
the w’liole, or nearly the whole, of the first half of the century; and 
the effects of it are visil^h* m some of the poets, notably 
oniT/'ir.ailld. M'Allt't <'iiid Shenstone, who ha\e been noticed already. 

TeKyand though there may be, as Drvden says, “in epoches 

Otheis 1 „ -r 1 ' 1 11 

niist.ikes,” if w'e endeavour to point them too closely, 
the appearance of Percy’s Rcliqurs ^ in 1765 is not likely soon to be 
dethroned from its pl.ice of vantage, and we may most conveniently 
heie make a halt, a digiession, or a parenthesis, m order to mention 
it and its preliminaries. 'I’he first of these saw the light (as was per¬ 
haps natural, seeing that old Scots jioetry had died sooner than English) 
111 Scotland e.irlier than m England. At the very time of the Union, 
in 1706, 1708, and 1711, James Watson, the King’s printer, printed 
in Craig’s Close, opposite the Cross of Edinburgh, his Choice CoR 
ojicning w’lth ChrisRs Kirh on ihe Creen, and containing 
pieces of Montgomery, Drummond, Ayton, and Scmpill, w'ith others 
of various ages and merits. There is no doubt that Watson’s venture 
gave the hint to Allan Ramsay, whose Kvcri^rccn and Tea-Tabk 
MisccUany^^ on similar principles, but wnth more individual editing 
and addition, appeared later (1724-40It is not probable that 
Watson had muth direct effect on England, but the “Scotch tunes,” 
wdiich had even affected Dryden, have no small influence on two most 
interesting collections which appeared in London before Ramsay’s 
owm gatherings, Tom D’Uifey’s yWA to Ptirc^e Melancholy^ (1719) 
and an anonymous assembly (1723) of Old Ballads^ “printed from 
the best and oldest copies.” The former was still intended as an 
actual “Warbler” for use ; the latter is professedly a literary collec¬ 
tion, perhaps to be put to the credit of “ Namby Pamby ” Phillips. 

^ Editions very numerous; that of H. B. Wheatley, 3 vols. London, 1886, is 
the best. Thomas Peicy (1729-1811), who died Ihshop of Dromorc, a friend of 
Johnson and all the later eighteenth-century wits, and an excellent person, did 
much other literary work, onginal, editorial, and translating. He adulterated his 
* ballads, but he knew' no better. 

^ Reprinted, Glasgow, 1869. ^ Reprinted, 4 vols. Glasgow, 1876. 

^ Reprinted, 6 vols. London, n.d. ® Reprinted, 3 vols. London, n.d. 
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D’Urfey,’* who was old enough to have been among the later and 
lower rivals of Dryden, seems to have had much of the careless 
ringing song-faculty of the elder age. The compiler of the Old 
Ballads is chiefly interesting because of his idea, and because of the 
way in which (as the whole eighteenth century did till near its close) 
he mixes puticlics and nsky tiifles with his old matter. In 

1737 appeared the first volume (there was no second) of I'ltc Mused 
JJhrary^ giving itself out as the work of Mrs. E. Cooper, but attributed 
to the antiquary Oldys. It is not quite what it calls itself, “A general 
Collection of almost all the old valuable poetiy extant ”—it could hardly 
be that in four hundred small pages of large type. But it contains 
no despicable anthology from Laugland to Daniel. In 1760 came 
the remarkable Proluskm^ of Eduard Capell, containing, as formerly 
noticed, not merely the Nut-hmufuc Ma/dy but JCdward JJI. and 
Davies’s Bloscc I'cipsuiu; and this was but five years before the Rehques 
themselves, which, planned by Percy and Shenslone, assisted by Lord 
Hailes and others, based upon the Folio MS., .ind supplemented 
from various sources new and old, give to this day one of the most 
delightful collections of “old valuable poetry” extant, and taught the 
next two generations to write v^aluable new poetry. Nor m atmosphere, 
subject, and, for good as well as for bad, style, need w^e fear to yoke 
with It Maepherson's Ossian (1760-63), discarding altogether the 
question whether it was faithful translation, ingenious adaptation of 
fragments, or meie and sheer forgery. It gave, just as the ballads 
gav^e, something different —the necessary twist and alterative to 
the actual com sc of poetry - and that is enough - 

But we must now take up the direct history. The poetry of 
Johnson n. so intimately connected with his other woik that it, like 
Goldsmith’s, can hardly be noticed separately, but it is of the first 
importance to note that both represent a reaction from the reaction 
—a “neo-classic” halt, if not return. The grotesque odes and the 
pleasing hymns of Watts (1674-174S), the far greater hymns of 
Charles Wesley (1708-88), the safely recorded, if seldom consulted, 

^ lie was born about 1650, and died 1723 llis prodiKlion v\as inuncnse, 
and has never been collected. In 1721 he publishetl tour hundn'd pages, closely 
printed, of verse under the title Nnv Opetas, with Cornual Slones ami Poems on 
Several Occasions. Heic, in the cjuatiain poem of “ Sociates and Timandra,” 

IS perhaps the most prosaic line in the Jvnghsh language— 

Uncommon and pat tii,ularly fart. 

Rut I'om had merits. 

“ It IS almost impossible to deal with Ossiu/i brietly, .and satisfactorily. Those 
who would plunge into the vexed questions respecting it, may most succinctly 
consult the old editions of the book itself, with Blair’s laudatory disscitation, * 
Maegregor’s Genuine Remains of Ossian, London, 1841, and Mr. Bailey 
Saunders’s Life of Maipherson, London, 1894. 
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verses of the minor contributors to Dodsley’s Miscellany^ and others 
can but be referred to in passing ; but Langhornc and Mickle, men 
not even admitted to the asjliim of Mr. Ward’s poets, 
MisteHanv. characteristic of the time not to demand a little 

more notice ; and Smart, Mason, Falconer, Warton, 
Churchill, Beattie, and Chalterton must have individual mention. 

It may be permitted to think that Christopher Smart has been of 
late almost as much overrated as fi»r generations he was ignored. 
The author, whose admitted want of sanity excuses a good deal of 
folly and some moral delinquency, was born in Kent in 
1722, and had every chance, his education at Durham 
and Cambridge settling him in a E'ellowship at Pembroke College. 
Johnson defended him half jocularly, but the ])iecc of Smait’s work 
wdiich was least likely to ajipcal to Johnson is that which has 
secured him his vogue of late )ears. This is the now famous Son/f to 
/ArTvV/,-to which the jiraisc given to it in Mr. Ward’s Poets'^ and Mr. 
Browning’s allotment to the authoi of a plate in the Parleying; %vith 
certain People of Iniportan((\ have given a notoriety certainly not 
attained by the lest of Smait's w^ork, f.iiniliar as, for a century or 
so. It ought to have been by its mt lusion m Chalmers, where the 
is not. Smart, as there presentetl, is very much like other 
]ieople of Ills time, giving some decent hatkwork, a good deal ol 
intentionally serious mattei of no v.due, and a few light pieces of 
distinct merit. 

The Song to Davia is quite different fiom all these. It consists 
of some hundred six-line “Romance” stan/.as, and wsas written in a 
lucid or half -1 U( id interval of its authoPs madness. The language 
and imagery are largely siqiplicd direct fiom the Bible. In such a 
case a man can hardly go waong, unless he lacks scholaiship, ear, 
and familiarity with other standards, and Smart lacked none of these. 
The translator of Horace, the fashioner of easy epigrams and Prior- 
likc frivolities, was not likely to drop into those distressing absurdities 
which annoy and half-surprise us in Watts, the Wesleys, and even 
Cowper. At the same time, his madness set him free from the mere 
convention of the eighteenth century, and the result is delightful at 
times, interesting always. But those w ho say that “ there is nothing 
like it in the eighteenth century” must have tem])orarily forgotten 
Charles Wesley before, and still more Blake afterwards. It is a 
hurrying rhapsody of confused images, wonderful Ijesidc some 
contemporary work, not so wonderful beside the sources of its own 

^ 'riiis (6 vols ), with the continuation of Pearch (4 vols.), fills to vols. (the 
>*(htion 1 use is that ol 1775). fhose who wish really to .ippreciate the v^erse of 
the century cannot do bettei than read it through 
- Ed. Tutiii, Cottiiighani, near Hull, 1904. 
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inspiration. Read it after The Art of Prcservin^e^ Healthy and it is 
nearly miraculous; read it after “Arise, shine, for thy light is come,” 
and poetry must for once acknowledge an utter inferiority to trans¬ 
lated prose. 

William Mason, now diiefly thought of in his connection with 
Gray, lived fiom 1725 to i 797, was a Cambridge man (it was at Pem¬ 
broke that he made Gray’s acquaintance), and became precentor of 
York. He wrote The\h Gaz^itezi, a blank-verse poem 
published between 1772 and 1782, two tragedies, ys//>7('4^ 

(1753) and Caractacus (1759), dueis (V/cs, and not a few smaller 
poems, of which the fustian cpit.iph on his wife (“dead Maiia”) in 
Bristol Cathedral is best known, and is somewhat redeemed by the 
final c(uatrain, the work of (.ra\. All tlie less good points of that 
poet—his stiffness, Ins .utitici.il poetic diction, and so forth-- are 
exaggerated b) Mason , but he has h.irdly a touch of Gray’s poetiy, 
and not many tone lies of liis schol.iiship 

William Falconer w.is .in interesting person, and a not quite 
uninteresting jioet. He was born in Edinburgh in 1732, the 
son of a barber, went to se.i, and is s.ud to ha\e been, about 
the middle of the centurx, shipwiccked nc.ir Cape 
Colonna, thus acquiring the ex]jeriente for the poem that 
gave him fame. Yeiw' little seems to be really known aVjout his 
history, but his dedication of The Ship'iorcck to the Duke of York, in 
1762, brought him a commission in the Navy. He married, did 
some miscellaneous literary w'ork, including a Marine Dictionary, 
wdiich is traditionally well spoken of, and in 1769 w\is purser of 
the Aurora frigate, which was lost after leaving the Cape, some¬ 
where in (he Indian Ocean. The Shipivreck is one of those 
numerous eighteenth-century poems w^hich, no doubt unconsciously, 
endeavour to escape the t>ranny of the couplet-form by taking an 
unconventional subject, as well as by throwing in classical and other 
allusions 

The brothels Waiton, and especially Thomas, the Laureate, 
exhibit, on the contrary, some of the w^eaknesses, )et very many 
of the gifts and graces of their time. They were sons of a formei 
Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford, who was I’rofessor of ^ 

Poetry and Vicar of Basingstoke. Here they were born, 

Thomas, the more poetical of them, in the year 1728. Joseph, the 
future headmaster of W inchester, the editor of Pope, a very good 
critic, under the limitations of his time, and a pleasing versifier, had 
seen the light six years earlier. Thomas w^ent to Trinity College, 
Oxford, before he was sixteen, and practically spent the rest of his 
life there, dying in 1790. He also was Professor of Poetry from 
1757-67, and Poet - Laureate from 1785 till his death. His 
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really g^reat History of English Poetry^ which few men have been 
competent to disc uss, and of which no one competent (unless 
cankered to the core like Ritson) has ever spoken without respect, 
began to appear in 1774. It was exactly what was wanted by the 
age, and its defects are far more than compensated by its merits ; 
while in his Obscrvoiwns on Spenser and other things Warton 
carried further lus task of upsetting the notion of the first half of the 
century, that before Dryden English poetry had numbered, .at best, some 
intelligent barbarians. IIis own poetry, though not great, lias been 
distinctly undervalued. The 'rrtn)np)h of Isis is one of the very best 
pieces of the school of J*ope ; The Progress of Discontent, the very 
best echo in a milder spirit, but with little loss of truth and vigour, of 
the “ Omnia Vanitas ” of Swift. But he was a rather indolent person 
111 a rather indolent a^e. 

Indolence, in the case of Charles Churchill, was dispersed by 
malignity. This too much foigotten s.atinst, who made a distinct 
and valuable reaction in the form of the coujilet, was the son of the 

c h Ml Rainhani, but born in 1731 in Westminster, 

where his father had pieferment. He went to West¬ 
minster .School very early, but enjoyed the benefit of neither 
Umveisity, being, it is said, rejected for matriculation at Oxford, 
and though admitted at Tiinity, Cambridge, keeping no terms there. 
He obtained oideis in 1756, but, <is his biographer says, he soon 
“ relaxed from the obligations of virtue,*’ and bec.ame a self- 
unfrocked jiriest. He died at the age of thirty-three at Boulogne, 
and the story that his last words were, What a fool I have been,” is 
certainly not invalidated by the denial of his estim.able friend John 
Wilkes. His work, almost all done hastily during the last years 
of his life, in the intervals of debauchery and in the spirit of bravado, 
adhering for the most pait to a < onventioiial form of satire, and 
animated by a personal spite, which is e\en more worthy of contempt 
than of condemnation, has many gra\e defects. But the trifling 
subject and the venomous personalities of 7 'he Rosiuid cixnnoi hide its 
vigour, the occasional acuteness of it^ criticisms, and above all the 
return, in the management of the couplet, from the exquisite but 
rather shrilling treble of l^ope to the manly range of Dryden. And 
the* same qualities, with sometimes less, sometimes more of the same 
defects, appear in The Apoloyy, Night, the fierce anti-North-Briton 
Prophecy of Famine, the spiteful but not always unjust Epistle to 
Hogarth, and indeed all the couplet poems ; while The \Cock Lane'] 
Ghost, a Hudibrasuc poem in four books, though perhaps too much 

’ The edition forrneily (p. 39) noted, though the liest foi instruction, does not 
do the original author justice, as its pcipetual additions and corrections, m the 
text Itself, make it impossible to appreciate his \\oik. 



CHAP. 


THE POETS FROM THOMSON TO CRABBE 


585 


spun out, contains a vast deal of acute, if ill-natured wit. The 
passage here on “Pomposo” (Johnson) is only the best known, 
not by any means the only good, example of that style of acrid 
censorship where the whole is unfair, while by no means all the 
parts are unjust. Churchill’s styles and subjects belonged to the 
outskirts of the poetic domain, and he had little nobility of thought. 
But to speak of him as some have spoken is to miss that touch 
of justice with which he himself generally managed to wing his 
lampoons. 

The two poets to be mentioned next present that contrast which 
we have so often found attractive, both showing the influence of their 
time in the most diverse circumstances, and on the most diverse 
temperaments and fates. 'i'homas Chatterton ^ was 
born at Bristol in November 1752, the son of a school¬ 
master and cathedral singer, who died before the jioet was born. 
The boy was much about the gieat church of St. Mary Redcliffe, took 
to black letter, recreivcd sonic education, was bound to an attorney, 
and in 1764 produced the first of the famous “ Rowley ” poems m 
would-be Old English. For nearly six \ears he endured his life, 
increasing his production as local ignorance and vanity, or his own 
mood, tempted him ; and towards the close of this period he was first 
lured by hopes of patronage from Horace Walpole, and then had his 
hopes dashed. He left for London m the spring of 1770, and made 
some money by literary hackwork of different kinds. But, the demand 
ternpoiarily failing, with no resources, and too proud to beg, he 
poisoned himself m his Holbovn lodgings on 24th August, being not 
yet eighteen. 

James Jieattic was liorn in Kincardineshire seventeen years 
before Chatterton, and was educated at the Marischal College of 
Aberdeen, where, after some schoolmastcrmg, he became Professor of 
Moral Philosophy m 1760. He wrote verse, and in ^ 

1770 attacked Hume m an Essay on Tf'uth^ which gained 
him vast applause, offers of preferment in the Church of England, 
and an allegorical glorification in one of Reynolds’s few^ bad pictures. 
In 1771-74 he published The Minstrel^ and later several volumes of 
ciiticism and discussion, religious and .e.sthetic. He died in 1802, 
universally and very deseiwcdly respected, for he was a good man 
and a good wTiter, though not exactly a poet. 

The Rowley poems and P>eattie’s Minstrel are almost as different 
as the careers and characters of their authors, but they express 
exac tly the same influence, the almost desperate determination to 

^ Piofessor Skoat’s otherwise valuable “Aldmc” edition unfortunately piesents 
a modernised version of the ‘ ‘ Rowley ” Poems : the older ones are therefore to be 
preferred. 
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escape from the conventional present by appealing to the romantic 
past. After a very brief period of controversy as to the genuineness of 
Rowley (which even at the time such mere pioneers and dilettanti 
in the study of Old English as Gray and Mason at once negatived), 
this has been entirely given up, and the patient exertions of Professor 
Skeal have shown the original, the processes, and the entire 
machinery in the invention of the dialect. But it may be permitted 
to protest against the printing of the poems as a whole in modernised 
form, and still more against the extraordinary libcrtu's which others 
have taken with Chatteiton’s text, even to the Bcntleian extent of 
substituting words which to the individual critic ‘‘seem moic 
appropriate.” It is certain that if we wish to appreciate Chatterton’s 
actual poetic powers, wx‘ must take the woids he wiote in the spelling 
in which he wTote them , though linguistic inciuiry may take its own 
course. 'I'hus considering, w-e shall find him a distim t ])uzzle, show¬ 
ing in his ordinary English nothing of th(‘ (harm which floats about 
his Row'leian dialect-pieces, and evim in these not perhaps suggesting 
the certain possession of that ch<irm had he lived. Ills metrical 
ability is great, e\cn if it he rather too mu(.li to claim for him that 
he fully anticipated ('oleridge's reversion to the ifenrsis and Exodus 
scheme, and his phrase and woid-musu have now' and then a singular 
romantic appe.d But thcie is something discpnetmg m this, since it 
exactly resemliles the not mfrecjiicnt, but always passing gifts of very 
young childien ; and it makes him .esthcticalh a delight, but critically 
a problem. His antiques vary from /n’s//c//c.s, hardly more really 
antuiue than Thomson or Shenstoiie, though inspired by the study of 
somewhat older models, to things almost or wholly exquisite, like 
“ ^Tilla’s Dirge.” The nature-touches .are in the same w'ay sometimes 
exquisite, sometimes conventional, and the wlnde is a strange medley 
of promise, performance, and failure. 

There is, on the other h.iiid, no puzzle about Beattie. He repre¬ 
sents, with a quite marvellous and rather terrible sufficiency, the 
rather more than averagely gifted, and much more than averagely 
cultivated, man, who, coming to years of literary discretion at a 
critical time, feels its (in this case. Romantic) impulse wnth all his will, 
and carries it out to the best of his might. Unfortunately, that 
might was very small : Beattie’s early verses are simply echoes of 
Collins and Gray, his translations are unimportant, and his couplet- 
protest against the election of a monument to Churchill fails to make 
up in vigour for w'hat it wants in generosity. Nay, The ATimtrcl or 
The Progress of Gen/us can satisfy only the most moderate expecta¬ 
tions, or the least fastidious taste. There is absolutely no story ; the 
expression is seldom or never striking, and the versification (it is 
Spenserian), though not contemptible, has no distinction. But all 
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the objects of the early, confused, Romantic appetite—country scenes, 
woods, ruins, the moon, chivalry, mountains—are dwelt uiion with a 
fiencrous emotion, and with at least poetic intention. Aho\e all, 
Beattie was important “ for to a])ply once more one of the 

most constantly applicable of critical dicta. IIis time could under¬ 
stand him, as it could not have understood purer Romanticism, and it 
is probable that, for an entire j^^eneration at least, and perhaps longer, 
The served to bring sometimes near, and sometimes quite, to 

poetry, readers who would have found C'oleridge too fragmentary, 
Shelley too ethereal, and both too remote. 

Yet another pair may be noticed briefly before turning to the 
great quartette of Bums, Blake, Cow per, and Ciabbe, which appeared 
before the death of Jcihnson, and the last feeble growth which pre¬ 
luded the reveil of the T.yriciil Ball.ids. 'riiesc speci¬ 
mens of a great host shall be Larighoine and Mickle. 

John Langhorne was bom at Kirkby Stephen in 1735, 
and educated at Appleby. He never went to either Dnivcrsity, though 
he w'as entered at ('Lire Hall, Cambridge, and his time passed chiefly 
in tutorships and sciioolmasterships. lie married twice ; did a good 
deal of literary work, which included the well-known translation of 
Blutarch (with his brother W’llliam) ; had fair derical preferment, 
and died in 1779. Wdham Julius Mickle w\is born at Langholm on 
the Scottish side of the Border in 1734, w'as educated at Edinburgh, 
was unfortunate in business, went to T.ondon at the age of thirty 
to engage in literature, and died there m 1788, after also doing 
varied w'ork, the best known and most .-juccessful being his translation 
of Ihc JmsuuI^ w'hich, like Langhornc’s riutarch, does not greatly 
concern m. 

But these men are excellent spec miens of not excellent poets. 
MickleS^ songs and ballads, suc h as “ There s nae luck about the 
house,” in Scots, and the pretty “ Cumnm- Hall” in English; 
Langhorne’s topographical woik, such as “ Studley Paik,” and his 
remarkable anticipation of Crabbe in ‘‘The Country Justice,” are 
something more than straws. 'I’hey aie unmistakable vanes, show¬ 
ing in w'hal directions the poetical wind was blowing. And Langhorne 
at least sometimes has a melancholy clangour of verse too rare in his 
century. 

^ Mickle hart very much to rto with the first edition of Isvans's Old Ballade 
(? vols 1777, and 2 more, 1784), a designed supplemcait to Percy, and, like the 
Rcliques, consisting of an odd inixtuie of genuine old stuff, the same altcri'd, 
modern pastiches, ball.id and Ossianic, cU. The second edition of this, in 
1810 (4 vols.), IS a historical document of a sinking kind, the (‘ditor and pub¬ 
lisher, Evan.s's son, showing the further drift of the time by luthlessly turning 
out most of the pastiches, correcting the old woik from originals, and adding 
more. 
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Of the gi eater four, William Cowper^ was by far the eldest, indeed 
the unfortunate circumstances of his life threw his composition almost a 

Cowpor [generation behindhand. He was born in 1731 at Great 
Berkhamstead, where his father was rector. The family 
had already attained g^reat legal distinction, and the poet’s mother 
was a Miss Donne, of the house of the great Dean of St. Paul’s. 
Cowper was educated at Westminster, wheie, notwithstanding the 
l)lack account of public schools given later in Tirocinttan^ he made 
many friends, as he also did in his subsequent study of both 
branches of the law. lie wrote for the fashionable periodical of the 
Connoisseur^ and seemed likely to be happy and (for his family 
interest w-as {Jireat) prosjierous. r*ut the seetls of madness in him were 
developed by the crossing of his lo\e for his cousin 'Pheodora, by the 
nervous excitement of his ajijiointment to certain clerkships in the 
House of Lords, and by rehg-ious stimulus. The form w^hich his 
mania took (1763) was suujdal, and thou.L;h, after proper treatment, 
he recovered, his prospects w'ere irrecoveiably blighted. Removing 
into the country wath a small allowance, he lived fust at Huntingdon, 
and then at Olney, 111 fiiendship walh the famous Evangelical 
clergyman John New'ton, and with the family of the Unwans. After 
about fifteen years (during whic h he had at least one return of mania, 
or at best melancholy) he beg.in to write, tirst hymns wath Newton, 
and then miscellaneous poetry. Lor rather more than ten years he 
was happy, sane, and (for a part of them) a good deal in love with a 
widow, named L<ady Austin. His first poems. Truths Jirro)\ etc., 
appeared in 1782, 'J'hc m 1785, his /Joiner little later. He 

should ha^c died now; but, unluckily for him, he survived for yet 
anothei decade of misery, thiough mental and bodily illness, dying at 
East Deicliam in 1800, in the frame of mind expressed by his last 
and perhaps his greatest poem, the w’ondeiful Castanuiy^ where the 
poetry of utter despair is expressed, albeit with the utmost simplicity, 
yet in a fashion wOiich makes mere Byronism of Leopardi and the 
second James Thomson. 

Cowper’s tenor twelve years’ woik, even excluding his translation 
of Homer and other things, is by no means inconsiderable, and its 
range is almost as remarkable as its bulk. His letters are among 
the very best m luiglish, perfectly unaffected and natural, and yet as 
accomplished literature as if they had been written for publication. 
His verse, in all but its very best thing's, requires more allow^ance and 
historical adjustment. The famous John iUlpin among the lighter 
things, like /'he Ca^taiuay and J^ondicea among the more serious, need 
neither ; they stand by themselves, and will always obtain admission 

^ The standard edition of Cowper’s whole Works is Southey's ; Mr. Denham’s 
“ Globe ” edition of the Poems is excellent. 
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for their author into the courts of the greater poetry, wherever the 
critical doorkeepers are not hopelessly incompetent and prejudiced. 
But elsewhere Cowper exhibits not merely some defects due to his 
hapless fate, but more due to his time. He was a student of 
nature, a practitioner of easy and conventional forms of verse, and a 
writer of the simplest and most graceful English. But he was born 
when Pope had not yet written some of his most characteristic work, 
the sane years of his early manhood weie jiassed while Johnson was 
obtaining his dictatorship, and when he liegan to writ(‘ m earnest 
that dictatorshi]! was in full force. Accordingly, we find 111 him the 
oddest mixture of old and new—coiiplct-wniting, not indeed of the 
strictest Popian school (for he had improved on (dimchill, .and gone 
back to cnjanibenieiil^ but still cramped and artificial ; blank n cisc, not 
quite copied from any one, but too often stiff and deformed by the 
poetic diction which, violently as he attacked it, survives even in 
Wordsworth. Yet we find, side by side with these, and sonictiiiics 
actually couched in them, the most faithful and exquisite studies of 
nature— culminating at least once in the full reflex meditation, the 
sense of maiPs identity with nature, that appears in Yardley Oak 
(I 791)—a gentle humour totally free from the hardness and from the 
license which too frequently deface the otherwise e.\cellent fun of the 
eighteenth century, and, though few touches of passion, yet some, such 
as the famous— 

I was a stricken deer that left the herd— 

thrilling with the same intensity which afterwards g.athered force 
and gloom in the final cr.ash of The Ca^ta^vay. 

Such a jioet is sure to occupy a pccuhai jiosition both in his life¬ 
time and subsequently. In the last ten 01 twenty years of the 
eighteenth, and the first ten or twenty of the nineteenth, Cowper, ol 
no great power with the critic:s, w.is an immense influence with 
readers. He had just as much Romanticism as they were fit for, and 
though it is an absurdity to represent him as in any way revolu¬ 
tionary, his work contained the seeds, and showed the symptoms, 
of impending revolutiem. He is the direct intermediary between 
Thomson and Wordsworth, and the contrast between him and Gold¬ 
smith (see next chapter), who was almost within a year or two his 
contemporary, exhibits the whole difference between the dominant 
but waning, and the insurgent but soon to be triumphant, poetical 
instincts of the time. Regarded from a more formal point of view, 
Cowper’s poetry inclines rather to the old than to the new. He is a 
very easy, as he was a very careful, writer, but the many-centred and 
varying measures and melodies of the coming age were not for him. 
He had not, as his twenty years' junior Chatterton had, come to any 
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knowledge of the CJiri'^tabel metre; his trisyllables by themselves, 
as in the well-known “The rose it was washed,” show no advance 
upon Shenslone’b m resonance and fluidity; the noble trochees of 
Boadtcca^ and the still nobler iambs of The Casiaway, have the 
sim])le niovemcnl of his own time, not, like iflake's, the complicated 
throb of later measures. Intellectually, Cowper is rendered more 
difticult in appearance, perhaps, than m reality by his m.ilady. He 
would probably not have been veiy differtmt as a perfectly sane man ; 
that is to say, he w^ould h.i\e at least shown generous sj’mpathies, 
pure mombty, and, above all thin^^s, the instincts and conduct of a 
gentleman, in the \er\ best sense of the word, without joining to 
them any \ery vigorous reasoning powei or wide faculty of apprecia¬ 
tion. Ills nature, slightly feminine, must always have been more 
than slightly prejudiced ; but his piejudices sometimes coninbiite to 
Ins poetry, and rarely interfere with it. 

Cral^be, the neaiest to Cowjier of the other three in form, and on 
some sides (not all), of taste, was many years his junior, being born 
in 1754, and did not die till more than as many aftei him in 1832. 

^ Hut accident of a less ghastly kind interposed nearly the 

^ same odd gap in Ins literal v production. He was born 
at the .Suffolk Aldborough, now often spelt Alcleburgh, m 1754, his 
father haMiig been first a sc'hoolmaster, then an exciseman; wcas 
educated as a surgeon, and practised a little, hut went to London to 
seek his fortune in litciatuie, and obtained, when at the last extremity, 
the patronage of Huike and 1 Inirlow. His first poem. The Library^ 
appealed in 1782, his second, I he M//ayL\ was revised by Johnson. 
He took orders, received pieferment, and married a girl cM station 
superior to his own, to whom he had long been attached. The News- 
^aper a])peared 111 178:;. For twenty ycxiis he published nothing. 
Hut he bc^gan again in j 807 with 'J'he Tansh Rrojsier^ follow^cd it in 
1810 wath his greatest book, I'hc Borouyh^ and later gave Tales in 
Verse and Tales of the //all, Dunng Ins last years Crabbe was 
treated with inuc.h honour and no jealousy by the younger and greater 
poets of the Romantic school, always h.id a considerable public, 
and enjoyed his reputation to the full- -the early moodiness and 
restiveness wdnch wci'e piobably due, in jiart at least, to the trials of 
his youth, softening to an easy bonhomie^ which sometimes approached 
the childish, in his age. 

However, temperament, or suffering, or w'hat not, impressed upon 
must of his work,^ and iijKm all the best parts of it, a character not 
at all childish. Crabbe tried several poetic ways ; some of his early 
wmrks, such as ’The Lih'ary and The Newspaper^ being little more 

^ U^orks, first (1840-41) in 8 vols. w'th his son’s T/c, then in i (Lemdon, 
ff d ). There is said to be a good deal unpublished. 
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than a continuation of the verse-description of Garth and Armstrong 
and Falconer, liut he settled, in The Village^ and in all his later 
works, into a very peculiar kind of “ criticism of lifc,^’ anticipated, as 
has been said, very slightly by Langhorne, but in the main original. 
Crabbe could see nature, and describes it—especially those aspects 
which may be symbolically classed as autumnal, the aspects suggest¬ 
ing failure, decay, disapiiointnient -with astonishing truth ; but he 
vias still of his centur> 111 the fact that he preferred characters to 
scenes, and chiefly set the latter as frames to the foiiner. And here, 
too, grimness prevails. Not only in the famous story of the tyrant, 
Peter Grimes, but in such milder tiagedles as The Natural Death 
of Love,” and the enforced constancy of the repenting lover in 
“Delay has Danger,” Cralibe always seems to incline to the sterner 
side, to a cpiiet and undemonstrative pessimism. In style and form 
he is a curious mixture. He early struck into, and always kept, a 
fashion of couplet-writing, wineh was sometimes almost intolerably 
pedestrian ; but he could diversify it, when he rose to the class of 
gloomy subjec't just referred to, with lines, and indeed long passages, 
of astonishing vigour. On the uliole, Ciabbe is the Ictist poetical of 
all the writers who can be called m any way as good poets as him¬ 
self, and he is seldom poetical at all except when he is a pessimist. 
The browner shadows seem to m^jiiie him as sunshine docs others. 
But he was invaluable to his generation, and can ne\er lose value to 
others, first as a painter of nature, and then as one of manners and 
cliaractci. In externals he innox.ited liardly at all ; in essentials he 
lb as far fiom CLddsmith or from I’ope as Woidsw^orth himself. 

The third Englishman of the tiio stands far apart both from 
Cowper and Crabbe. William Blake * is one of the eccentrics of 
poetry ; it was never his chief business, which w'as that of a painter, 
or his chief hobby, which was that of a seer. He pro- ^ 

duced (or in the first case had produced for him, for he 
seems to have taken very little tremble about it) three very small 
volumes of \eise—the Poetical SkctcJtes of 1783, the So 7 iiis of Jfi- 
?ioce?ice in 1789, and the Sottas of Exfenciue m 1794, the two last 
being not m any sense published, and hardly in any sense printed at 
all, being worked, text and designs alike, from copper plates, and 
coloured by hand. 'Eo these indeed may be added, if the extension 
of the term poetry be tolerated, a great mass of so-called ‘‘ prophetic ” 
work, rhapsodies bearing much lescmblance to Ossiiui in style, and 
containing the exposition of a visionary theosophy. Blake w^as a 
Londoner for the wdiole of his life, with the rarest and briefest 

^ Complete Wotks, eel. Ellis and Yeats, 3 vols London, 1893 The Poems 
have at last been edited w'^iih strict fidelity to MS by Mr John Sampson (Oxford, 
jQos) Gilchrist's/./^, 2nd ed. 2 vols. London. 1880. is almost indispensable. 
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intervals ; he was born in 1757, and died in 1827. He married early 
a jewel of a wife, Catherine Boucher, and he supported himself partly 
by engraving, partly by selling his ongnnal compositions to a few 
private customers. His character, tliough morally stainless, was 
extremely odd ; and it would be extremely difficult to frame any 
definition of complete sanity which would take him m. The greater 
part of his prophetic work is a mere curiosity, and his critical opinions 
in art and literature, if sometimes almost inb])ired, are one-sided and 
prejudiced to a degree sometimes almost ludicrous. Nor is his touch 
in poetry any surer tli.in his hand in painting. But in both vocations, 
and perhaps esjiecially m that of the poet, he gives flashes, and some¬ 
times more than flashes, of gt^niiis, which excel anything to be found 
in the work of his time. There are at least half a dozen things in 
the Poetical Sketches which no contemporary, wlio had advanced 
beyond the nursery or at best the schoolroom, could have wi itten ; 
while, both here and m the later there are pieces which, for a 

certain combination of extreme simplicity with unearthly music, no 
contemporary nor any follower, except Thomas Beddocs, was to equal. 
In all points of art, both pictorial and poetic., Blake was an extreme, 
indeed an extravagant, Romantic—that is to say, he set convention 
utterly at naught, despised and refused rules and models, and aimed, 
first of all, at the vague suggc^stion, as he would have said, of truth, 
as we may put it, of beauty, 'fhe presence in both of familiarity with 
Biblical images and phrase, and perhaps the presence also of madness 
m both, make a certain superficial resemblance between Blake and 
Christopher Smart, but it is mainly superficial. Blake really belongs 
to, and is almost, if not quite, the chief of, that small but very precious 
band of poets who are even more under the influence of Queen Mab 
than under that of the Muses. He is elf-ridden, but his tyrants have 
more than compensated him for the tricks they play, by touching his 
lips with the gift of elfin music. 

The fourth, Robert Burns, ^ to a gift of poetry at its best hardly 
inferior to Blake’s, and far fuller, as well as more various, consistent, 
intense, and human, added the possession of a certain national and 
inherited capital and faculty which makes him one of 
^ urns. most interesting figures in literary history. He was 

born in the blast o’ Janwar win’,” from which he drew unpleasant 
omens, at the beginning of 1759, and his father was a very small 
farmer, of extraction rather more northern than the part of Scotland 
(the Kyle district of Ayrshire) which saw his son’s birth. Robert 
was fairly educated, and though kept to the plough-tail, early developed 

^ Editions, selections, criticisms, and biographies innumerable. For this ver> 
reason perhaps, m the case of no poet is the bare text (with glossary, if neces¬ 
sary) more to be preferred, by the beginner at any rate. 
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his two great inclinations, for love and for literature. But he was 
twenty-seven before he published, in 1786, at Kilmarnock, his first 
volume of poems, and, had it been only a little less successful, he 
had intended to expatriate himself. The book, howexer, brought 
him some money and a great deal of fame ; and a winter of welcome 
in Edinburgh sent him back to marry Jean Armour, the most per¬ 
manent of his many loves, to settle at Kllisland, in Dumfriesshire, on 
a small farm, and to combine it with a post in the excise, which 
latterly formed his main support. Burns, though a good deal too 
much stir has been made about his dchnciuencics (which in one 
direction were those of almost all classes m his time, and in another 
were of the class of which a poet is tempted to convey an exagger¬ 
ated idea to his readers), was a w iser man m theory than m conduct, 
and the political and ecclesiastical, no less than the social, accidents 
of his time and country contributed to his mistakes and misfortunes 
in life. He died in July 1796, broken in health and fortune, but 
with a reputation absolutely safe as far as literature is concerned, 
and exercising an influence the greatness of which was hardly recog¬ 
nised even by those xxho felt it most. 

In estimating both the positive and the historical importance of 
Burns as a poet, we must keep these carefully apart from liis 
position as a national favourite. It is certainly no small thing to 
have thus given literary expression and form to the most cherished 
tastes and feelings of a whole people, ^'et this tout lies the accidents, 
rather than the essentials, of poetry and of literatuie generally, and 
docs not affect either his positive excellence or his unique historical 
v'alue. This latter depends upon the fact that he came just at the 
time when the constantly tightening bonds between Scotland and 
England were to some extent obliterating the distinctive Scottish 
characteristics, and when oral ballad literature was being killed in 
order that it might be preserved to us by the press. 

As we have seen, Scottish poetry during the eighteenth century 
had had a very important effect on English indirectly and by stimu¬ 
lation ; but the actual offspring of tlie Scottish muse, since Allan 
Ramsay (1686-1758) consoled her long widowhood, had 
been rathiT interesting than important. This is especi- 
ally the case with Ramsay’s own original work. The 
famous Gentle Shepherd (1725), a pastoral “by person¬ 
ages,” in the Old F'rench phrase, rather than a drama, contains some 
charming description and some pleasant painting of manners, l)ut is 
not strong, while most of his other work is distinctly weak. But he 
had some share, and not a few followers—Hamilton of Bangour 
(1704-54), Alexander Ross (1698-1784), John Skinner (1721-1807), 
Isabel Pagan (1740-1821), Lady Anne Barnard (1750-1825)—had 

2 Q 
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much more—of the strange, not easily analysed, and hardly at all 
literary, gift of folk-song, which it is perhaps academic to try to dis¬ 
tinguish rigidly from poetry. We are scarcely able—and perhaps 
we do not greatly care—to set down the exact debt of such things as 
Lady Anne’s “Auld Robin Gray” and Isabel Pagan’s “ Ca* the 
yowes to the knowes ” to the exquisite plaintive notes from which they 
t an never be divided in memory But the efficacy of such things in 
keeping alive a sense of the poetic “ over-soulcannot be exaggerated. 
Robert Fergusson (1750-74), Michael Bruce (1746-67), and John 
Logan (1748-88) ajiproach literatuie neaier, but at the forfeit of 
poetry. 'I'he fir^t wiole jiartly in dialect, was adopted by Burns as 
his master, and has lieen a good tleal o\ er-praised, though he has no 
small merit, especial)\ m some Edinburgh pieces and in “ The Gowd- 
spink ” (goldhnrh). Another bud, the Ciukoo, acted up to its repu¬ 
tation by inspiring .1 good, though not consummate, ccqiy of verses, 
which has been cliallengcd b\ tlie champions of Bruce and Logan 
for both those vriteis In such a ciuarrel, es])ecially as the author¬ 
ship IS of infinitesimal importance, no wise m.in lakes a side. Bruce 
died young, and reuainly wiote some ]deasing veise ; Logan, his 
friend, lileiary exec ntor, and (.is one iheoiy bolds) supplantcr, died 
in early middle ago, and seems to have had rather more talent than 
('Oiiduct But all tlie poets of the p.iragraph must rest theii mam 
claim to historu interest on the f.ic ( that they exemplify, and that 
they handed on, the \ague poetic inspiration winch was to take 
definite form in Bums 

This he (aught up, and, with an intense and sovereign poetical 
power, fixed, Mithout killing, all the tloating folk-poetry of Scotland, 
effecting this to no small extent by the felicitous audacity (to which a 
writer of more academic cultivation could hardly have attained) of 
actually keeping much of the old, while he purg^ed what lie kept of 
di'oss, and adchxl new gmld of his own. 

Burns was a prose-wrilei as well as a poet, and look much pains 
with his prose letters, iiut, though tlever, they are distinctly artificial, 
and their biograjihical value far exceeds their value as literature. 

'I'his is also, though not so univeisally, the case with 
of his ])ocms which were written m literary Eng¬ 
lish. He had not pioved this medium, and though 
nothing that he wiole could ndl be quite valueless, he has, when he 
has gotten to his English, not much more value than belongs to the 
usual eigliteenth-century poet of the better class. In fact, here as 
elsewhere, he resembles Chatterton. With his poems in Scots the 
case is entirely different. Here he did not merely bring to bear the 
inheiited attention to, and familiarity with, nature, which has been 
noted throughout as characteristic of Scottish poetry; indeed, though 
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he is strong in tliis, it is not his strongest point. What he brought 
was first of all the accumulated virtue of Scots \erse and phrase, so 
different from English, and therefore so invaluable as an alterative ; 
and secondly his own special poetic gift. 

Even the mere fact that his favourite metres ('especially the 
popular form which, coming directly, and by somethinj^ of an excep¬ 
tion, from a ]’rovcn(;;al original, established itself for good in Scots 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries) were constantly different 
from anything usual in English, must be allowed its importance. 
The dialect, so rich m cjuaint special woids, that of themselves 
break through and transform the hackneyed generalities of eighteenth- 
century diction ; the sliarply obseived and faithfully transcribed 
customs and characters ; the pec uliar imagery, all these must be 
counted m to understand the charm and the \alue of The Tiva 
Dogs and The T'lva Hcnis^ of The Bng\ of ylj'r :md Death a?iit Dr. 
Dor/zhooh, of The Cotter s Saturday Night and The Jolly Beggars., as 
w^ell as of the innumerable scraps of song which, more than anything 
else, have earned Tlinns his lmmortaht3^ 

But there is iiiuch in the j)oetry of Burns besides dialect and 
local colour, fiesh versification, .ind special sceiiei*)’, and though 
this much IS of flie indefinable kind, of the kind that escapes all 
analysis, one thing about it can be said with confidence, that it w'as 
essentially lyrical, and another, that lyiic w.is what w’as chietly needed 
to melt the eighteenth-century frost. Fiom the death or silence of the 
last Cavalier singers about a hundred years earlier, there h.id been in 
F2nglish no serious lyric of an impassioned kind that possessed the 
highest (juahties of music in \erse, there had not even been any 
a])proach to such verse. But it not only existed in Burns ; it was 
almost impossible for him to ojien his mouth, to dip })en in ink, 
without producing it. He had positively to constrain himself, to 
keep his eyes fixed on some false model, to cramp and force his 
voice into alien speech, before he could become prosaic, or even 
jjroduce the kinds of poetry that are nearest to prose. They do him 
a great wTong and make a great mistake, who dwell upon his politics, 
his philosophy, or anything but his poetiy. As a matter of fact. Burns 
felt and saw too much to have much time for thinking, even if he had 
been educated that way. And very fortunate this is. The time did 
not want thought, it wanted nature and song*, and he gave it both. 

Except for these four great writers, the poetical production of the 
last two decades of the century, till the Lyrical Ballads themselves, was 
all but of the low^est order. The handful of sonnets, meditative and topo¬ 
graphical, published by William Bow^les ^ in 1789, had extraordinary 

' Bowks (1762-1850) published much verse later, but nothing of importance 
His edition (and depreciation) of Pope had some 
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influence on Coleridge and on other poets, and show very strongly 
the nisus^ the still inorganic effort of the age towards local colour, 
the ‘‘proper word,” the linking of nature-aspect to human feeling, 
and other characteristics of Romanticism. The unrhymed Pindarics 
of Sayers, not in themselves very good things, though they produced 
good work by the hands of his followers, Southey and Shelley, showed 
in the same way the revolt against the smooth tyranny of the rhymed 
couplet, the ciaMiig for something different, which shows itself at the 
beginning of each new jioetic age. Put the main bulk of the verse 
of the time, which has not passed utterly out of even historic 
memory, consists of s.itinc woik 'I'o this class belong the clever 
lampoons ^ of the Kollitid^ directed against the younger Pitt, the more 
varied and bulky, but even less poetic, work of “ J^eter Pindar,” and, 
above all, the triumphant, and, as hteratuie if not exactly as poetry, 
wholly admirable, parodies and diatribes of the Anfi-Jiicobi 7 i^ the chief 
contributors to which were Canning, Ellis, .and Frere, while it was 
edited by \Vilh.im (bflord (1756-1826), a rough critic and a jejune 
versifier, but the author eailier of two eviremely ('lever satires, the 
Baviad and Mac^dad^ and the editor latei of some of the great 
dramatists and of the Ou<trlcr]y AV^vcti' 

^ But for the tyranny of space a chapUT might lie occupied, with pleasure at 
least to the wiitcr, by the litjhtci \eiseol this ccntuiy As noted moie than once, 
more than one poet, iiiediucn* in sciious ^\ork, h.ts left charming light things. Of 
those who .ire liglit or nothing, the clnef .irc Is.iac flawkms Biownc (1706-60), 
whose Pipe of Toluuio (1736) is a delightful slung of parodies on the chief poets 
of the dny , Chiistopher Ansiey (1724-1805), wdio in The New Jiafh Guide (1766) 
took the an.jp.vstic letianu^tci from Prior, gave it .1. new tune, and established it foi 
a century and a half to come as the best vehicle for certain put poses , Sir Charles 
Hanbuiy Williams (1709-59), acoaise lamiiooner, whose poems, not published 
till 1822, have been rathei overrated for wit ami style , and Sterne’s disreputable 
fiiend John Hall Stevenson (1718 85), whose I'razy Tales, etc., are as coarse as 
Willi.ims’s but much clevertT, and who could sei, as lus description of the Scotch 
hr on the Cleveland moots— 

'rij.it waves its arms and makes a stir, 

And losses itb fanta^ie head 

shows sufficiently Of the persons named above, “Peter Pindar” was Jbhn 
Wolcot (1738-1819), wlio professed both physie and divinity, and dining the last 
•twenty years of the centuiy lampooned Geoige 111 , the new Royal Academy, 
Tory ministers, and things and persons generally George Klhs (1753-1:815) 
gave his talent in satirical veise first to the Whigs in the Polliad, then tb the 
'Pones m the Ahti-Jacobin, but did his best service to literature in the Spec\mens 
of poetiy and lomance leferred to eailicr Canning (1770-1827) bejlongs 
primarily to history, lohn Hookham Frere (1760-1846) was a man of veryjgreat 
talent, chiefly spent on tianskitions, “skits,” and the remarkable burlesque 
romance (variously referred to as “ Whistlecraft,” from the uom deguerre assumed, 
“ The Monks aud the Giants," etc.) on King Arthur and the Round l\xhle, 
which gave Byron the iiietie and style of Beppo and Don Juan^ and is not exceeded 
by either in spirit and art, 1 
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In serious poetry the standard names—names, alas! standing 
rather as marks for scorn than as objects of veneration— are those of 
Erasmus Darwin (1731-1802) and William Hayley (1745-1820), the 
former, in his Botanic Garden (1789-92), the last and one of the most 
polished, but also one of the most frij^id and unpoetic, of the descriptive 
couplet-writers, the latter a respectable and amiable dilettante, who 
wrote bombastic or namby-pamby verse with a fatal facility. Below 
them, if indeed in these regions of poetry higher and lower are 
predicable terms, we come to degrees of dulness or absurdity, ending 
in the so-called Della Cruscans,” who Averc the object of Gifford’s 
scorn, a group of versifiers at the head of whom was Robert Merry 
(1755-98), a man of good education and some parts, whose exploits 
in poetastry show better perhaps than anything else the poetical 
degradation, or rather exhaustion, of the time. 



CHAPTER II 


IHL KK'.IITLKNTll-CLNTUKV NOVI-F, 


Kichaidson — Fieldini; Smollett—Stenu* Minot novelist^.—\\ alpolr— 
Tieekford—Mrs K.idc lilTe^—Lewis 

Some reference has been made earlier to the differences, or rather 
the hesitations, of opinion in reference to the exact history of the 
English novel ^ But for general purposes these may be neglected 
The early prose lomance, the Kuphuist innovation, major and minor, 
the philosofihical or Ulojiian fantasy, tlic brief hdi/abethan tale, the 
long-winded translations or imitations of the Scudery Heroic story, 
the picaresque miscellany, and the like, arc stages obvious as the 
general history unfolds itself. As to the exact position which the 
great names of Iffinyan and of Defoe hold, difference may be agreed 
to with resignation. What is certain is that about the beginning of 
the second quarter of the eighteenth century, the period immediately 
succeeding the appearance of Defoe’s work, there began a develop¬ 
ment of the prose novel, and that this, partly though by no means 
wholly owing to one group of great writers in the style, had made 
very great progress by the beginning of the third, about wduch time 
we find Lady Mary Wortlcy Montagu m Italy receiving boxes full of^ 
new’ novels from her daugditer in England. 

It is so difficult to mark out the precise stages by which the modern 
novel came into being, that the wisest critics have abstained from 
attempting it. We can only say that, for the nearly three genera¬ 
tions which passed between the Restoration and the publicatjon 
of Richardson’s Pamela^ there was an ever greater determination 
and concentration towards completed prose fiction ; and that |thc 
use of the general form in two such different ways by two siich 
different men as Swift and Defoe is sufficient proof how near, by the 
end of the second decade or so, that completed form was. But 

' This history has been put briefly, but with much knowledge and grace, ip 
Mr. W. A. Raleigh’s The English Novel (London, 1894). 
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there was not much general practice of itJ Mrs ?^lanley and Mrs. 
Haywood, women of no very good rcj)Utation, followed in the 
footbteps of Afra Bclm, and achieved a certain popularity, but the 
novels of the former are thinly-veiled political libels. The earlier 
books of Mrs. Haywood arc in seventeenth-century styles, and though 
she lived to do bcttei in AVAr T/ioughflas (1751) and Jeuuny and 
j€n7iy (1753), these were not published till long after the 
three great 1 e-creators of the novel had shown the way 'Vo them, 
therefore, we may as well turn at once. 

hamuel Richardson, by a great deal the oldest, by a little the pre¬ 
cursor in actual publication, and indirei tly the inspirer of his greatest 
and nearest successor, was born in ^>89 in Derbyshire, his father being 

a loiner, his mother of rather higher rank. He went to 

- Richardson 

Lharterhouse, and was .ipprenticed in 1700 to a punter, 
whose daughter he afterwards niarned. After setting up for himselt 
he became ver> prosperous, had a house in Salisbury Court, Fleet 
Street, and another first at Noith End, then at Parson s (Ireen, was 
Master of the Stationers’ Company in 1754, and Kin/s Printer in 
1761. A year later he died of apoplexy. Me w.is contented for 
many ycais to print books without wTiting them, and he w’as past fifty 
when a commission or suggestion from two well-known London pub¬ 
lishers, Rivington and Osborne, for a sort (T Model Lcttcr-ioritcr (he 
had in his youth practised as an amateur in this art) led to the com¬ 
position of Pamela^ which (at least the fiist part of it) W'as published 
in 1740, and bet.ime very populai Ruhardson had already made 
some arquaintaiK'e with persons of ,i station superior to Ins own, and 
the fame of his book enlarged this, while it also tempted him to fly 
higher In 1748 he produced Clans.^a^ which is usually considered 
his masterpiece, and m 1753 A//' Cha 7 ’h\\ Gra 7 idison. Except one 
p.iper in The Adi'cniiif'c}'^ he published nothing else, but left an 
enormous mass of f orrestiondence. Pai/icla^ 07 ' Vuii/c Rewarded^ 
gives the history of a girl of low degree w'ho, resisting temptation, 
marries her master, and in the second and less good part reclaims 
him from irregular courses ; Clarissa^ that of a young lady of family 
and fortune, who, partly by imprudence, partly by misfortune, falls 
a prey to the arts of the libertine Lovelace and, resisting his 
otTers of marriage, dies of a broken heart, to be revenged m a 
duel by her cousin ; Sir Charles Gra 7 idison^ that of a young man of 
still higher family and larger fortune, who is almost faultless, and 

^ 'J he minor novels of the eighteenth century are not geiierall} accessible save 
m the original editions. There is, indeed, one useful and rather full collection, 
Harrisons Novelists^ but, as a whole, it is very bulky, and duplicates much that 
every one has on his shelves in other forms Richardson h.is been sometimes, 
Fielding, Smollett, Sterne, and Miss Buiney have been often, reprinted. 
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constantly successful in all his endeavours, and who, after being the 
object of the adoration of two beautiful girls, the Italian Clementina 
della Eorretta and the Enj^lish Harriet Byron, condescends to make 
the latter happy. Richardson’s expressed, and beyond the slightest 
doubt hib sincere, purpose in all was, not to produce works of art, but 
to enforce lessons of morality. Yet posterity, while pronouncing his 
morals somewhat musty and even at times a little rancid, has recog¬ 
nised* him as a great, though by no means an impeccable, artist. It 
is noteworthy that his popularity was as great abroad as at home— 
indeed it far exceeded that which any English writer, except Scott and 
Byron, has obtained on the Continent during his lifetime. His adoption 
of the letter-form influenced novelists very powerfully, and though 
his style and spirit were less imitable, there is no doubt that they 
practically founded the novel of analysis and feeling, as distinguished 
from the romance of ad\enturc. 

His faults are an excessive long-windedness (C/arissa and Sir 
Charles Cnuiminofi are by far the longest novels of great merit in 
English, if not in any language), an inability, which grew upon him, 
to construct a story with any diversified and constantly lively interest, 
an almost total Lick of liumoui, and a teasing and meticulous minute¬ 
ness of sentimentcd analysis, and history of motive and mood. To 
these Lady Mary Worticy Montagu, a formidable critic, added, justly 
enough, though not so importantly from our point of view as from 
hers, an ignorance of the society which, in his tw'o later novels, he 
endeavours to depict. His merits, on the other hand, arc a faculty 
of vivid, though too elaborate, presentation of the outward acces¬ 
sories of his scenes : a real, though somewhat limp, grasp of conversa¬ 
tion ; an intense, though not very varied or extensive, mastery of 
pathos ; and, above all, a one-sided, partial, but intimate and true, 
knowledge of human motive, sentiment, and even conduct, his time 
being considered. The proviso is necessary ; and the overlooking 
of It (with perhaps some personal reasons) was at the bottom of 
Johnson’s now^ almost incomprehensible preference of Richardson 
over Fielding. Richardson knew the feminine character of his time 
with a quite extraordinary thoroughness and accuracy, though his 
men are much less good ; whereas f'lelding knew both men and 
women first, eighteenth-century men and women only afterwardsj 
and, however well, in a minor degree. Nor, though Johnson had 
plenty of humoui himself, was he likely to resent the absence of it in 
Richardson, as he resented the presence of a kind different from his\ 
own in Fielding. ' 

Great, how'cver, as arc Richardson’s qualities, and immense as 
was the impetus which his popularity and his merits combined gave 
to the English novel, he cannot be said to have given that novel 
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anything like a final or universal form. The scheme of letters, 
though presenting' to the novelist some obvious .advantages and con¬ 
veniences, which have secured it not merely immediate imitation but 
continuance even to the present day, has disadv.antagcs as obvious, 
and can never rise to the merits of prose narrative from the outside.^ 
But it IS one of not the least curiosities of literature that the .attain¬ 
ment of the true and highest form actually resulted from an exercise 
in parody, which certainly cannot be legardcd as in itself a very high, 
and has sometimes been regarded as almost the lowest, form of 
literature. It is less cuiious, and much less unexampled, that the 
author of this parody was a m.an who had alrc.ady tried, with no very 
distinguished success, quite different kinds of writing. 

Henry Fielding was born at Sbar])ham Park, in the south of 
Somerset, on 22n(l April 1707. IIis birth was higher than that of 
any man of letters of all work vho had preceded him. The house 
of Fielding claimed kindred w ith that of Hapsburg ; it 
had ranked .among English gentry since the twelfth 
century ; and in the centuiy before the novelist’s birth it had been 
ennobled by twp peerages, the earldom of Denbigh in England and 
th,at of Desmond in lieland. Heniy Fielding himself was great- 
grandson of the first Earl of Desmond of this creation, but was, of 
course, unconnected with the great (ieraldmes who came to an end 
when they rebelled .against F 21 i/.abeth. His grandfather was a cvinon 
of Salisbury, his father a genenil in the army who had seen service 
under Marlborough ; his mother’s father was a Justice of the King’s 
Bench, and it was at his house that the novelist was born. Nor is it 
to be omitted that he was a near cousin of Lady Mary Wortley 
Montagu, whose mother was a Fielding. 

But though his pedigree Avas thus undeniable, his immediate fore¬ 
bears had for two generations been younger sons, and his own 
patrimony was little or nothing. He w.as, indeed, well educated at 
Eton .and .at Leyden, but he seems to have found himself .at twenty- 
one in London with .a nominal allowanc:e and no p.articular interest 
for any profession, though, like other young gentlemen, he was of 
the Inns of Court. He turned to the stage, and for not quite ten 
years produced a large number of plays, neither very bad nor very 
good, of wdiich 7 b/// Thumbs «a burlesque “ tnagedy of tragedies,” is 
perhaps the best, and certainly the only one which has kept any 
reputation. About 1735 seems to have married a Miss Charlotte 
Craddock, who was very beautiful, very amiable, and an heiress in a 
small way ; but whether, as legend asserts, Fielding really set up for 
a country gentleman on the strength of her fortune, and spent it 


^ In combination it can do wondrously, as in Redgau?itlet. 
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on hounds and showy liveries, is quite uncertain. His theatrical 
enterprises being interfered with by some new legislation in 1737, he 
turned seriously to the law, was called to the Bar, and practised, or 
at least went on circuit, while m 1739 he contributed largely to the 
Champion^ a jiajjcr on the spectator pattern.^ Ills first-published, 
though probably not his first-written novel, The l/i\story of the Adven¬ 
tures of Joseph Andrew's and of his F^'tcnd Mr. Abraham Adams, 
appeared in February 1742, when its author was almost exactly 
thirty-five. It was successful, and next year Fielding published three 
volumes of Miscet/anies, the important jiarts of which are A Jourfuy 
from this Woidd to the Fext, in the Lucianic manner which Tom 
Brown had made pojiular, and the mighty iionic story of Jonathan 
Jjy/d. His w’lfe died soon after this publication, and he married 
again, but not for some years afterwards He returned to periodical 
essay-wTiling (the true Patriot and the Jacobite'*s Journal) in 
’45 on the Whig side, and in 17.^9 he produced his third and 
greatest novel, Tom Jones. ]\Ieanw’hile Lyttelton had obtained 
for him the position of Bow’ Street Magistrate, as it was called, or 
Justice of the Peace for Westminster, an office wdiich, though poorly 
paid, was of enormous importance, for its holder practically had the 
police of London, outside the City w^alls, m his hands. He discharged 
its duties to admiration, and found time not merely to publish his last 
novel, Amelia, in 1751, but to conduct the Covent Garden Journal 
for the greater part of 1752. His health, however, w^as ruined, and, 
trying to restare it by tr.ivel, he undertook m June 1754 the voyage 
to Lisbon w'hich forms the subject of his last book, issued after his 
death. lie reached the l^irtuguese capital in August, but died on 
the 8th of October. 

Fielding’s first novel started .is a deliberate burlesque of Pamela. 
Its hero is the brothei of Richardson’s heroine, and her trials are 
transferred to this Joseph Nor did Fielding ostensibly give up his 
scheme throughout the book; but his genius was altogether too 
great to allow him to remain in the narrow .and beggarly elements of 
parody, and after the first few^ chapters w^e forget all about RicharcL 
son’s ideals and morals. The great character of ]\Ir. Abraham 
Adams— a poor curate, extremely unw’^orldly, but no fool, a scholar, 'a 
tall man of his hands, and a very (h)od Samaritan of ordinary life— hs 
only the centre and chief of a crowd of wonderfully lifelike characters, 
all of whom perform their parts with a verisimilitude wfinch had never 

^ tieldmg’s dramatic, periodical, and miscell.iiieous works must be sought ip 
the original editions, the best ol which is in 4 vols. 4to (London, 1762), or iii 
the great edition de luxe of Mr. Leslie Stephen The present writer attempted a\ 
selection from them in the last volume of an issue of the novels, the Journey, and ' 
the Voyage, which he superintended (12 vols. London, 1893). 
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been seen before off the staj»e, and very seldom there ; while the new 
scheme of narrative ^ave an infinitely wider and more varied scope 
than the stage ever could gi\e. Moreover, one of the instruments of 
this vivid presentation— -an instrument the play of which not seldom 
sufficed in itself to make the literary result—was a very peculiar 
iiony, almost as intense as Swift’s, though less bitter, indeed hardly 
bitter at all, and dealing^ with hh* in a fashion w’hich, but for being 
much more personal and much less poetic, is very nearly of the same 
kind as Shakespeare's. 

In his next published hook, Jo/zti/Z/fr// U^ild, this irony predomi¬ 
nates, and IS more severe. '1 he hero w^as a historical personage, an 
.uidacious and ingenious blend of thief and thief-taker, who had been 
hanged ten years earlier. Fielding's ostensible object in composing 
an imaginary party-history of him was to satirise the ideas of “great¬ 
ness ” entertained by the ordinary historian - a design showing not 
imitation of, but sympathx' with, certain ways of thought dnersely 
illustrated by Swift and Voltaire. Rut his genius, intensely creative, 
once more broke away from this ideal—though the ironic side of 
Jonathan Wild is stronger than anything else m English or any 
literature outside the Tale of a J 'nh, and so strong that the book has 
probably on the w’hole shocked, pained, or simply puzzled more 
readers than it has pleased. Rut it is leally as full of live personages 
as Joseph Andrews itself; and if these, being drawn almost entirely 
from the basest originals, cannot be so agreealdc as the not more 
true but far more sympathetic characters of the earlier-published 
novel, they are, as literature, equally great, and perhaps more 
astonishing. 

It was, however, in his third and longest novel, Tom Jones^ that 
Fielding attained a position unquestionable by anything save mere 
prejudice or mere crotchet. Joseph Andre'ivs had been, at least in 
inception, only a parody, and Jonathan Wild mainly a satire ; the 
former, though not destitute of plot, had had but an ordinary and 
sketchy one, and the latter chiefly adapted actual facts to a senes of 
lifelike but not necessarily connected cjiisodcs. I'oin Jones^ on the 
contrary, is as artfully constructed as the most nicely jiroportioned 
drama, and, long as it is, there is haidly a character or an incident 
(with the exception of some avowed episodic passages, made toler¬ 
able and almost imperative by the taste of the day and the supposed 
example of the classical epic) which is not strictly adjusted to the 
attainment of the story’s end. To us, perhaps, this is a less attraction 
than the vividness of the story itself, the extraordinarily lifelike pre¬ 
sentation of character, and (though this is a charm less universally 
admitted) the piquancy of the introductory passages. In these— 
after a manner no doubt copied from the parabases or addresses to 
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the audience in the chorus of the older Attic comedy, and itself 
servin^^, beyond all doubt likewise, as a model to the later asides of 
Thackeray—Fieldinj^ takes occasion sometimes to discuss his own 
characters, sometimes to deal with more general points. But the 
characters themselves, and the vivacity with which they are set to 
work, are the thing. The singular humanity of Tom Jones himself, 
a scapegrace even according to the ideas of his time, but a good 
fellow; the benevolence, not mawkish or silly, of Allworthy ; the 
c:harms and generosity c^f Sophia ; the harmless foibles of Miss 
Western, the aunt, and the coarse but not offensive clownishness of 
her brother, the vSquire, with the humours of Partridge the school¬ 
master, and otheis, have always satisfied good judge‘s. Even among 
the lilack sheep. Lady Bellaston, shameless as she is, is a lady ; and 
at the other end of the scale, Black (ieorge, rascal as he is, is a man. 
(')nly perhaps the villain Blifil is not exactly human, not so much by 
leason of his villainy, as because Fielding, for some reason, has 
chosen to leave him so. 

7'here is somewhat less power and life in yimr//a, though its 
sketc'hes of London society in the lower and middle classes are 
singularly vivid, and though the character of the heroine as an 
amiable wife, not so much forguing injuries as ignoring their com¬ 
mission, has been almost idolised by some. But no other novelist of 
the time—and by this the novelists were numerous — could have 
written it. 

On the whole, if \ve are to pronounce the novel as such present 
for the first time in the pages of any writer, it must be in those of 
Fielding rather than m those of Richardson. Johnson, in his 
prejudicre, endeavouied to set the latter above the former by com¬ 
paring Fielding to a man who can only tell the time, and Richardson 
to one who can put together the WcUch. The point may be very 
stoutly argued ; but if it be admitted, it can be turned against John¬ 
son. For Fielding does tell the clock of nature with absolute and 
universal correctness, while RichardsoiiHs ingenious machinery some¬ 
times strikes twenty-five o’clock, and constantly gives us seconds, thirds, 
and other troublesome details instead of putting us in possession of 
the useful time of day. And in fact the comparison itself will not 
really hold water. Fielding does not parade his mechanism as 
Richardson does, but his command of it is every whit as true, and in 
reality as delicate. He first in English,^ he thoroughly, and he in 
a manner unsurpassable, put humanity into fictitious working after 
such a fashion that the effect hitherto produced only by the dramatist 
and poet, the practical re-creation and presentation of life, was 

^ "In English,” for, as he himself was eager to confess, Cervantes in Spanish 
had not merely preceded him, but had served as his model. 
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achieved in the larger and fuller manner possible only to the prose 
novelist. 

The novels of Tobias George Smollett relapse m appearance and 
general plan upon a form—that of the “picaresque” or adven¬ 
ture-novel—older than that of Fielding or even of Richardson ; but 
in reality they contributed largely to the development 
of the new fiction. Their author was born in 1721 at 
Dalquhuin, in the West of Scotland, and was a member of a good 
family, of which, had he lived a little longer, he would have become 
the head. lie was born, however, the youngei son of a younger 
son, and the harsh treatment of Roderick Random by his relations 
has been thought to reflcLt upon his own giandfathcr. Sir James 
Smollett of llonhill. Judge of the Commissary Court of Scotland, 
M.P., and Commissioner for the Union. However this may be, 
.Smollett, though well educated, had to make his own way in the 
world, and'W.is apprentn ed to a (iiasgow singeon. He practised at 
different times during liis life, but his le.d profession was literature, 
by which he set out to make his fortune in London .it the age of 
eighteen. He did not make it with a bad and lioyish liagedy, The 
Ref^hide^ but took the place of surgeon’s male on board a man-of- 
w'ar in the Caithagena expedition of 1740. He does not seem to 
have served long, but remained for some years in the West Indies, 
and probalily there iiiaiii(‘d his wife, Anne Lascelles, an heiress in a 
small way. Returning, he trad ])oenis and pl.i)s with no suci'ess, 
and then in 1748 turned to novtl-wnling with a great deal, as the 
deserved reward of Rodenih Randotn. 

From this time onward Smollett tvas a novelist by taste and 
genius, and a man of letters of all woik by nia essity. In the former 
rapacity he wrote and published Rere^e,n?ie Pnlle (1751), Ferduumd^ 
Count Juithoni (1753), Lame/ot (jreii 7 'es in 1760, and in 1771 
JJumphi'cy Clinker. In the latter he edited the Critical Revieu\ 
WTOtc a \ery popular and profitable ///i>iorv of JuiL^i<uid, gave an 
account, in an ill-temjiered but not uninteresting book, of his Travels 
in France and Italy, and did a great deal of miscellaneous work, 
including a fierce and foul, but rather dull, political lampoon. The 
Adventures of an Atom. His health, between haid work and the 
hard living then usual, broke dowm early, and making a second visit 
to Italy, he died at Leghorn in October 1771. 

Smollett’s miscellaneous w'ork, though almost ahvays competent, 

^ Smollett’s plays and poems are seldom repiinted with the numerous editions 
of his novels, but may he found m ('halmcrs ; his History is on all the stalls ; his 
criticisms and miscellaneous works have never been, and are never likely to he, 
collected in full. The Travels ^ which are woith reading, Iiave been more than 
once reprinted. 



606 MIDDLE AND LATER 18 TH-CENTURY LITERATURE bk. i\ 


and sometimes much more, need not detain iis ; his novels, excellent 
in themselves, arc of the highest historical importance. It has been 
said that he fell back on the adventure-scheme. Plot he hardly 
attempted ; and even, as regards incident, he probably, as Thackeray 
says, “did not in\ent much,” his own \aried experiences and his 
sharp eye for humorous character giving him abundant material. In 
Ko{ie 7 'tik Rnndojii lie uses Ins naval cvjicnenres, and perhaps others, 
to fuinish foith the jiirtuie of .1 young Seoichman, arrogant, un¬ 
scrupulous, and not too amiable, but bold and ready enough ; in 
Pcrci^f’uic Pickh' he gi\es that of a sjiendthrift scapegrace, heir to 
wcaltli ; in lutfJfoin he draus .1 professional ihn'alin' (V 
Tlie strange fam y whi( h made him altemjit a sort of “ New Quixote ” 
in Sir Lancelot (iiraju's has seldom been regarded as happy', cither 
in inception or in lesult ; but in JIinnfyJtrcy ClinJccr we ha\e the very 
best of all his works. It i-. waatlen in the letter form, the scenes and 
humours of many pl.ices in England and Scotland are nmdered with 
admirable picturesqueiK'ss, while the book has seldom been excelled 
for humoioiis charadi r of tlu broad and farcical kind. Matthew 
Bramble, the testy hyjxK hondi lac scjuire who is at heart one of the 
best of men, and in head not one of the foohshest . his sour-visaged 
and greedy sistei Tabitha ; hei maid Winifred Jenkins, who has 
learnt the art of grotescpie misspelling from Swift’s Mrs. Haiiis, and 
has imjnoved ujion the teaching; the Scotch soldier of foitune, Lisma- 
hago,—these are among the c.ipital figures of Phiglish fiction, as in 
the earlier books are the Welsh surgeon’s mate Morgan, Commodore 
Trunnion, and others. 

Besides this conce]Hion of humorous if somewdiat rough character, 
and a remarkable faculty of drawing interiors which accompanies it, 
and in wdiich he perhaps oven excels Fielding, Smollett made two 
very important contributions to the Fhighsh novel. The first wsas 
the delineation of national ty])es m which he, almost for the first 
time, reduced and impro\ed the stock exaggc-rations of the stage to 
a human and artistic temper. The second, not less important, w'as 
the introduction, under proper limitations, of the prcTessional interest. 
He had, though l(‘ss of universality than Fielding, y’^et enough of it 
to''be successful with types m which he had only observation, not 
experiment, to guide him, but he was naturally most fortunate with 
what he knew^ from exjieriencc*, sailors and “medical gentlemen.” 
Until his lime the sailor had been drawm almost entirely fioni the 
outside in F 2 nglish literature. Smollett first gives him to us in his 
habit as he li\ed, and long continued to live. To these great merits 
must be added one or two drawbacks—a hardness and roughness 
of tone approaching' ferocity, and not moie distinguished from the 
somewdiat epicene temper of Richardson than from the manly but 
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kindly spirit of Fielding, and an extreme coarseness of imagery and 
language—a coarseness which can hardly be called immoral, but 
which IS sometimes positively revolting. 

One clement, however, or one special commixture of elements, 
remained to be added in fiction, .incl then (if \Ne except such minor 
varieties as the terror-novel to be handled shoitly) it remained with 
no impoitant addition or })rogress until the day ol Scott 
and Miss Austen within the nineteenth century. This was 
supplied, that the three kingdoms might be separately and proportion¬ 
ately represented, by Laurence Sterne,' an Irishman by biith at least, 
and something of an Irishman in tem]jerament 'I’he Sternes were 
an East-Anghan family winch, after a member became Archbishop of 
York in the sc\enteenth < enturv, w’as (.hicfly connected w ith York¬ 
shire. Laurence was the son of Roger .Sterne, a captain in the 
army, w’ho w’as the younger son of Simon Sterne of Klrmg-ton, third 
son of the Arc'hbishop, and ho was bom at Clonmel, where his father 
w'as quartered, in 1713, was(du(.ited at Halifax, and went thence to 
Jesus College, Cambridge, of which, many years before, the Arch- 
liishop had been M.ister. He took his degree in 1736, and orders 
soon aftcrwauls, receiving the livings of Sutton and Stillington as 
well as minor picfennent in York chapter. He married Elizabeth 
Lumley m 1741, and for some tw'cnty \ears seems to have fell, or at 
any rate indulged, no literaiy ambition. l>ul on New "SVar’s Day i 760 
there appeared in \"ork and London the first volume of I'hc Ijfe and 
Opht/ons of Tristram Shandy^ Cent. It wa^ immediately popular, it 
made its authoi a lion in the c.ipital, and it turned his attention 
defmitcb" to literal y woik, society, and foreign travel. During the 
remaining nine ycais of lus life ht* continued 'Tristram Shandy at 
intervals, issued some volumes of Sermons., travelled and resided 
abro.id, and embodied some of the results of this tiavel in dl Senti¬ 
mental Journey. 1 his Iasi appeared only just before his death, after 
some previous escapes from lung disease, on iSth March 1768. 

Sterne’s woik—lus Sermons evem to some degree. Ins two nov^els 
to a much greater - is the most dclibeiately and ostentatiously 
eccentric in the higher ranges of English literature ; and being so, 
contains an element of mere tuck, which inevitably impaiis its value. 
If a man wall not, and does not, produce his (‘ffccts without such 
mechanical devices as continual dashes, stars, points, and stopped 
sentences, even blank pages, blackened pages, marbled pages, <and 
the like, he must lay lus account with the charge that lie cannot 

^ The standard edition of Steinc—novels, sermons, and not quite complete 
letters—is fn to vols. 'Hie woik othei than the novels has been often omitted in 
n^prmts ; but, as in tlie case of Fielding, the present vvritei has ananged a selection 
from It in vols (London, 1804) 
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piodiice them without such apparatus. The charge, however, is in 
vSterne’s case unjust; for though the “ clothes-philosophy ” of his style 
is fantastically adjusted, there is a real body both of style and of 
matter beneath. 

Tristram Shandy^ the ])rctendcd history of a personage who 
rarely appears, is, in fact, a “rigmarole” of partly original, partly 
borrowed humour, arranged in the style which the French call fatrasie^ 
and of which Rabelais’ great books are the most frnniliar, though 
not quite the normal, type. Although 'J'ristram himself is the shadow 
of a shade, Sterne manages to present the most vivid character- 
pictures of his hither, Walter Shandy, and his Uncle Toby (the latter 
the author’s most famous, if not Ins greatest, creation), together with 
others, not much less achieved, of Corporal Trim, Uncle Toby’s 
servant and comrade m the M.irlborough wars, Mrs. Shandy, 
Widow Wadman, Dr Slop, and others. And he thus gives a real 
novel-substance to a book which could otherwise hardly pretend to 
the title of novel at tdl. 'Fhe Sentimental Journey^ a pretended (and 
no doubt partly real) autobiographic account of a journey through 
France to the It.di.in fionticr, is planned on no veiy different general 
principle, and has its own mecl.ilhons of ch.iracter, though they are 
less elaborately w orked and less closely grouped. 

Both books de])cnd for their literaly effect on a large number of 
means—out-of-the-way reading, of which Sterne availed himself with 
a freedom which has brought upon him the charge of plagiarism ; 
very real though occtisionally exaggerated pathos; a curiously 
fertile though not extremely varied fancy; and a considerable indul¬ 
gence, not m coaiseness of the Smollettian kind, but in indecent hint 
and innuendo. But then mam appeal lies m two things—a kind of 
humour which, though sometimes artificial and seldom reaching the 
massive and yet mobile humanity of Fielding, htis a singular trick of 
grace, and a really intimate knowledge of human nature, combined 
and contrasted with a less natural quality, to which F'rance at the 
tune gave the name of “ Sensibility’v and England that of “ Senti¬ 
ment.” It w^as this last which gave Sterne his immediate popularity, 
though perhaps for a generation or two past that iiopularity has 
been rather endangered by it; and it is still this which gives him his 
most distinct place, though not his greatest value, m literary history. 
For it, like the prominence of a less definite kind of the same quality 
in Richardson, show^s the reaction from the rather excessive hardness 
and prosaic character of the earlier decades. This reaction was not 
yet directed m the right way. It was still powdered and patched, 
deliberate, artificial, fashionable. It bore to true passion very much 
the same relation which the mannerism of Ossian bore to true 
romance, and Strawberry Hill Gothic to real Fointed architecture. 
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It was theatrical and mawkish ; it sometimes toppled over into the 
ludicrous, or the disgusting, or both. But it shows at worst a blind 
groping after something that could touch the heart as well as amuse 
the head. 

Perhaps it was the popularity of Richardson and Fielding, as 
early as the first years of the fifth decade of the century, but more 
probably the aura or prevalent tendency of general thought, which 
brought about a great expansion and multiplication of the 
novel about 1750.^ Few of the minor results of this ^ehsL 
retain much reputation even with students of the 
subject, and most are not over-accessible. Some of them have 
obtained an additional prop from the mention and criticism of Lady 
Mary (^vttie supra et infra). We have mentioned Mrs. Haywood’s 
books. Francis Coventry’s Poinpey the Little (1751) was the most 
amusing, as Charles Johnstone’s Chrysaly or the Aih>enturcs of a 
Guinea (1760) was the most powerful, of a kind of personal fiction 
whereof a memorable example survives in the Memoirs of a Lady of 
( 2 uality, inserted (one regrets to say for money) by Smollett in 
J^crcgrine Pickle.^ and doubtless rewritten by him from the materials 
of the beautiful and liberal Viscountess Vane. The too notorious 
Dr. Dodd attempted to combine Sterne and Smollett, and succeeded 
in combining the most objectionable parts of each without any of 
their genius, in The Sisters j Dr. Hawkesworth followed Dr. Johnson 
with steps of his usual inequality in Almoran and JIamet (1761). 
But the most interesting work in fiction of the middle of the 
century is to be found in two books, eccentric in more senses than 
one, John Bunclc (1750-66) and The Fool of Quality (1766-70). 
The first was the work, though by no means the only work, of a 
curious Irishman named Thomas Amory, who was born in 1691 and 
died in 1788, who assures us that he was intimate with Swift, and 
on whom it w’ould be extremely interesting to have Swift’s opinion. 
Amory began in 1755 ^ book, not improbably composed on 

French models and called Memoirs of Sei'eral Ladies of Great 
Britain. But this, though interesting, pales before the Life of 
John Buncle.^ Esq. The hero is an enthusiastic Unitarian, the 
husband of seven wives of surpassing beauty, a man of letters in a 
way, a man of science, and distinctly marked with the madness 
which no doubt existed in a temperate and intangible form in his 

^ Most of the books mentioned from this point to the end of the chapter will 
be found in the above-noted collection of Harrison, or in Scott’s Ballantyne 
novels, sometimes in both. The latter, m ten capacious but unwieldy volumes, 
contains all the four great novelists (including Smollett's translations), the 
Adventures of a Guinea, Johnson’s, Walpole’s, and Goldsmith’s novels, 
Mackenzie, Bage, Mrs. Radcliffe, Gulliver's Travels, Cumberland’s Henry, and 
Clara Reeve’s Old English Baron. 


2 R 
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creator. The book, which is entirely sui generis^ fascinated Hazlitt, 
and has been reprinted, but never widely read. 

A much more respectable and an almost equally interesting book, 
thougli a worse novel, seeing that it attempts innumerable things 
which the novel cannot manage, is The Too/ of Quality. The author 
of this, Henry Brooke, was like Amory an Irishman, was born in 
County Cavan m 1703, and died at Dublin in 17CS3. He was, also 
like Amory, mad, and died so. He had money, education, and 
abundant ability, while in his earlier manhood he w’as familiar with 
the best literary society of London. In 1735 published a poem 
called UniTci'sai Beatii)\ which is worth notice, though it has been too 
highly praised; four yeais latei a play, ]\is(i. The h'ool of 

Quality.^ or the Adventures of Tenry^ Earl of Mori and is a wholly 
unpractical book and a chaotic history^, but admirably written, full of 
shrew'dness and wit, and of a singularly chivalrous tone. Nor must 
we leave out the really exquisite Peter ITil/cznSy of an almost unknown 
author, Robert I’altock, which appeared in 1 75 i . In conception it w^as 
a sort of following of Culliver., but Paltock has little satire and no 
misanlhro])y, and the charm of his book, which once w'as a boys’ 
book, and now delights some men, depends on his ingenious w'onders, 
and on the character of the flying girl Youwarkee, the only heroine 
(except Fielding’s) of the eighteenth-centui*} no\'el who has very 
distinct charm. 

The contributions of Johnson and (ioldsmith tf) the novel will be 
best mentioned with their other work. But the history, as we can 
give It here, of eighteenth-century fiction proper is incomplete without 
a notice of the curious terror-novel wdiich, anticipated 
Walpole Horace Walpole, had its special time in the last decade 

of the century, the work of Fanny Burney, that of Mackenzie, and 
some others. Walpole himself will occupy us later. The incongruity 
of most of hib w^ork and character wath the Cadle of Otranto has 
always attracted and puzzled critics ; nor is there perhaps any better 
explanation than that the Casth\ momentous as its example proved, 
was mainly an accident of that half-understood devotion to “ the 
Hothick,” which was common at the time (1764), and of which Walpole 
j^s a dilettante, if not as a sincere disciple, was one of the chief Eng¬ 
lish exponents. The story is a clumsy one, and its wonders are 
perpetually hovering on the verge of the burlesque. But its influence, 
though not immediate, was exceedingly great. 

Its nearest successor, the Old English Baron of Clara Reeve in 
1777, imitated rather Walpole’s Golhicism than his ghostliness. 
Nor can the extremely remarkable and almost isolated novelette 
of Vathek (1783) be set down to Walpolian influence, though it 
undoubtedly did exemplify certain general tendencies of the day. 
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Its author, William Beckford, was the son of a rather prominent 
politician in the City of London, and inherited very great wealth. 
He travelled a good deal, leaving much later literary ^ j 
memorials of his travels ; he collected books ; he built 
two gorgeous palaces, one m England, at Fonthill in Wiltshire, and 
another in Portugal, at Cintra ; and he in many respects was, and 
perhaps deliberately aimed at being, the ideal English “milord” of 
Continental fancy—rich, eccentric, morose, generous at times, and 
devoted to his own whimsical will. Such a character is generally 
contemptible in reality, but Jieckford possessed very great intellectual 
ability, and Vaihek stands alone. Its debts to the old Oriental tale 
arc more apparent than real ; those to the fantastic satiriCtal romance 
of Voltaire, though larger, do not impair its mam originality; and 
a singular gust is imparted to its picture of unbridled power and 
unlimited desire by the remembrance that the author himself was, in 
not such a very small way, the insatiable voluptuary he draws. The 
picture of the Hall of Kblis at the end has no superior in a certain 
slightly theatrical, but still real, kind of sombre magnificence, and the 
heroine Nouromhar is great. 

l\ 1 rs. R<idcliffe (Anne Ward)—who was born m 1764, and did not 
die till 1822, but who published nothing after the beginning of 
the nineteenth century, though some work of heis appeared post¬ 
humously—produced m the course of a few years a series ^ ^ ^ 

of elaborate and extremely popular work, uhich has not ‘ 
retained its vitality so well as has Vathek- The Castles of Athlin 
and l)unt)<iy/ie A Sici/nin Romanee (1790), The Romance of 

the Forest ( 1791), the celebrated Mysteries of Udolpho (1795), 

The Italian (1797). Mrs. Radcliffc is prodigal of the mysteries which 
figure m the title of her most famous work, of castles and forests, of 
secret passages and black veils ; but her great peculiarity is the con¬ 
stant suggestion of supernatural interferences, which conscientious 
scruple, or eighteenth-century rationalism, 01 a mere sense of art, as 
constantly leads her to explain by natural causes. 

Matthew Lewis, her successor, and (though he denied it) pretty 
certainly her imitator, had no such scruples, and m his notorious 
Monk and other stories and diamas simply lavished ghosts and 
demons. This depaitmentof the novel produced, unless 
Vathek be ranked in it, nothing of very high literary 
value, but its popularity was immense, and it probably did some real 
good by enlarging the sphere and quickening the fancy of the 
novelist. 

There are more than a few names of note who might be criticised 
if space permitted, and who must at any rate be mentioned. Henry 
Mackenzie (1745-1831), who followed Sterne in sentiment, though 
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not in other ways, drew floods of tears with The Man of Feeling 
(1771), The Man of the IVorM, and Julia de Roubigne; the political 
philosopher Godwin, who will reappear, produced, besides his still 
famous Caleb William'^ (1794), other novels, St. Leon (1799), Flect- 
wood, Man deville., etc. ; TIolcroft the dramatist (1745-1809) gave 
Ahtyn., Huj^h Trei'oi\ and especially Anna St. /7/r.v (1792); Robeit 
Hage, a freethinking Quaker and a man of business, wrote no less 
than SIX fictions, some of them of great length ; Mrs. Inchbald (1753- 
1821), a beauty, an actress, a dramatist, and a novelist, gave to her 
Simple Storys, certain charm; Hannah More (1745-1833), who was 
jietted by Johnson in hei youth, and petted the ( hild Macaulay in 
her age, wrote Ca'lebs in .SearJi of a Ui/e, a moial novel not untmged 
with social satire. The Zeluco oi Dr. John Moore (1719-1802) is 
not insignificant. lUit the most important, though far from the most 
gifted, novelist of the hitter years of the century was Frances Burney 
(1752-1 840), the daughter ofa historian of music, who wms the intimate 
friend of Johnson and most of the men of letters of his time, a pet 
of the great lexicographer and of the society of the Thrales, for some 
time a member of the household of Queen Charlotte, and then the 
wife of a French lefugee From him she took the name Madame 
D’Arblay, by wdiich she is more commonly knowm as a di.inst, though 
almost the w’hole of that delightful pirrl of her woik deiils w'lth hei 
maiden years Miss Buiney wrote in Evelina (1778) a not veiy 
w^cll-arranged but extremely lively picture of the entrance of a young 
girl into so( i(‘ty ; 111 Cecilia (1781) a much more ambitious and 
regular but less fresh story of love and family prick*. Her later 
novels, Camilla (1796) and The JI anderen (i H14)^ w^ere, the foimei 
a partial, the latter a complete, failure. Her importanc:c, how^ever, 
consists m the fact that, at any i.itc in youth, she had a singular knack 
of catching the tone and inanneis of oidinary and usual society, and 
that by transferring these to her two first books she showed a 
w'ay w'hich all novcdists have follow-ed since. Her great predecessors 
of the middle of the century had not quite clone this. Some of the 
stock ingredients of the older novel are indeed thrown m for Evelina’s 
benefit—the discovery of parentage, the bold attempts of unscrupulous 
lovers, etc.—but they are of no real importance in the story, which 
draws its entire actual interest from the faithful presentation of the 
most possible, probable, and ordinary events and characters. 



CHAPTER ITI 

JOHNSON, GOHOSMI'I’fl, AND THK LATKR FSSAYISTS 

Wiilcuj-of-all-work—Johnson’s reputation --Wuik—And style— 

Cloldsinitli— Ills verse— Ills piosi—Other essayists 

Tjik establishment of the callinpj of man of letters as an irregular 
profession, and a regular means of liveliliood, almost necessarily 
brought with it the devotion of the man of letteis himself to any and 
every form of literature for which there was a public 
demand. Addison was enabled by his preferments to 
confine himself mainly to the essay the new popular 
form of the time—and to the old popular foim, the drama ; and Pope’s 
p.iternal means, with the profits of the Homer, in the s.ime way enabled 
him to be nothing but .i poet. But the more cmI days of the central 
decades iiecessilaled a greater distribution of talent. 'The essay, 
succeeded though not ousted by the novel, continued to be the most 
strictly jiopulai form of writing. But the drama had not ceased to 
be the niosi easily jirofitable—a man might throughout the eighteenth 
century make three or four hundred pounds much moie readily by 
dramatic anting than by any other kind. The poem, at least of the 
didactic class dear to the time, continued to be the most dignified- 
the novice who, as most novices generously do, aspired to the praise 
as well as the pay, must still attempt a poem. And lastly, there was an 
ever-widening demand for those kinds of writing which may be hack¬ 
work or something more, according to the abilities and dispositions 
of their executants—for translation, historical and miscellaneous 
compilation, popular science. It became, therefore, almost necessary 
on the one hand, and comparatively easy on the other, for the 
denizen of “ Grub Street ”—that partly real, partly imaginary, wholly 
debateable abode of the average author from somewhat before 1725 
to considerably after 1775—to be everything by turns and nothing 
long. The most distinguished members by far of the class were 
Johnson and Goldsmith, and it has therefore seemed desirable to 
notice all their work together here. But since perhaps their best, 
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and certainly their most congenial, work partook of the essay 
kind, they have been set at the head of the essayist class more 
particularly. 

Samuel Johnson ^ was born at Lichfield on i8th September 1709. 
He was the son of a bookseller, and therefore had ample and early 
opportunity to become acquainted with books. And his education, 
though fitful, was sufficient. After private schooling, he 
was able to go to Pembroke College, Oxford, in his 
twentieth year, but his father, who, though of some posi¬ 
tion among his townsmen, had never been prosperous, died, and in 
1731 Johnson, whose actual career at the Universit\ was spoilt by his 
poverty, had to leave without a degree. Foi a time he tried school¬ 
mastering—the almost invariable refuge of the destitute with literary 
tenden(/ies. Put he had no degree, his temper was unaccommodating, 
and his strange physical defects—veiy bad sight, lonvulsive move¬ 
ments, and other scrofulous symptoms—were about the w orst possible 
equipment for the task. In his six-and-twentieth year he married a 
widow some twenty years his senior (with a little money, but not for 
it, for he was dotingly fond of her), and set up a j^rivate academy. Put 
it was not successful, and m 1737 he w'cnt to London wMth his pupil 
Garrick. Few details of his life for many years are known, for Poswell, 
Ills biogiaphcr later, could get at little What is certain is that he 
suffered all the pangs and rebuffs of poverty ; what is not cjuite so 
certain is whether his curious fitful indolence and his initable temper 
had not more to do with this than sheer “ inauspicious stars ” Before 
coming to London he had translated Lobo’s Voya^r to Abyssiniaj a 
year after he came he w^as a regular contributor to Cave’s Gcntleruafi s 
Maganifie^ for which, from 1740 to 1743, he wTote half-real, half- 
imaginary debates in Parliament. In 1738 he had attracted the 
attention of Pope by publishing Londoti^ an imitation of Juvenal, 
which he w^as far to surpass later by another of the same kind, the 
sad and splendid Vanity of Human Wishes (1749). In 1747 he 
planned, and persuaded the booksellers to adopt, the scheme of his 
famous Dictionary^ which was completed in eight years, and for which he 
received fifteen hundred pounds, a sum not inconsiderable in itself, 
and large for the time, but naturally amounting to little more than 
starvation wages when the expenses were deducted, and the time of 
composition taken in. In 1750, having already, in ways net entirely com¬ 
prehensible, attained a high literary reputation, he issued the Rambler 
in the revived Spectator vein, and when he had finished it his wife 
died, never to be forgotten. Later he followed the Rambler with the 
Idler (not separately published), and wrote, to pay the expenses of his 

' The best complete edition of Johnson is that of the “ Oxford Classics,” pub¬ 
lished three-quarters of a century ago 
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mother’s funeral, the tale of Rassc^as (17S9)) less a novel than a grave 
satire on human life. At last, in the new reign (1762), he received 
a pension of three hundred a year, which to him was wealth. The 
last twenty-two years of his life aic better known, and were happier, 
owing to his friendship with the Thralcs and Jioswell, his clubs, and 
his position as literary dictator. lUit ho wrote little, his Journey to 
the Western hlands of Scotland {177 an agreeable book, with one 
immortal passage, and his admirable Lives of the Poets (1779-81) 
being the chief exceptions. Ills health, whith had never been good, 
gave him some respite in early old age, but became worse again 
later, and after suffering from paralysis, drojisy, and asthma, he died 
on 13th Uecember 1784, being buried in Westminster Abbey, and 
commemorated by a monument m .St Paul s 

During the later part of his lifetime Johnson was undoubtedly 
regarded as a sort of unofficial head of English literature, and 
also as a great philosopher and sage; while the reaction and 
oblivion which so often follow m such cases w^ere prc’- 
vented by the singular (liarms of lloswell’s IJfc (sec last rqmuiuon. 
chapter of this Book). But the Romantic school bitterly 
disliked Johnson’s literary principles and practice, though not his 
political and religious theoiies, w^hile these latter have become 
unpopular since. It has thus been usual during the greater part of 
the nineteenth century to extol Johnson’s moral clitiiacter, and feel 
or affect delight in his biography, wiiilc assigning him no high place 
as a writer. It is true that with the not vjuitc certain exception of the 
Lroes of the Poets, Johnson can claim no single work uniting bulk 
with value of matter and originality of form. His w'ork in verse is 
very small, and though all of it is scholarly and some elegant, it is 
universally composed in obedience to a very narrow and jejune 
theory of English versification and English poetics generally.^ 
Nothing ])erhaps but the beautiful epitaph on his friend Levett, and 
the magnificent statement of his religious fiessimism in 'Phe Vanity of 
Human Wishes, distinctly transcends mediocrity. His tragedy of 
Irene is a not very good examjile of an entirely artificial and lifeless 
kind. Although his essays have been oftener under- than over¬ 
valued of late, they are far from original in conception, and those 
at least of the Rambler are too often injured by the ^ ^ 
excessively stiff'and cumbrous style which has been rather 
unjustly identified with Johnson’s manner of writing generally. His 
Dictionary, though a wonderful monument of enterprise and labour, and 
though containing many acute and some witty definitions, is, as he well 
knew himself, but “ drudgery,” and his political pamphlets, though 

^ The poems on the Seasons are well worth study as instances of this. But it 
is fair to say that their authorship is not quite certain. 
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forcible and sensible, and his Journey io the Hebrides^ though inter¬ 
esting, suffer also from “Johnsonese.” His often beautiful prayers 
and meditations, his occasional work in inscriptions and the like, are, 
as well as the Dictionary^ not easily classifiable literature, though, 
like that, they testify to the literary saturation of his mind and 
thought. Ra\selas^ an admirable though a mannered composition, 
and perhaps the chief document for Johnson’s practical though melan¬ 
choly wisdom, must always underlie the objection that it holds itself 
out as a story, but has really no story to tell, nor even (save in 
Imlac, who is partly Johnson) any character to bring out. 

It IS extremely fortunate that very late, and as it were accident¬ 
ally, he was induced to leave an adequate and permanent monument 
of his powers in the Livc'i of the Poets. In these literary biographies, 
of which long before he had given an example in the Life of Savage.^ 
he practically struck into a new development of the essay—one to 
which Dryden had sometimes come near, and which he would have 
earned out with surpassing excellence had the time been ripe, but 
which had not been actually anticipated by any. It is no matter that 
Johnson’s standards and view-points are extravag.intly and exclusively 
of his time, so that occasionally - the cases of Milton and (iray are 
the chief—he falls into critical errors almost incomprehensible except 
from the historic side. E\cn these extravagances fix the critical creed 
of the day for us in an inestimable fashion, while in the great bulk 
of the Lives this criticism does no harm, being duly adjusted to 
the subjects. Johnson’s estimate of Chaucer doubtless would have 
been, as his Rambler remarks on Spenser actually are, worthless, 
except as a curiosity. But of Dryden, of J’opc, and of the nuincrous 
minor poets of their time and his, he could speak with a competently 
adjusted theory, with admirable literary knowledge and shrewdness, 
and with a huge store of literary tradition which his long and conver¬ 
sation-loving life had accumulated, and which would have been lost for 
us had he not written. 

But it would be unjust to limit Johnson’s literary value to this 
book, or even to this ft us The I unity of Hmnan Wishes., Rasselas., 
and the best of his essays. It was far more extensive, and the 
- above-referred-to Johnsonese, the “great-whale ” style 

“ ^ ^ which (joldsmith so wittily reprehended, was only an 
exaggeration of its good influence. Of the alternate fashions of 
prose which we have already surveyed in some instances, and shall 
survey in more, the dangers are also alternate. The ornate and 
fanciful style tends to the florid and the extravagant, and needs to be 
restrained and tamed; the plain style tends to the slipshod and 
jejune, and needs to be raised and inspired. We have seen how, 
during the earlier prevalence of this latter, Addison and Swift came 
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to its rescue from the mere colloquialism which distinguishes writers 
like L’Estrange. So Johnson in its later came (as in different ways 
did Gibbon and Rurke) to its rescue from the jejuneness and lack of 
colour which distinguish writers like Middleton. 

His means may not have been perfect. His Latinising (not im¬ 
probably helped by some early work of his on Sir Thomas Rrowne), 
his somewhat ponderous swing of balanced phrase, his too mechanical 
antithesis, he open to much easy ridicule and to some just censure. 
But even his more pompous and rhetorical style has nobility and 
dignity, wdnle the vigorous t onversational directness which he always 
maintained in speccdi, and by no means neglected wdiolly in writing, 
served to preserve it from mere stilted bombast. And as this char¬ 
acteristic pervades all his prose work, all his prose work possesses, 
and to the true historic judgment will alwa^^s retain, interest and value 
accordingly. yVs a poet he can only rely on a few trifles, playful 01 
pathetic, .ind on the gorgeous declamation, rising to the level of true 
verse-el ocpience, of I'he Vattiiy of Jin man 

Oliver Goldsmith—“Dr. Minor” to Johnson’s “Dr. Major,” a 
curious jiarallel, comjdement, and twin, almost as conventional in 
theory, but with wader and sw^eeter humanity, less massive in thought 
as in form, but more mobile, with less wasdom and 

, , , ,, , (ii>Klsnmn 

conduct, but far more grace, fineness, and range —was 

boin at or near l^dlasmore, in County Longford, on loth November 
1728. The same neighbourhood, though not the same county, 
furni.shed the village of Lissoy, in West Meath, which has been 
identified as the suggesting, lather than the adual, scene of J'/u’ 
I^escrteii J'///aQ 6 \ Ills fathei, a clergyman of the Church of Ireland 
(as was aftca wards the biother to whom he dedicated 7 //c Traveller)^ 
was curate of both jilac es. ()hvei was educati*d at various schools and 
at Trinity College, Dublin, which, how'ever, had not much better success 
with him as a student than it had had with Swift. He succeeded in 
taking his degree, but failed to qualify for orders, and after other 
failures went to Edinburgh to study physic, liut after two years his 
restlessness sent him abroad, nominally to continue his studies at 
Leyden and Bans, really, it seems, to wander about the Continent, 
w'hence he returned wuth no money, some useful and stimulating 
experiences, and an exceedingly dubious degree of Bachelor of 
Medicine in the Univ^ersity of Louvain, or of Padua, or perhaps of 
Wcissnichtwo, on the strength of wdiich he w\as “ Dr. Goldsmith ” ever 
afterwards and sometimes attempted to practise. On his return he 
became an usher, a pi inter’s reader, a reviewer, and hack to Griffiths 
the publisher. 

At last, in 1759, he attracted some attention by his Efiquiry into 
the l^resent State of I^olite Learning in Eterope^ an extraordinary 
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compound of good writing, bad taste, ignorance, mother-wit, and 
literary originality. He started The Tee^ a short-lived periodical 
containing the earlier forms of some of his best essay-work, and 
wrote for divers others (it was in Newbery’s Pitblii ]A\iger that the 
“Chinese Letters,” which became The Citizen of the UW/f first 
appeared). The exact date and origin of The Vicar of W 'akeficld 
form a curious bibliographical puzzle, for though not published till 
later, it had probably been finished by 1762. He also did, at all 
times of his life, a great amount of hackwork, at first anonymous and 
wretchedly paid, afterwards signed and \ery well rewaidcd, though 
his incurable thriftlessness always kept him in dilficulties. The 
Traveller^ which, small as it is, gave him a very high reputation, 
appeared in 1764; The Viiar of Wakefield two years later; and a 
third achievement in a third line, the comedy of The Cood-natured 
Man^ two years later still ; while after a similar interval The Deserted 
Village ratified his poetical, and m three more She Stoops to Conquer 
his dramatic, position. He died in April 1774 t>f fever, much in 
debt and disturbed in mind, but beloved and kimented by all the 
best and greatest men of his day. His foibles were numerous. The 
odd contradictions of Cioldsmith’s iiiind and tempei h.ive been a 
favourite subject with biographers and essayists (larru k’s fimous 
line— 

He wrote like .an angel, hut talked like poor Poll— 

seems to have been generally justified, though occasionally Goldsmith 
was more than a match for his society. His work—not merely his 
hack compilations - -abounds in the most ludicrous blunders and 
evidences of ignorance ; his critical faculties were utterly haphazard. 
As for moral tr.iits, though the idleness of his youth certainly did not 
characterise his manhood, and though there is not much proof that 
after he became industrious he was, as he certainly was earlier, a 
gambler, he had none of the prudential virtues. With an income 
probably at least three times as larg^ as Johnson’s ever was, he died 
two thousand pounds in debt. But much of this seems to have been 
due to his generosity to others—a quality which, with his general 
kindliness of heart, has never been denied. And in literature he 
was, as Johnson himself emphatically said, “a very great man.” His 
plays had best be left to give some savour and substanc e ♦^o that chapter 
on eighteenth-century drama, which, but for him and for Sheridan, 
would be indeed a thin thing-; the rest of his work may be noticed 
here. 

The poetical part is surprisingly small in bulk, but full of quality, 
though not always of strictly poetical quality. It consists of The 
Traveller and The Deserted Village^ each of rather more than 
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400 lines ; of the pretty hut not very stronj^ ballad of The Hermit^ 
better known as “ Edwin and Angelina ; of the two capital light 
poems in swinging anapiest, The Jlaunch of Venison and 
Reialiation; of a quite unimportant Oratorio ; and of a 
few pages of miscellaneous verse, the best things of which arc the 
quaint jeu iPesprit^ “ The Description of an Author’s Bed-chamber,” 
“The Elegy on the Death of a Mad Dog,” the famous Stanzas on 
Woman—“ When lovely woman stoops to folly,” the pathetic-humorous 
epitaph on Ned Purdon, and the sardonic elegy on Mrs. Mary Blaize. 
This latter division, especially with the brilliant Reialiation^ a string of 
consummate repartees on his mentors of the Club {except Johnson), 
displays, with the additional zest of verse, the qualities which we shall 
note more fully in Goldsmith’s prose. His two serious and, so to 
speak, “full-dress” ])ocms are a cuiious contrast. It is certain that 
they enjoyed the benefit of Johnson’s ciitidsm, and not improbable 
that they underwent rehandling from him ; and they show not merely 
that rigid adherence to the older couplet as vehicle which he preferred, 
but a great similarity to his general ways of thought. They excel the 
London and The I \inity of JIuman H Ishes as much in grace, variety, 
and sense of nature as they fall short of the \ \imty m grandeur and 
force ; but they are not in their own fashion de\oid either of force or 
of grandeur. They were the last leally great woik of the artificial- 
conventional school of veise, and not far from its greatest. 

In prose-wTiting, when he did not endea\our to be critical of 
literature, fioldsmith was exposed to lew disadvantages by his time 
and school, and he brought extraordinary gifts of his own. In the 
first pla< <‘, he could be almost as sentimental as Sterne ^ 
and ev; n more pathetic, w ithout Sterne’s approaches 
either to the maudlin or the grotesque. In the second place, he had 
a quite miraculous gift of seizing, in the re-creative fashion, touches 
and traits in humanity—a gift shared by no one else in his century 
save Fielding, and of a kind quite different from Fielding’s. Lastly, 
and for the purposes of literature most important of all, he had the 
gift of an altogether charming style, which is impossible to analyse 
and very difficult even to describe vaguely ; so that it has never been 
successfully imitated, though Thackeray has, by a different route, some¬ 
times reached very similar effects. 

Goldsmith put a little of this style in his merest hack compila¬ 
tions, but he used it to the best effect partly in scattered essay 
productions loosely following the Spectator model, partly in The Vicar 
of IVahep'e/dj and partly in the book called The Citi!:cn of the World. 
The ostensible scheme of this last follows Montesquieu and many 
others so as to satirise English society by representing it as it appears 
to an Oriental. 'Fhis scheme as such was a little stale ; it had been 
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used again and again from Tom Brown downw.inis, nor wcmc 
Goldsmith’s powers of philosophic reflection or of sen lal satire exactly 
those required for it. But in his hands it served as the opportunity 
for the creation and working out of the most delightfully live figures, 
of whom the shabby Beau Tibbs is only the most f.iinous and hardly 
the best. Perhaps his most wonderful thing is the “Kexcrie at the 
ihiar’s Head,” wdiich, though some of it is cut-and-dned political or 
religious polemic, is unique in the work of the eighteenth century 
outside Swift, and possesses an easy lambent light of fancy which 
the fierce blaze of Swift’s genius rarely allowed him to give. 

It was in the handling of the Essay—for all his impoitant prose 
work really belongs to tliis class, even the IViar having strong inclina¬ 
tions thereto—that Goldsmith’s greatest importance in the history of 
luiglish prose literature consists. Johnson had not earned the scheme 
or scope of his Ra}nblc 7 ‘s and Idlo's much, if at all, beyond the 
Steele-Addison model ; and though the c ontemfiorary revivers of this, 
who will presently be noticed, modernised the subjects a little, they 
did not much alter the style. But Goldsmith holds out a hand to 
Leigh Hunt on one side as he does to Steele on the other in jioinl of 
selection of subjects and mode of treatment , while he far excels 
both in that cjumtessential quality of '^tyle which is of more 
supreme importance in the Essay than anywhere else. The greatest 
of ail miscellaneous w'riters on the lighter side in the eighteenth 
century, as Johnson is the greatest of its miscellaneous wn*iters on the 
more serious—this is a title which Goldsmith cannot be grudged oi 
denied ; and w'hen it is remembered that he was also one of its best 
tale-tellers, the best, wath only one possible nved, of its dramatists, 
and one of the most noteworthy of its poets, Johnson’s veidict will 
hardly be thought undcsci\ed. 

The Rauihlcr and at le.ist the earlier essays of Goldsmith 
were part of a second blossoming of the periodical or occasional 
essay, which appeared about the middle of the century, and continued 
with intervals to the verjf eve of the apyiearance of the 
esviy'ists reviews and magazines of the modern kind. There 

had indeed been things of the sort in the thirty years 
between the last attempts of Addison and Steele and the first of 
Johnson, but they had had little or no inteiest save such as is derived 
from the already mentioned fact that Fielding had a hand in some 
of them. 

The most noticeable except the Rauibler and the Adveiifurer 
(a sort of imitation Raiiibler^ edited by Hawkesworth, the great ape 
of Johnson, and contributed to by Johnson himself) was the Worlds 
which appeared between 1753 and 1756. This is noteworthy, 
because an attempt was made to make it a distinct “journal of 
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society.” The editor, Edward Moore, was a man of letters of some 
ability, ^\ho played the main part of “Adam FitzAdam”—the 
eidolon who, according to the etiquette of thd scheme, w'as supposed 
to produce the paper—very fairly. Its interest for us consists in the 
fact that among the contributors were some of the v^ery chief of those 
men of fashion. Chesterfield, Hoiace Walpole, Soame Jenvns, Han- 
bury Williams, who at the time affected liteiatuie. It was in the 
Worlds for instance, that Chesterfield’s w'ell-meant, and m recent 
days rather unfairly treated, attempt to do a good turn to Johnson’s 
Dictionary appeared, and drew from the nettled lexicoj^rapher the 
famous letter, which, though a magnifu ent piece of Enj^lish, is not 
perhajis as magnanimous, or even as just, as it is magnificent. Soon 
after the appeared, with a less brilliant staff, but still w'ntten 

“ by gentlemen for gentlemen, ’ the Lonnoissciir of Colman the 
Elder and llonnel Thornton, where the eidolon was “Mr. Town,” 
and w'here Cowper prodiu ed the ftwv examples of literature that w^c 
have from him before his tenihle ailment and his long abstinence 
from Avriting. Another long gap, with nothing of importance except 
(and this is of very great importance) the w ork of Goldsmith, brings 
us to the two interesting periodicals, the Mirror (1779-80) and the 
Lounger (17H5-87), issued at Edinbiiigh, not m London, by Henry 
Mackenzie, the “Man of Feeling” {vide supra)^ and a knot of Scot¬ 
tish wits, lawyers, and literati generally. These peiiodicals give 
the usual direct and indirect information on costume, the manners 
of society, and the like, some vivid sketches of the IMtt and Fox 
struggle, some valuable literary criticism (Mackenzie’s review of 
Hums, for instance), some interesting details about “nabobs,” and, 
above a 1, numerous evidences of the growing taste for the picturesque. 

In the very last attempts to carry out the Spectator tradition, that 
ha\e attained a sort of shelter from oblixion m the cavern of the 
/iritrs/i l£ssayish\^ the Obsen'cr of Cumbeiland, and the Looker On 
of a clergyman named Roberts, there is little of interest except the 
proof that the form was really dead, though tw'o respectable persons 
w^ere trying to galvanise it. The actual Essay w’as before many years 
were over to bieak fresh ground in every direction, and with the novel 
to become the distinguishing form of the literature of the nineteenth 
century. But m this particular shape it had done its work. 

^ It has bcc*n thought sufficient to coiihnc notice here to the contents of the 
Kl.indard collection ol liritisk FAsayisis by Chalmers (45 vols. 1808), though it 
docs not contain even the last and minor essaj’s of Steele and Addison, or those 
of fielding, much less the numerous attempts of less famous persons in the kind 
throughout the century. 
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Although the separation of this chapter fiom the last may seem 
questionable, inasmuch as most things that Jolmson at least wrote 
were grave, and as Goldsmith wrote copiously what he at least called 
history, there is sufficient justification for it in the fact that the Essay 
always *and properly tends to lightness, to popular treatment, and 
that the historical school of the time is sufficiently important to have 
the principal place in a chapter which may also have other con¬ 
stituents. We may pass from it, taking the great figure of Burke as 
a point of junction, through writers on political philosophy to those on 
philosophy proper, and may also include the (for us and at this time) 
less important section of theology 

The development of historical writing, as apart from mere chroni¬ 
cling, IS necessarily somewhat late, but it was later m England than 
in any other country. At the close of the seventeenth century 
I ateness of Kiiolles, and Clarendon stood practically alone 

history in in English literature (nor was Clarendon yet printed) as 
English. historians who united bfllk of work to historical sense 
and merit of literary style. Even of these Raleigh is chiefly qualified 
by the beauty of his purple patches. Nor for some time after the 
beginning of the eighteenth century itself was there much improve¬ 
ment. But towards the middle of it remarkable changes were made 
by two Scottish scholars, Hume and Robertson, while towards the 
end the greatest historian in every sense that England has yet 
seen arose in Gibbon. 

Dayi4 tiume belongs to this chapter by a double title as jhilo - 
II^Dher and as, while he might almost have appeared in 

the last as ess^jst. He was born at Edinburgh in 1711, his father 
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being of the Border clan of Home or Hume, and a Berwickshire 
laird ; but David was not the eldest son. He went to the University 
of his native town, tried law, tried commerce in England, 
but liked neither, and had just sufficient means to enable 
him to fall back on private study. It was after a visit to France that 
he published (in 1739) his Xslaiure^ 

and he followed it up two or three years later with Essitys Moral 
and But he still had no fixed employmcnt 7 ~and for some 

years he tried tutorships, secretaryships, and the like. He competed 
in vain for more than one professorship in the Scottish Universities, 
but was appointed Keeper of the Advocates’ Library. Before this he 
had published ( 1748^ an E nquiry lonocrn/ny^ Human Understanding 
and (1751) an Enquiry into the Eniuiples of Moi'ah. These later 
books were in some sort refashionings of the earlier. It was not till 
1754 that he beyan his celebrated Hidory of England m the middle 
by a volume on the two first Stuarts, which he afterwards extended 
forward to the Revolution and backward to the beginnings. The 
whole took eight years to finish. He also published Dissertations 
in 1762, and some posthumous work has to be added. His later 
years were as prosperous as his earlier had been uncertain. In 1763 
he was made Secretary of Legation m I^aris, where he was quite 
at home, and three years later he became Under vSecretary for the 
Home Department. He died m Edinburgh (1776). Hume was 
an amiable and friendly person, with some slight foibles of vanity 
and epicureanism. His religious scepticism, which was at least 
as much a fashion of his time as it was necessarily connected with 
his philosophical views, does not directly concern us here. 

This sceptical tendency, however, applied in other directions, 
made him very important in philosophy and history, while his gifts 
of expression as applied to these two subjects made him at least 
equally important m literature. In philosophy he applied his criti¬ 
cism to the furthering of the Lockian system, not m the idealist- 
constructive direction of Berkeley, but in an almost wholly 
destructive way, abolishing the connection of cause and effect in 
favour of mere sequence, substituting a bare chain of thoughts for an 
independently thinking^ mind, and reducing everything to sensation ; 
in history he applied himself to the dissolution of the Whig myths. 
His philosophical importance has lasted better than his historical, 
because his history, though full of ability, was written without access 
to many documents sinews laid open, and with a somewhat insuffi¬ 
cient attention to careful use of those that were accessible ; while his 
philosophy, needing nothing but the furniture of his own mind, and 
employing that m the best way on one side of perennially interesting 
and insoluble questions, remains a point de repcrc for ever. It is 
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indeed admitted to have practically restarted all philosophical inquiry, 
bein^ as much the origin of (ierman and other theory as of the Scot¬ 
tish school and of later English negative materialism. Luckily, too, 
the value of literary work as such is far more enduring than that of 
either philosophy or history by themselves. For they may be super¬ 
seded, but it never can. And Hume’s expression was for his special 
purposes supreme--perfectly clear, ironical, but not to the point of 
suspicious frivolity, and as polished as the somewhat dead and flat 
colour of the styl(‘ of the time would admit. 

William Robertson, a man of less original mental force than 
Hume, but nearly as good a writer, and a more careful historian, 
was born at Rorthwuk in Midlothian on 19th September 1721. 

His father wms a minister, and he Inmself, after school 
and university education at Dalkeith and Edinburgh, 
became one. At about the age of thirty he became conspicuous in 
the (ieneial Assembly as leader of the “Moderate” or Latitudinarian 
jiarty. And in 1759 he became joint minister of Greyfriars’ in 
Edinburgh ; his amicable' differences with his Evangelical col¬ 
league Ih'. Erskine are c'omniemoraled in Guy Mafinering. He had 
just, in the w’lntei of i 7 58-59, pubhsh(‘d h'xs, /ii^fo?y of Scoffand vj\xh 
very great success, and in consequence of it he became c.haplain to 
the King in 1761, Principal of the University a yctar later, and 
Histoii(jgiay)her-Royal in 1764. His second great work, ten years 
later than his first, was his Hnfory of the Rc 7 gn of Charles /., which 
brought him in a very large sum of money. He issued a third, the 
History of Anicrica^ m 1777, and a l)isquisiiio 7 t ou the Knowledge 
ivhich the Ancicuts had of India in 1791. Tw o years later he died. 
Robertson was a very popular man—even Johnson loved him, m spite 
of what might seem the three fatal defects of Scottish nationality, 
Whig politics, and Latitudinarian religion—but his personal popu¬ 
larity had no unfair influence on his historu'al successes. His style 
is, in the merely c:orrc*ct, but not merely jejune, kind, singmlarly 
good ; his conception of history, though not answering to that of 
more modern times, and tinged with the idiosyncrasies of his age, 
is philosophical and shrewd ; and above all, he had, wdiat modern 
historians, with all their pretensions and all their equipment, have too 
often lacked, a thorough sense of rhetorical fitness in the good, not 
the empty, sense, and could make his histones definite works of art 
and definite logical presentments of a view. Nor was he by any 
means careless of research according to his own standard, which was 
already a severer one than that of Hume. 

A great deal of history was written in the third quarter of the 
century, most of w^hich has in due course become waste-paper. 
The most characteristic specimens of this are naturally to be found 
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in the historical work of Goldsmith and Smollett. The qualifica¬ 
tions, however, of neither were those of the historian proper. Both 
were writing rapidly as hacks ; and there is perhaps no 
department of literature which is so impatient of hack¬ 
work as history. But though neither had anything like the requisite 
knowledge, or gave anything like the requisite time and pains to his 
work, both had attractiveness. Goldsmith’s exquisite style and 
singular instinctive knowledge of humanity, Smollett’s faculty of 
narrative, and his strong, though not always impartial, sense, took 
their work out of the merely ephemeral as literature, though perhaps 
without giving it the qualities or the dignity of history. Of the 
numerous and sometimes not unnoteworlhy writers of their own 
class and lieneath them—the Psalinana/ars, the John Campbells, 
and the rest—it is impossible to write here. 

But they helped the vogue of history, and so may have given a 
little impetus to the greatest historical book of the century, if not of 
all time, The De cjuic^and of the Koman hinfbx. Edward 

Gibbon was born at Putney m the spring of 1737, of a 
good and rather wealthy family. He was a very sickly ' • 

child (indeed, he never had very good health), and seems to have 
been as unhappy as Cowper during his two years at Westminster. 
Nor was his stay at Magdalen College, Oxford, more fortunate. 
He went up too young (m April 1752), disliked the place and the 
college, and took into his head to profess himself converted to Roman 
Catholicism. After an interval his father sent him to Switzerland to 
be reconverted by a Protestant minister at Lausanne, M. Pavillarcl, 
whose endeavours were crowned by the rather dubious success that 
Gibbon on Christmas Day “received the sacrament with Protestant 
rites, and suspended his religious inquiries.” The tone of his sub¬ 
sequent work would seem to indicate that the pendulum remained in 
an abnormal deflection from the perpendicular. He remained, how¬ 
ever, at Lausanne for some five years, reading much, as well as 
falling in love, and, at his father’s command, out of it, with Mile. 
Suzanne Curchod, the future Madame Necker, and mother of Madame 
de Stael, to whom she did not transmit her own delicate beauty. 
Gibbon returned to England in 1758, writing French nearly as well 
as English, and with strong but indefinite literary aspirations. He 
served in the militia for some years and then again went abroad, 
finally conceiving, as he ha« told in one of the magical sentences of 
his autobiography, the definite idea of his great work on the i 5 th of 
October 1764. But he was in no hurry, and twelve years of residence 
in Switzerland and at home, of business anxieties after his father’s 
death, of silent membership of Parliament, and, for a time, of tenure 
of office as a Commissioner of Trade and Plantations, passed before 

2 s 
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the first volume appeared in February 1776. Another twelve, great 
))art of which was passed in Switzerland, saw the completion, the 
actual moment of which he has recorded in as stately a fashion as 
that accorded to its beginning. In 1794 he died in London. 

Gibbon’s miscellaneous work, both in English and French, is not 
inconsiderable, and it displays his peculiar characteristics ; but the 
only piece of distinct literary importance is his Autobiography. This, 
upon which he seems to have amused himself by spend- 
Autobto^raphy. much paiiis, w\is left unsettled for press. Edited 
with singular judgment and success under the care of 
his intimate friend and literary executor Lord Sheffield, it has been 
for three generations one of the favourite things of its kind with all 
good judges ; and is likely to continue so in the fextus 7 ^eceptus., for 
which the fussy fidelity of modern literary methods will probably try 
in vain to substitute a chaos of rough drafts. 

Even this, however, is a mere hors (Vccuvrc and kickshaw in 
comparison with the great History. According to the severest and 
most exacting conception ^)f what history should be, it should satisfy 
three conditions. In the first place, the author should 
^antU^aiT thoroughly studied and intelligently comprehended 

all the accessible and important documents on the 
subject. In the second, he should have so digested and ordered his 
information that not merely a congeries of details, but a regular 
structure of history, informed and governed throughout by a philo¬ 
sophical idea, should be the result. In the third, this result should, 
from the literary as well as the historical side, be an organic whole 
composed m orderly fashion and manifesting a distinct and meri¬ 
torious style. It was in' the first of these requisites, and to some 
extent m the second, that (hbbon’s forerunners, including Robertson 
and Hume, had been chiefly deficient; it is in the second, and to 
some extent m the third, that his successors of the modern historical 
school have fallen short. 

In the first two points, by compion consent of all the competent. 
Gibbon attains an excellence which, when his time and circumstances 
are considered, is simply marvellous, and which does not lose much 
, of its wonder even when the proviso is withdrawn. The unceasing 
rummage of a hundred years has added, of course, much in bulk to 
the mass of his information, but it has added much less in substance. 
For, on the one hand. Gibbon had the gift of understanding the true 
sense of all that he read ; and on the other, the gift of divining 
much that he could not or did not read. But his faculty of getting 
at individual truths is of less importance than his faculty of historical 
“architectonic,” his grasp of the historic sense. Almost his only 
drawback in this respect lay in the peculiarity of which he was 
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probably, as men usually are of their weaknesses, most proud—his 
attitude of sceptical belittlement towards Christianity in particular, 
though not much more to Christianity than to all forms of 
“enthusiastic” religion. For, though he was far too acute a thinker 
and too much of a born historian not to sec how great a part forces 
derived from this source had played, he was bound, on bis own 
principles, to regard these results as merely due to folly and vanity, to 
something negative and false a most unphilosophical theory, which 
Carlyle has executed in one of his greatest sentences about another 
matter. But Gibbon had no other fault as a historian (though as a 
man this lack of enthusiasm, and of comprehension of it, seems to 
have led him into some vanities and meannesses) than this, and even 
this was not fatal. 

Of his greatness as a man of letters there should have been even 
less doubt ; but it has not been invariably acknowledged. The strong 
reaction of early Romanticism involved him in the dislike with which it 
regarded all its more immediate predecessors of the eightf'enth century ; 
and Coleridge, who gave the tone to all English criticism 
for many years, was particulaily unjust to Gibbon’s style. 

Even his own day was half-puzzled and half-repelled by the gorgeous¬ 
ness of it, just as the succeeding age was by its extreme stateliness 
and want of alert vaiiety. For (hbbon, like Johnson, of whom we 
have spoken, and Burke, of whom we are to speak, was a most 
prominent representative of the attempt once more to rescue the 
plain style from its own plainness, to give it ornament, while not 
relaxing its general laws of almost com})ulsory balance and of a 
certain consecrated phraseology. He attained this effect, not like 
the one by a heavily classicised vocabulary and by exaggerated 
antithesis, nor like the other by accumulations of simile and metaphor 
and epexegctic statement. He was indeed not very unlike either, 
though he far surp.issed both, in adorning his writing with set pieces 
of description ; but the most characteristic part of his style does 
not lie in these. It lies mainly m a peculiar roll of sentence, 
conducted throughout with a wavelike movement, and ending 
with a sound so arranged as to echo over the interval of sense 
and breath, till the next is w'cll on its way. That this should be 
achieved without monotony is almost inconceivable; and Gibbon has 
been accused of this fault, but not with much justice. Of his minor 
devices, the chief is a pecijliar adaptation of the taste of the age for 
periphrases, which at once gives a more sounding phrase and sug¬ 
gests interesting associations to the mind. Constantins for him is 
“the son of Constantine,” the rostrum is “the tribunal which Cicero 
had so often ascended ”—a device much, and too often with disastrous 
consequences, imitated since, but in him of admirable effect. 
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The transition from Gibbon to Burke is interesting^ and not 
fortuitous. They were not merely contemporaries, but (though 
^ ^ hardly friends) members of the same society; nor is it 
a mere accident that Burke was instrumental, by his 
financial reforms, in depriving (iibbon of his comfortable sinecure. 
They were the two Englishmen of their century who wrote the most 
gorgeous English, and the two men of their century (with Vico 
and Montesquieu) who had most sense of historical continuity, of 
that philosophic union of all times and countries, one aspect of which 
Burke has celebrated m brilliant words. But personally there could 
hardly be a greater unlikencss between any two men than between 
Gibbon’s sluggish nature, his intense self-centredness, not to say 
selfishness, his limited tastes and interests, and the enthusiastic many- 
sidedness and impulsiveness of Burke. He was born at Dublin in 
1729, and was educated in Ireland, graduating at Trinity College, 
Dublin, 101748. He then went to London, exactly at the middle 
of the century, and kept terms at the Middle Temple, but was never 
called. We do not know much about his early manhood, but in 
the year 1756 he published two small but very notable treatises, 
A Vindicatio 7 t of Natural Society (following the style but ironically 
rebutting the argument of Bolmgbroke) and A JPhilosophical Inquiry 
into the Origin of our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful^ the first, 
and for a long time the only, imjiortant and original msthetic essay 
in English. In this same year he married, and three years later he 
planned the well-known Annual Register^ to which for the greater 
part of his life he was the largest contributor. He became private 
secretary, first to Gerard Hamilton, the Chief Secretary for Ireland, 
and then in 1765 to the Marquis of Rockingham. 

As this latter was Prime Minister, Burke was at once returned to 
Parliament, and continued till his death to make a very important, 
though a rather curious, figure in the Stale. For many years 
he was a strong Whig partisan, and, regarding the Tories as 
having caused the American Revolution, supported this in fact 
(though he affected to deplore it) as strongly as he afterwards 
opposed the French. His speeches were never very effective as 
, delivered, but they had a great effect when printed, and he constantly, 
at all times of his life, seconded them by pamphlets which are 
almost undistinguishable from the speeches themselves in kind. 
The first of these to attract great attention was the Obseniations oj} 
Present State.af the Nation^ in 1769 ; but its follower, next year, 
Thoughts on the Present Discontents^ was superior, and still ranks 
among the very best of the class of writings in which admirable 
literary quality and great intellectual force are put at the service of 
party. After representing Wendover for nearly ten years, he sat for 
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Bristol during six more, and many of his most important speeches 
and tracts were addressed to this constituency. Afterwards, losing 
Bristol owing to his support of Roman Catholic claims, he sat for 
Malton. When the North ministry at last fell, Burke was Paymaster 
of the Forces, m 1782-83 ; he never held any other office. Opinions 
differ as to the reason which made him, in 1788, join, and indeed 
head, the crusade against Warren Hastings ; but this, whatever may 
be thought of it, gave splendid openings for Ins rhetoric. And the 
almost immediate outbreak of the French Revolution at last supplied 
his true subject. Although he had sometimes been led astray by 
party, Burke’s sympathies were always with order, humanity, the 
distribution to every class in the state, and not to one only, be it 
highest or lowest, of its fair rights, and above all, that continuity of 
institutions and of historical development which has been glanced at 
above. The not, the bloodshed, the gross unfairness to classes, 
however unfairly privileged before, and above all, the mischievous 
and impossible breach with the whole history of the French nation, 
stimulated him not merely to the most strenuous action in Parliament, 
but to the publication of a series of works which, for combined 
literary merit and political effect, stand alone. I'he senes began 
with the J\cJie(./iom on the F 7 rnch Revolution in 1790, and 

it was continued by A Letter to a Noble Lo 7 'd (1790), An Appealfro 7 n 
the^Ne^v to the Old Whigs (1791), Thoughts o?i French Affairs^ and 
the great Letters on a Regicide Peace, where in some cases no doubt 
Burke’s passionate feeling and his wonderful command of language, 
not Cjuite sufficiently restrained by a sense of humour, led him to 
exaggeration and bad taste, but which in the main are magnificent 
example' of his passionate love of justice and freedom. He died in 
1797. Burke’s amiable, though both excitable and irritable, character 
and temper, his various conversational ability, and his other personal 
qualities, are well known from Boswell’s Johnson, Miss Burney’s 
Diary, and other famous biographies and memoirs of the period. 
His work—though some of it excites the dislike of partisans in one 
way and some in the other—has, for this very reason, never wanted 
admirers of either party, while the fortunate impartiality of literature 
can admire the whole. 

The style of Burke is necessarily to be considered throughout as 
conditioned by oratory. F'or the last thirty years of his life this was 
inevitable; and though in^his earlier days he had not 
the same constant practice in speaking, his undoubted rhetorical 
selection of Bolingbroke as model predisposed him in the 
same way. In other words, he was first of all a rhetorician,^ and 

^ Using rhetoric in its Ixjst modern general sense as “the art of prose literature," 
but with the ancient specialising addition, “ applied to the purpose of suasion." 
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probably the greatest that modern times have ever produced. But 
his rhetoric always inclined much more to the written than to the 
spoken form, with results annoying perhaps to him at the time, 
but even to him satisfactory afterwards, and an inestimable gain to 
the world. The ordinary orator’s and debater’s work, if preserved 
at all, constantly loses value : there is no danger of Burke being 
forgotten while English literature exists. In the \'indicatio 7 i (which 
is better Bolingbroke than Bolingbroke himself) the sentences are as 
a rule short and crisp, arranged within succinct antithetic parallels, 
which seldom exceed a single pair of clauses. In the Sublime and 
Beautifi/l long and short sentences are more mixed, and there is 
even a distinct tendency to the former. And m this treatise we 
perceive, though not yet m anything like full development, the genuine 
properties of Burke’s own style, which henceforward become more and 
more apparent. 

The most important of these, in so far as it is possible to 
enumerate them here, are as follows. Fust of all, and most 
distinctive, so much so as to have escaped no competent critic, 

„ , is a very curious and, until his example made it imitable, 

Qualities . r 1 r 7 r 7 . 

ofhisstyle nearly uniciue faculty of bui/dini^ up an argument ora 
and method |3y ^ succession of complementary strokes, not 

added at haphazard, but growing out of and on lo one another. No 
one has ever been such a master as was Jkirke of the best and 
grandest kind of the figure called, in the technical language of 
rhetoric, Amplification, and this, which m ordinary hands often, if 
not always, leads to tedious verbiage, is the direct imjdemcnt by which 
he achieves his greatest effects. 

In the work wdiich succeeds his entrance into political life, fresh 
devices of ordonnance appear, and the Ihoughts on the Pre^^efit 
Discontents presents them m very interesting exhibition. The piece 
may be said to consist of a certain numbei of specially laboured 
paragraphs, m which the arguments or pictures just spoken of are 
put as forcibly as the author can put them, and, as a rule, in a 
succession of shortish sentences, built up and glued together with 
the strength and flexibility of a newly-fashioned fishing-rod. In the 
intervals the texts thus given are turned about, commented on, justified, 
or'discussed in detail, in a rhetoric for the most part, though not 
always, rathei less serried, less evidently burnished, and in less 
full dress. And this general arrangemQ.nt proceeds through the 
rest of his works, with, in the latest and most brilliant (those on the 
French Revolution), a less orderly arrangement, compensated by a 
greater rush of thoug^ht and rhetoric. 

In his ornaments, whether of idea or of imagery, Burke is better 
worth studying than almost any other English writer. In simile and 
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trope generally, he is, though often wonderfully brilliant, distinctly 
uncertain, quite untrustworthy in the direction of humour, and in 
some of his more forcible images apt even to be positively disgusting. 
On the other hand, his grandeur seldom falls into the grandiose, and 
the magical effect of more imaginative passages (of which the famous 
one about Marie Antoinette is only the slock example) has never 
been exceeded in political writing. Epigram he can occasionally 
manage with great effect, but it is not by any means so sjiecially and 
detinitely his weapon as imaginative argument, and the marshalling of 
vast masses of complicated detail into properly rhetorical battalions 
or (to alter the image) mosaic pictures of enduring beauty. The 
equally famous sentence-picture, in the Letter to a Noble Lord^ of 
Windsor Castle, “girt with the double belt of its kindred and coeval 
tower.s,” is an instance, not excelled by any sentence in all the 
literatures from (beek to English, of voids so used as to get out 
of them the very last jiossibility, the full triple effect- first of mere 
beauty of sound ; secondly, of conveying with the utmost force the 
immediate meaning and image intended ; and thirdly, of urging the 
intended argumentative apjilic'ation, not more by the general conduct 
of the sentence than by the very ornaments and accessories of the 
phrase. Only a great imagination would have been seized with this 
use of the inner and outer bailey .ind the keep of a Gothic fortress ; 
only a consuiiimate faculty of expression could have so arranged it 
as at once to make a perfect harmonic chord, a complete visual 
picture, and a forcible argument The minor rhetoric, the suasive 
purpose, must be kept in vievv ; if it be left out the thing loses, and 
this IS one of the points in which Burke is far below Browne, who 
has no need of purpose. But he is the king of his own business-like 
century in point of jirosc. 

Theology and philosophy proper provide us with lesser, though 
in some cases by no means little, men. The former, indeed, contrasts 
very remarkably and unfortunately, as literature, with the work of the 
preceding age. The Sherlocks m one half of the 
century, and Samuel Horsley (i 733-1806) in the other ^ph,‘j'isoph‘'y 
half, have a certain traditional reputation, sustained 
occasionally by praise from those who have perhaps no very wide 
acquaintance with the profane authors of the period. The Deist 
controversy produced, chiefly from the ranks of the Nonjurors, who 
included a disproportionate number of the most learned and 
able of the English clergy, some great controversialists, notably the 
redoubtable polemic Charles Leslie and the by no means unpractical 
mystic William Law. In Nonconformity and its fringes, the Wesleys 
and Doddridge were greater men at verse than at literary prose. 
Warburton earlier and Paley later may almost suffice for more 
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detailed mention in this particular branch. So too the philosophers 
of the older kinds—Reid, Brown, Stewart—g’lve little that is litera¬ 
ture after Berkeley and Hume, and in the newer sorts Adam Smith 
and (lodwin may do duty as samples. For though no literary con¬ 
tempt is more unhterary than that so long and so widely entertained 
for the eighteenth century, this century does display a certain want 
of individual difference in the form of its writers 'fheir thought is 
often highly original, and their application of literary treatment still 
more so. But the cjualities, for instance, which earned a place in 
literature for Sir William Blaikstone (1723-80) and for Sir Joshua 
Reynolds (1723-92), men born in the same year with Adam Smith, 
were really literary. It is not for nothing, e\en from the mere 
bookish point of view, but of right as a man of letters, that Black- 
stone sits enthroned in the vast library of All Souls College. Yet 
the mam interest of his CoinmaUnrics mi ihe of England 

(1765, .vy,) for us, like the main interest of Sir Joshua’s presiden¬ 
tial Idscourscs to the Royal Academy, lies in the application of a 
literary common form, at once easy and stately, to technical subjects. 
Earlier such subjects, if treaU'd at all, would have been treated 
more probably in Latin ; later experience makes it scarcely unjust 
to S4iy that increase in technical preci'-ion has not always or 
often been accompanied, in the sciences at least, if not in the 
arts, by increase of litciary quality. But still all eighteenth-cen¬ 
tury writers have a certain community, and must be dealt with 
representatively. 

William Warbuiton was a rather typical divine of the age, who, 
after perhaps occupying too high a position in it, has been unduly 
depreciated in this. He was an older man than most who have 

been mentioned in this chapter, and was born at New- 

Warburton i a o ^ i ^ n 

ark in 1090. He went to no university, and at first 
adopted law as a profession, but was ordained in 1723. His famous 
Dwtne Lrga/ion of Moscs^ which would have been one of the most 
brilliant jiaradoxes in literature if the author had kept it down in 
size, and one of the most learned of works if he had attended a little 
more to accuracy, began to appear in 1738. Henceforward the 
prosperity of Warburton, who was accused by his numerous enemies 
of iieing as sycophantic in private relations as he was rough and 
rude in public controversy, was unbroken. An odd friendship with 
Pope gave him prominence m the world of belles lettres^ his marriage 
with Gertrude Tucker, niece of Allen of l-**.ior Park (the Allworthy 
of Fielding), supplied money, and a steady tide of professional 
advancement landed him in the bishopric of Gloucester, which he 
held for twenty years, dying in 1779. Warburton just came short 
of being a great theologian and a great maij of letters. His con- 
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troversial manners cannot be defended, but we should probably have 
heard a good deal less of them if he had been on the unorthodox 
side. 

Something of the same character, with less arrogance, appears in 
William Paley, who was born at Peterborough m 1743, was educated 
at Giggleswick School and Christ’s College, Cambridge, was Senior 
Wrangler in 1765, obtained a Fellowship, and then a 
succession of preferments in the Church. He died 
Archdeacon of Carlisle and Rector of Bishop Wearmouth in 1805 
His Moral and Political l^hilosophy (1785), his Horae Paulinae 
(1790), his Evidences of Christianiiy{iyi)/[\ and his Natural Theology 
(1802), at once attained, long kept, and have by no means wholly 
lost, a great reputation. As an apologist and expositor, Paley has 
been accused of a too business-like and profit-and -loss view of 
religion ; but those who call him interested perhaps use an unfair 
presumption, and his popularity has no doubt suffered from his 
having served for generations as a pass-textbook in the University 
of Cambridge. Asa philosopher in things divine and human, he has 
a little too much of the merely forensic competence of the advocate 
about him. But this same ( ompelence extends (it may be not in the 
most interesting manner) to his work as literature. Paley ^ets the 
full value out of the plain style, for purposes to which it is far bettei 
adapted than anything more imaginative could possibly be. His 
arguments, if far lower and less noble, are much more easily intelligible 
than 15 utler’s ; his style is perfectly clear; he sees his point and his 
method distinctly, and seldom or nevei fails to prove the one to the 
best of the other. 

Adam Smithy the first great political economist in English, and 
almost the founder of the study of that subject as understood in 
modern times, was born at Kirkcaldy in June 1723, and was thoroughly 
educated at his native place, (Glasgow, and Oxford, 
where he went as Snell Exhibitioner to Balliol. He was 
an only and a posthumous child, and read quietly at home or in 
Edinburgh till, in 1751, he was elected to the Glasgow Chair of 
Logic, from which he passed to that of Moral Philosophy. His 
Theory of Moral Sentiments appeared in 1759, the Inquiry into 
the Nature and Causes of the Wealth of Nations not till seventeen 
years later, in 1776, the year of the death of Hume, Smith’s greatest 
friend, and it would seem the greatest influence upon him. Smith 
lived in London for a tiftie, and later at Edinburgh, where he had a 
Commissionership of Customs. He died in 1790. The far-reaching 
consequences of Smith’s theories as to free trade do not here 
concern us ; it is sufficient that he possessed, and applied to two 
great subjects in not much short of perfection, that clear, rather 
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colourless and passionless, but admirably business-like as well as 
artist-like, style which is the glory of the eighteenth century. 

There are others whom one would fain discuss, such as Abraham 
Tucker (1705-74), the author of the voluminous but fascinating 
Light of Nature Pursued (1765), a huge storehouse of thought that 
is not seldom original, put w ilh constant vividness and much humour, 
though diffusely and without order. And the vulgar vigour of Thomas 
Paine (1737-1809), a gieat influence directly on popular thought, and 
a greater through his dis( iple Cobbett, must at least be mentioned. 
But we can give space to but one more name. 

William (iodwm, the authoi of J\)ltttcal Just/re, was born at 
Wisbeach in 1756, and spent most of his earlier years in the eastern 
counties. He was for a tune a Nonconfoimist minister, but drifted 
^ ^ from Christianity, took to literature, and did a great deal 

of early hackwork, much of it unidentified, and none of 
it now read. It was in 1793 that the Inguiiy couterning PoUtual 
JiatiLC appeared, and the author only escaped prosecution (which 
befell not a few of his friends of less anarchic principles) because it 
was (no doubt wisely) judged that a very large and expensive book, 
written in a style not m the least likc‘ly to appeal to the vulgar, was 
not dangerous. Next year appeared Caleb WilUauii,^ in which some 
of the doctrines of Pol/t/ial Justue received illustration, but which 
attained great po|)ulanly, and has never lost some. In 1797 Godwin 
married Mary Wollsioiiecraft, heiself a “ she-philosopher,” who died 
soon afterwards. He lived nearly forty years longer, marrying 
again, becoming Shelley’s father-in-law^ publishing, bookselling-, and 
writing continually, but always an unprosperous man. He received 
a sinecure office when his Radical friends came into power after 
the first Reform Bill, and died m April 1836. 

Godwun IS by far the most import.int instance, for the last quarter 
of the century, of the man of-letters-of-all-work approaczhmg, but not 
yet fully enlisted in, actual journalism, of whom we find the first and 
,, greatest example m Drvden, and, during the middle 

ance and of the eighteenth century itself, remarkable instances m 
position. Johnson and Goldsmith. He is also almost the last 
who does not avail himself, or avails himself only to a small extent, 
of the newspaper to spiead his views ; and in this he differs from his 
contemporary Cobbett, who for this reason will not be noticed till 
the next Book. (jodwin is essentially a prose-writer, and his 
style, though it has been ovcr-praised, is of considerable merit. 
Although his exaggerated anarchism and determination to regard 
everything as an open question are absurd enough in principle and 
lead to the most unimaginable absurdities in detail, yet they give 
his thought always the appearance, and sometimes the reality, of 
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freer play than had been enjoyed by any English writer since 
Hobbes. His novels have been more than once referred to. His 
philosophical and critical writings are chiefly contained in the 
Political Justice (which he altered and made much lamer in subse> 
quent editions), in the somewhat later Pfiqinre?'^ a very interesting 
collection of essays, and in a second collection, published towards 
the extreme end of his life, called Thoughts o?i Man. 

His drama of Antomo, which pioduced an exquisitely character¬ 
istic piece from his friend Charles Lamb, has no merit, and his 
historical and biographical works, History of the Commonwealth^ 
Life of Chaucer^ Lives of the Necromancers^ arc compilations, though, 
at least in the first case, compilations much above the average. It 
was (jodwin, more than any one else, who introduced the mischievous 
but popular practice of bolstering out history by describing at great 
length the places and scenes which his heroes might have seen, the 
transactions in which, being contemporary, they might have taken an 
interest, and the peisons with whom they either w^ere, or conceivably 
might have been, acquainted. In this, as in other things, he belonged 
to the class of “ germinalwriters. And his influence on the early, 
although impermanent, creeds and tempcis of the most brilliant 
young men of his day was quite extraordinary.^ 

^ Note to Third hditiou. —SomenotKe .should perhaps be given to the special 
cultivators of C'tiucism—a division of serious Iiter.iuin* which had been at length 
rai.sed to “ cabinet rank" by Dryden and Addison lohnson and some others of 
those who distinguished themselves elsewhere also have been noticed, and further 
reference to the subject will be fouml infra, at p 650 'I'he rno.st noteworthy 
books and persons to whu h attention should be di.ivvn here are Art oj 

Enghsh Poetry of Kdwaid l>vsshe {London, lyoo-* 1702-^), .1 rigid lorinulation of 
the extremest “ coriectness’’ in legaid to piosody—syllabic uniformity, middle 
pause, etc. ; Blair's 1 citures on Khetoru and PclLcs Leitres (Isdinburgh, 1783 , but 
deliveied for more th.in twenty years previously), which expand and embellish the 
same creed , the very interesting Tlcmcnt't of Crituism (Ixdmburgh, 1761) of 
Henry Home, Loid Raines, a book fantastic in p.irts and incomplete in others, 
but lull of suggestion , the acute and impoitant Phiknophv of Rheforn of Dr. 
George Campbell, published 1777 . but written, at least in part, veiy much earlier. 
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EIGHTEKNTH-CEN'J'URY DRAMA 

The conundrum of the drama—Fading of eight<‘enth-century tragedy—Minor comic 
writers . the ilomestic })lay—(ioldsimtli - SheiuLin His three great pieces 

If the suddenness of the rise of the English drama, though some¬ 
times exaggerated, is still one of the most striking facts in literary 
history, the suddenness, and the enduring nature, of its collapse are 
Tlic conun* curious. For rather *less than a hundred 

drum of the and fifty years, from the eighth decade of the sixteenth 
drama century to the second of the eighteenth, there was no 
lime, save that of the closing of the theatres under the Rebel¬ 
lion, when work at once of great literary mciit and of acting value, 
according at least to the idea of the time, was not produced. For a 
good deal more than another hundred and fifty, from the second 
decade of the eighteenth century to the end of the nineteenth, only 
two dramatists have appeared who have combined very high literary 
with distinctly high acting value in their plays, and these two both 
appeared during the first half of the time. To add to the puz/le, the 
popularity and the profits of the theatre have steadily increased, and 
the touch of discredit which once attached to writing for the stage 
has all but entirely disappeared. No plausible guess at the solution 
of this problem, on any of the grounds of .so-called scientific criticism, 
has ever been made except the concurrent rise of the novel, and this, 
though not exactly nugatory, is clearly insufficient. We have, in 
short, here one of the capital instances of that fact which communi¬ 
cates to the study of literature itself a vast proportion of its fascination 
and fts value, the fact of incalculableness. 

One of the signs of this change was a curious separation which 
appeared early in the eighteenth century, an^l has maintained itself 
more or less ever since, between the literary drama, which was 
sometimes acted, but never with any real acting success, and the 
acting drama, which, though not immediately abandoning (as some¬ 
times later) all pretensions to be literature, yet practically does 
not aim at being read at all At every time from Johnson’s to 
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Tennyson’s, poets and men of letters, who were not to the manner 
born, have tried the stage. But with the exception (and hardly that) 
of the late Mr. Browning, there is not a single one of j?adin^?of 
them whose dramatic work has kept any feme, or who is eij-htoenth-cen- 
ever thought of as a dramatist. Young’s Revenge^ acted tragedy. 
1721, connects itself rather with the older than with the newer 
school, and is perhaps the very last example of an acting tragedy of 
real literary merit, but it is to be feared that few even of those w'ho 
have read the Night- Thoughts and the Universal Passion ha\ e 
read it. The dramas of Thomson are far worse, and far more utterly 
forgotten ; hardly any edition of him for years has contained them. 
Johnson’s Irene is a byword, not altogether justly perhaps, for it is 
a fine piece of writing ; and Mason’s Elfrida and Caractacus are 
chiefly known, even to students of eighteenth-century literature, 
because they make some figure in the letters of their author’s faithful 
and too indulgent friend. Gray. Of the work of men like Mallet, 
(ilover, and others, so little of any kind is retained by the general 
memory that their dramas can hardly be said to be in exceptional 
oblivion ; but the gloom of this is never pierced even by these feeble 
gleams which faintly reveal “William and Margaret” and “Admiral 
Hosier’s Cohost.” A sort of affection, mingled with contempt, and 
connected with the universally knowm “ My name is Norval,” keeps 
in twilight rather than utter darkness the once famous Douglas (1754) 
of Home (1724-1808). But it is pretty cerUim that most audiences, 
and almost all modern readers, w'ould be aflected by it wfith the same 
sort of fflu rire as that which 'I'hackeray, by a slight anachronism, 
ascribes to General Lambert and Mr. Cieorge Warrington at an early 
perforn ance of the play. 

The fact is that the w hole cast of eighteenth-century thought and 
style was unfavourable, and almost fatal, to the composition of tiagedy 
that should be at once practicable and poetic. Its conventions, its 
artificial poetical diction, and its dread of anything irregular, could 
at the best have jiroduced something of the Raciniaii kind, a kind to 
which the English genius is utterly recalcitrant, and wdneh does not 
suit itself to the English theatre. Alternate tameness and rant 
accordingly disfigure it, thoug^h no philosophical explanation quite 
attains to explaining the ineffable sham-tragic lingo which, from 
Rowe downwards, took firmer and ever firmer possession of the 
English stage, till it was finally driven therefrom, by literary satire and 
popular disgust, within living memory. 

Comedy, as is usually the case, was somewdiat less unfortunate. 
To get tragic action adjusted to literary form requires not merely a 
rare talent in the playwright, but an atmosphere, an aura of recep¬ 
tiveness in the audience, which exists only at times few and far 
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between. The problem of the comic writer is far simpler, and his 
atmosphere, though it varies in fineness and freshness, always exists. 
Minor comic eighteenth century especially the general 

writers: the tone of manners, and the clearly recognised divisions of 
domestic pUy. thcmsclvcs to an easy adaptation of the 

perennial commonplaces of comedy. When the last minorities of the 
great comic school — Steele, Cibber, Mrs. Centlivre—ceased to write, 
the stage was by no means left bare of stuff, which generally showed 
familiarity with its own requirements and traditions, and which 
occasionally displayed tolerable literary form. 

There was indeed, between tragedy and comedy, and of the kind 
which, popular at the same tune m France, was called, according 
as it inclined to one side or the other, fra^’W/e bourgeojse or comidic 
/armoyantr, a certain production during the time. Two or three 
pieces, the George Barnwell wwA Fatal Curiosity of Lillo (1693-1739) 
and the Gamester of Edward Mooie, held the stage with some 
tenacity, and made a sort of lodgment in literary history, but they 
can hardly be called of much importance. Yet George Lillo, as a 
curiosity at least, and because of the constant, and sometimes excellent, 
fun of which his chief jilay was long the subject, must edways retain 
some interest. His editor,* Johnson’s friend and butt, d'om Davies, 
could find out \ery little about him, except that he “leained and 
practised the trade of a jeweller.” His work is not extensive, but it 
is ver}^ representative. He adapted Pericles and Arden of Fever- 
sham^ and spoilt both. His Silvia^ or the Country Burial is an 
opera-bouffe of an incoherency which would be triumphant if it were 
intended. The. Fatal Curiosity in verse and George Barnwell in 
prose (the latter, from the supposed usefulness of its moral to appren¬ 
tices, constantly acted) are the strangest muddles of broken, or sound 
but stiff, decasyllabics {Barnwell itself is full of the former), the 
impossible lingo above referred to, action more impossible still, and, 
notwithstanding all this, touches of humanity, good feeling, and 
genuine, though awkward, pathos. 

Comedy, besides the two great exceptions, was but a little 
better off, though a great deal was written. Charles Shadwell, 
a nephew (or a son ?) of “ Og,” wrote some lively plays, one of them. 
The Fair (Quaker of Deal., anticipating Smollett m studying the sailor 
from life. Fielding, as has been said, before he found his proper 
vocation, did much for the stage, and in thj middle and later days 
of the century there were many playwrights who came nearer to the 
union of theatrical and literary competence than any tragedian of 
their time—or ours. George Colman (i 732-94), a Westminster boy,- 
^ 2nd ed. 2 vols. London, 18 to 

- do be diblinguished fioiii his son, George Colman the younger (1762.1836), 
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manager of Covent Garden, was a very prolific, if not exactly a 
very original dramatist, and his Claftdcstmc Marriage (1766) is the 
least forgotten of more than a score of plays. Garrick had a hand in 
it, as he had in others, and he did some work of the kind independ¬ 
ently. Arthur Murphy, the biographer of Fielding and the friend 
of Johnson, also wrote plays with great freedom, and The IVay to 
Keep Him survives in much the same relation to literature as that 
of The Clan (lestme 7 'he Stnpuious Hti^band (1747) of 

Benjamin Hoadly, a clever son of the Arian Bishop, who did other 
dramatic work, half original, half adapted, belongs to the same class, 
as does the False Dehccuy of Hugh Kelly. P'arce and comic opera, 
the latter stimulated by the great success of Gay, kept also near to 
literature, and Fielding’s Tom Thumb was kept in company by the 
Chrononhotonthologos of Henry Carey, a son of Halifax and an ancestor 
of Kean, and author of the delightful “ Sally in our Alley.” Mrs. 
Cowley (1743-1809) produced some lively pieces, of which The 
Bellas Stratagem (1780) has best kept name and (sometimes) the 
stage. Macklin’s Afafi of the \\\)rld (1764), Townley’s High Life 
Below States (1759), and several works, csjiecicilly 'The Mmor 
The Mayor of Garrat of Samuel Foote, may join tlie catalogue. 
Towards the close of the century Richard Cumberland, a rather 
curious person, and better known to literature as Sir Fretful Plagiary, 
but a scholar, a skilful playwright, and no contemptible man of letters, 
represented the sentimental side of drama, John O’Keefe the wilder 
farce, and Holcroft, the friend of (iodwin, a rather powerful variety 
of what the French call drame. The Ifest Indian of Cumberland, 
which appeared in 1771, O’Keefe's Ayrceable Surpn\e^ and Holcroft’s 
R(yad to Ruin (1792) are their chief remembered things, 

(h)ldsmith and Sheridan stand far apart from these. Both, it 
will be observed, were Irishmen, like Farquhar, Charles Shadwell, 
Murphy, and O’Keefe. Goldsmith’s dramas, as noted in the sketch of 
his life above, were the result of his later years. 7 he 
Good-natU 7 rd Man has admirable scenes and passages 
and some good character, but in all respects it is far the inferior of 
She Stoops to Co 77 quer. In this delightful play Goldsmith may have 
taken some of the incidents (as he is said to have taken the central 
one) from real life, and some of the characters from Steele {ydde 
supra^ p. 535). But this is less than nothing. The bright, fantastic, 
yet not unreal atmo^here of whimsical incident, the gracious 
humanity of the characters generally, and the exquisite literary quality 
of the dialogue, compose such a thing as the English stage had not 
seen since it was reopened after the Restoration. The wit, if less 

like him, but in the next generation, a busy and clever playwright and comic 
miscellanibt. His Hetr-aULaw (1797) is a notable piece. 
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volleyed and regular, was not inferior to Congreve’s, the action was not 
really less probable, and while there was nothing mawkish about the 
sentiment (there was perhaps a little about that of The Good-natured 
Man\ its sweet and healthy good-nature contrasts, in a fashion inex¬ 
pressibly agreeable, with the loveless license and the brutal ferocity of 
the Restoration drama. 

The fame of Richard Brinsley Butler Sheridan in literature is far 
more exclusively dramatic, for his theatrical and rather brassy oratory 
holds little place in literary memory. lie was born in Dublin in 1751, 
and was the grandson of Swift’s friend, Dr. Sheridan, 
a clergyman not much inferior to tht' Dean himself in a 
certain reckless wit, though possessed of little or nothing of his 
friend’s magnificent intellect. His second son, Richard lirinsley’s 
father, was a teacher of elocution, and one of Dr. Johnson’s associ¬ 
ates and butts. Tins man, whose dulness was declared by the 
dictator to be beyond the reac:h of nature, unassisted by art and by 
patient and careful effort, married Miss Frances Chamberlaine, who 
contributed a novel {Sidney Biddulph) to the crop of fiction m the 
middle of the century. Sheridan himself was a Harrow boy, and 
attempted lit(‘rary work very eaily. In 1773, twenty- 

two, he elo})ed from Lath, where his family weie then living, with 
Elizabeth Linley, a very beautiful girl with an exquisite voic:e, which 
her husband very properly refused to allow her to use on the stage. 
But he himself turned to play-writnig (which, indeed, he had 
attempted earlier), and in January 1775, when he was not four-and- 
twenty, produced at Covent Carden the famous farce-comedy of The 
Rivah^ which at once (or almost at once) established his fame. He 
followed this up watli the bad St. PaMiTs Day^ and the better, 
though still hardly good, Duenna. Next year Sheridan, with some 
assistance frcmi friends, bought first half and then the whole of the 
patent of Drury Lane, of which he became manager as w^ell as 
owner. This provided him with an income, and ought to have pro¬ 
vided him with an ample one for the remainder of liis life, but his 
whole money affairs, from the way m which he found the means to 
buy the theatre onward, are much of a mystery. 

^In 1780 he entered Parliament, attached himself to the Whig 
Opposition, and, rather later, became very intimate with the Prince of 
W’ales. He had office under the Rockingham ministry and the Coalition, 
and attracted great attention by effective bvt meretricious speeches 
against Warren Hastings. He was faithful to the extremer Whigs, 
and took the opposite side to Burke (whom he had previously 
followed) in regard to the French Revolution. In 1795, wife 
having died some years earlier, he married again ; and he survived 
till 1816, when he died with bailiffs in his house. 
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An extravagant hyperbole of Byron’s as to the relative excellence of 
Sheridan’s plays has perhaps done him some harm, but his three 
best pieces aie of extraordinary merit. They were all 
produced between 1775 and 1779; each is a master- ^eces 
piece in its kind, and the kinds are not identical. The 
Rivals is artificial comedy, inclining on one side to farce, and, in 
the parts of Falkland and Julia, to the sentimental. But it is, on its 
own rather artificial plan, constructed with remarkable skill and tight¬ 
ness ; and the characters of Sir Anthony Absolute, Mrs. Malaprop, 
Sir Lucius O’Trigger, and Bob Acres, with almost all the rest, combine 
fun wnth at least the.itrical verisimilitude in a very rare way. Indeed, 
Sir Anthony and Mrs. Malaprop, though heightened from life, can 
hardly be said to be false to it, and though m the other pair the 
license of dramatic exaggeration is pushed to its farthest, it is not 
exceeded. The effect could not ha\c been proclncexl without the 
sparkling dialogue, but this alone could not ha\e given it. 

The School for Scauclol flies higher, but not quite so steadily. 
Pedants of construction fall more foul of it, and even those who do 
not accept their standards must admit that the characters are less 
uniformly alive. But they, like the play generally, aim higher ; it is 
no longer artificial comedy with stock personages, but a great comic 
castigation of manners that is attempted. In The Rnnils Sheridan 
had vied with \"anbrugh and had beaten him ; in I'he School for 
Scandal he challenges IVlohcTe, and is hardly beaten except m a 
certain universality. As for his third masterpiece. The Critic^ it is 
simply a farce />/ cxcchls^ designedly extiavagant and chaotic, but all 
the more successful. The mock-play is admittedly almost, if not quite, 
the best thing of the kind, and the by-play of .Sneer, Puff, Dangle, 
and the immortal Sir Fretful Plagiary requires none of the illegiti¬ 
mate attraction of identification with rcxil personages to give it zest. 
The Critic forms with The Rehearsal and The Rovc 7 -s a triad of 
which English literature may well be proud. It is difficult, allowing 
for the scale of each, to choose between the three, but m variety and 
reach The Critic may be allow'ed frankly to carry it. 

Of the state of things in drama which followed Sheridan’s time, 
and, as some hold, has lasted without much change to the present 
day, Joanna Baillic (1762-1851), whose life stretched from a few years 
past the middle of the eighteenth century to just after the middle 
of the nineteenth, is an interesting illustration. She had some poetic 
faculty ; but her Rlays o‘^ the Passions (1798 and later) and others, 
though admired at the time, and sometimes acted, are neither great 
drama nor great htcratuie, the author never seeming quite to know 
whether she is writing for the theatre or the study, and not producing 
the best things for either. 


2 T 



CHAPTER VI 

MISCELLANEOUS WRITERS 

The letter-wi Iters - Lady Mai)—Chesterfield—Horace Walpole— 

‘' Junius ”—Jioswell 

ThI'. hcadinpf of this chapter is not a mere capitulation to 
difficulties. Very little is gained by sorting out authors too exactly 
into divisions and compartments, and something would be lost by 
omitting to indicate within the classification two distinct features 
of our eighteenth-century literature—the constant divergence and 
diversion of literary energy into new directions and efforts, and the 
increase of the practice of wiiting for amusement merely. Some of 
the most celebrated books of the century were never intended for 
publication at all—Lord Chesterfield’s Letters certainly were not, 
though we cannot be so sure about those of Horace Walpole and 
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu. Moreover, the diffusion of reading, the 
removal of the censorship of the press, and the mitigation of the legal 
tribulations to which authors and publishers were liable, encouraged 
the production of books of all kinds. 

The three writers named in the last paragraph themselves form a 
very interesting trio from many points of view. They as letter- 
writers, like I’epys and Evelyn earlier as diarists, supply the chief 
examples m English of that memoir-literature in which 
our language is, as compared with French, rather 
poor, but which in their case, as in a few others, can very 
well hold up its head 

* The lady who bears in English literature the courtesy title of 
“ Lady Mary,” without any necessary addition, was, oddly enough, 
connected with Evelyn by blood and with Pepys by mairiage. Her 
maiden name was Pierrepont, and she was daughter of 
Lady Mary Kingston, a Whig noble, who was suc¬ 

cessively raised to the Marquisate of Dorchester and the Dukedom 
of Kingston. Her extreme beauty as a child—beauty which 
continued till early middle life at least — made her the heroine 
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of a well-known anecdote to the effect that she was, when eight years 
old, not merely toasted at, but introduced to, the Kit-Cat Club of 
Whigs and wits by her father. She seems to have been born in 
1689, and at twenty-two eloped with Edward Wortley or Wortley 
Montagu, grandson of Pepys’s relation and patron, the first Earl of 
Sandwich, and heir to the gieat Yorkshire estate of Wharncliffc. 
When George 1 . came to the throne Mr. Wortley Montagu had 
preferment, and in 1716 he went as ambassador to Constantinople, 
his wife accompanying him, and so obtaining the materials for her 
best-known, though not best. Letters When she came back she 
brought inoculation with her—there is at least one story that the loss 
of her own beauty was due to smallpox - and made it fashionable in 
England. She lived at home for nearly the whole of the third and 
fourth decades of the century, became, for what cause is uncertain, an 
object of hate from Pope as furious as his admiration had formerly 
been fantastic, and in 1739 went abroad without her husband, with 
whom, however, she never seems to have had the least quarrel. She 
lived, in Italy chiefly, for some twenty years more, and returned to 
England in 176 t after her husband’s death, to die herself of cancer 
next year. She had two children—a daughter, who married the 
famous Lord Bute, and a very worthless and probably insane son. 

Lady Mary might probably have attained distinction in several 
different kinds of literature. ^ She was actually, and rather to her own 
misfortune, a very deft writer of light satirical verse, while much no 
doubt that she did not write was attributed to her. Her Town 
Eclogues arc distinctly good ; but the best thing she ever did in this 
kind is the famous piece beginning— 

Good madam, when ladies aie willing 
A man can hut look like a fool, 

and ending— 

The fruit that can fall without shaking 
Is rather too mellow for me. 

Her prose work is much more extensive and important. It consists 
of a large collection of Letters extending over some fifty years. 
There are some difficulties about their text and first publication, and the 
authenticity of scjme has been doubted, perhaps with not much justice. 
They fall generally into four divisions—those before the Turkish journey, 
containing a very odd picture of a courtship and some lively sketches 
of George I.’s household ; the Turkish and other continental letters 
of the first sojourn abroad, which are very lively and interesting, but 
a trifle artificial; those of the middle period, few m comparison and 


^ LetierSf etc., ed, Moy Thomas, 2 vols. London, 1861. 
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too often distinguished by the ill-nature of a Queen of Society whose 
charms and power are passing; and those of the last, mainly written 
to Lady Bute, and the most interesting of the whole, alternating as 
they do between curious pictures of Italian country life, the Jacobite 
society of Avignon, the iracasseries of the English colony at Venice 
and the like on the one hand, and on the other full, shrewd, and 
invaluable criticisms of the new novels of the day from Fielding 
and Smollett downwards. There, is a certain hardness about Lady 
Mary, and she exhibits to the very full the indifference of her age to 
all high things in religion, poetry, and elsewhere. But her clever¬ 
ness is astonishing, and one can sec, if only by glimpses, that she 
must have been lovable once. 

Philip Dormer Stanhope, fourth Earl of Chesterfield, the author of 
the most famous and widely known, if not the most voluminous or best 
letters m English, was a few years younger than Lady Mary, having 
been born in September 1694. He too was of a Whig 
Chestuficid went to the Whig University, Cambridge. 

After this experience and its completion of foreign travel (by which 
he profited a good deal more than most of the English tutor- 
conducted youths upon whom both he and Lady Mary are so severe), 
he sat in the House of Commons for ten years, until his succession to 
the earldom in 1726. For all his devotion to “the Graces,” his 
gambling, and his other condescensions to the ways of his time, 
Chesterfield was a man of political ability, which did not fall far short 
of positive statesmanship, and he distinguished himself in various 
offices, the most important of which was the Lord-Lieutenancy of 
Ireland. But he became (I(;af, and perhaps disgusted, and retired 
from active public life about 1748. lie had written earlier in the 
Craftsman^ as he wrote later in the World. A few other minoi 
things, “ Characters,” and the like, show the great literary ability and 
the thorough knowledge of part of human nature which he possessed. 
But his literary fiime was derived from a publication which (unlike 
some letter-writers) he never intended, that of his correspondence with 
his illegitimate son Philip Stanhope, printed by that son’s widow. He 
also wrote a good many other letters, and within recent years a fresh 
batch of advices to tlie young, addressed this time to his godson and 
successor in the title, was added by the late Earl of Carnarvon. 

The hardness which has been noted in Lady Mary appears to a 
greater extent, as was natural, in Chesterfield ; and though Johnson’s 
undying grudge exaggerated the immorality which accompanies it, 
that immorality certainly exists. But as a letter-writer, in his few 
excursions into the essay, and in such other literary amusements as 
he permitted himself, he stands very high, and the somewhat artificial 
character of his etiquette, the wholly artificial character of his standards 
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of literary, aesthetic, and other judgment, ought not to obscure his 
excellence. Devoted as he was to French, speaking and writing it 
as easily as he did English, he never Gallicised his style as Horace 
Walpole did, nor fell into incorrectnesses as did sometimes Lady Mary. 
The singular ease with which, not in the least ostentatiously conde¬ 
scending to them, he adjusts his writing to his boy correspondents is 
only one function of his literary adaptability. Nor is it by any means 
lobe forgotten that Chesterfield’s subjects arc extremelyl^ious, and are 
handled with equal information and mothei-wit. He WK^riot exactly 
a scholar, but he was a man widely and well read, and tlie shrewd¬ 
ness of his judgment on men and things was only conditioned by that 
obstinate refusal even to entertain any enthusiasm, anything high- 
strung in ethics, aesthetics, religion, and other things^ which w’as 
characteristic of his age. Had it not been for Chesterfield we should 
have wanted many lively pictures of society, manner,^'and travel; 
but we should also have wanted our best English illustration of a 
saying of his time, though not of his—“ If there Ifere no God, it 
would be necessary to create one.” 

Lady Mary and Lord Chcstei*field were persons^^, extreme and 
even talent, which never quite reached genius. In the third of the 
great trio of letter-writers we find a curious mixture O^^omething by 
no means unlike genius, and of most undoubted origin¬ 
ality, with the qualities and the limitations of a very 
decided fribble and coxcomb. Horace Walpole ranked 
as the third son of the great Sir Robert, to whose late and not fortunate 
title of Earl of Orford he—himself very late in his lif. —succeeded. 
He was born in London in September 1717, and after passing through 
Eton and Cambridge, travelled, as noted above, ii*K.K<^>y with Gray.* 
After his return to England, and for long afterward^; ’te sat in Parlia¬ 
ment, but he had no political ability, and only ^ political 

interests. Being comfortably provided for by offide ai bequest, he 
was able to live very much as he pleased, and soorj^'^'^t^blished him¬ 
self at Strawberry Hill, near Twickenham, where he .^ilt, affecting 
“the Gothick taste” more well than wisely, his faA.: „ villa. After 
a time he even set up a press there. Besides an,^e/j^nous number 
of letters, very partially collected,' he wrote in the id, produced 
the wonderfully original, if npt wonderfully good, no The Castle 

of Otranto, and the strong, though again not good/ jigedy of The 
Mysterious Mother, compiled Anecdotes of Paintit{ ^i^^afalogucs of 
Engrasfcrs, Catalogues of Royal and Noble Authors,'’ \tonc Doubts, 
and other things, besides editing or reprinting 2 ]|nmont. Lord 
Herbert of Cherbury, and much else. j 

* Mrs. Toynbee has at last, 190,5, issued^^t the < 3910 *^ ' /Press the coni- 

pletest if not an absolutely complete collection in 16 vols. * 
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In literary history Horace Walpole has no small importance as 
the author of The Castle of Otranto^ and is not quite devoid of it as 
the author of The Mysterious Mother. But to the reader, and not 
the mere reader only, his Jitters give him far greater interest. Their 
enormous bulk is not marred, as is the case in some other collections, 
by a constant repetition of the same subject to different correspond¬ 
ents, and the variety of the subjects themselves is altogellier extra¬ 
ordinary. For part of the politics, much of the personal history, and 
almost all the social gossip, chit-chat, manners, and what not of the 
middle of the eighteenth century, Walpole is an authority to be 
trusted indeed with caution (for lie was extremely spiteful, and by no 
means scrupulous), but to be enjoyed almost without alloy 01 satiety. 
No matter whether it be the execution of the Jacobite lords, or a 
frolic to the public gardens with madcap ladies, who insist on cook¬ 
ing chickens m a china dish which is expected every minute to fly 
about their ears, whether it be bric-a-brac 01 scandal, Walpole con¬ 
trives to be always amusing and never silly, though he may sometimes 
be not wholly sensible. And it is only fair to admit that the intrinsic 
charm of his matter is very much helped by the peculiarities of his 
style. It is not by any means wholly natural- -it would not have 
suited the hour or the man if it had been ; but its affectation and 
Its frippery are exactly suited to the part which the writer wished to 
play, and seldom out of keeping with the matters he had to handle. 
There is plenty of ill-nature in Walpole, some snobbery, a good many 
other failings positive and negative ; but there is also genius, and 
the genius is of a distinctly literary kind. 

Of minor memoir- and letter-writers it would be possible to name 
not a few, from Lord Hervey, the friend of Lady Mary and the 
enemy of Poj^e, downwards ; but hardly any absolutely demands 
“ T ” y f-ntion. There is, however, one writer who, from the 
mystery attending his person at least as much as from 
the excellenct^ of his writings, has attracted in the past, and still to 
some extent ,^.tracts, a rather disproportionate attention, and this is 
the author ol ^^e Letter's of Jufiius. Into the personal and identify¬ 
ing question , ^j/e is not any need to enter deeply here, for it has no 
literary cons«gg.ience, if indeed it has any consequence at all, and, 
as in all muc^^ ^ebated problems, the heat which the discussion of it 
excites is soi, ^^mes in inverse proportion, to the importance of the 
decision. It^^ enough to say that the’series of letters signed 
“Junius,” an»ublished by Woodfall, who himself was ignorant of 
the identity his contributor, appeared in the Public Advertiser 
from January/1769 to a period some three years later. They 
attacked the * king, the ministers (especially the Duke of Grafton), 
and a great number of things and persons connected with the admini* 
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stration of the clay. They showed inside knowledge of official matters. 
They were, though repeatedly printed, never acknowledged by any 
one. They were attributed to Edmund Burke, to his brother Richard, 
to Lord Temple, to Lord (leorge Sackville, to Lord Shelburne, to 
Barre, to Wilkes, to Horne Tooke, to Clover, to Weclderburn, to 
Gerard Hamilton, but especially to Philip, afterwards Sir J 4 iihp, 
Francis, .111 Irishman, the son of the translator of Horace, who w^as 
born in Dublin in 1740, entered the Civil Service, held a position in 
the War Office, was sent out to India as a Member of Council, became 
a bitter opponent of Warren Hastings, and fought a duel wath him, 
returned, sat m Parliament on the extremer Whig side, and died m 
1818.^ The evidence connecting Francis with “Junius,” though 
entirely circumstantial, and certainly not decisive even as such, is 
very strong, and at any rate far outweighs that advanced in favour of 
any other candidate for a rather bad eminence. 

For the Letter's of Jumus^ w^hile they display some of the worst 
cpiahties of the human soul—arrogance, spite, jealousy, and hardly 
one really gmod 01 great quality, inasmuch as their very denunciation 
of abuses is evidently but personal, or at best partisan—are far less 
intellectually and artistically remarkable than it used to be, and some¬ 
times still is, the fashion to represent them. The immense import¬ 
ance attaching to oratory in the eighteenth century—when a single 
fortunate speech might bring a man office, wealth, hcieditary dignity, 
and almost everything most coveted—together with a rhetorical 
tradition starting at least from Bohngbroke, and possibly from Hali¬ 
fax, had made a certain rather stereotyped and very conventional 
fashion of writing the subject of constant practice and of not infre¬ 
quent attainment. Burke is the great cxainjile of this practice, 
carried beyond convention, beyond rhetoric, bey ond even eloquence, 
into great permanent literature. “Junius” is the chief examjde of it 
in its lower and quite undivine form. An affectation of exaggerated 
moral indignation, claptrap rhetorical interrogations, the use, clever 
enough if it were not so constant, of balanced antitheses, a very good 
ear for some, though by no means many, cadences and rhythms, some 
ingenuity m trope and metaphor, and a cunning .adaptation of that 
trick of specialising with proper names with which Lord Macaulay 
has surfeited readers for the last half-century—these, though by no 
means all, are the chief features of the Junian method. But the 
effect is not in the least #narmoreal, as Burke’s is. It has, on the 
contrary, two qualities of the usual imitation of marble—it is plaster 

^ Still other claimants of less mark, one H. M. Boyd, one Rosenhageii, one 
Greatrakes, are mentioned by Wraxall {Own Time, 1 p 447, sq.). The great 
maintainer of “ anti-Franci.scan’’arguments was the late Mr. Fraser R.ie ; but 
the question has latterly rather dropped. 
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and It is hollow. As a man of letters the author has done well a 
conventional exercise not worth the doin^. As a man of morals he 
has put talents great, if not consummate, at the service at best of 
party, at worst of self. 

Far different is the history and far higher the merits of a yet 
more famous book, some twenty years younger, which also belongs 
of right to this lk)ok and chapter. James Doswell, younger of 

, Auchinleck, was born in Edinburgh in October J740. 

He was the heir to an old family and a good estate, had 
talents of various kinds, wrote a popular Anoiinf of Cors/ra in 1768, 
and in his later years (he died m 1795) some bid both for 

political and professional su< cess. Jiut he is for posterity nothing 
but the authoi of the Jj/o of Dr. Johnson^ published in 1791, with its 
earlier complement, the I'our to Ihc Uebruh'^ ( 1773 )- Boswell had 
devoted himself to Johnson as early as 1763, and for the remaining 
twenty-one years of the sage’s life, though not very frequently or for 
very long periods in his company, was m pretty constant communica¬ 
tion with him, was (though Johnson could not avoid rough treatment 
of his follies) on the whole tolerated by the great man as he tolerated 
no one else, took infinite pains both before and after his idol’s death 
to procure all the information he could about him, and wove it into 
one of the most extraoidmary books m literatuie -a book which from 
the day of its ap})earance to the present has been quarrelled over, 
accounted for in a score of different ways, given up as a hopeless 
enigma, but always read and rejoiced in. 'J hose who like Boswell at 
first like him e\er liettcr; those who do not like him at first (such 
cases have been known) with rare exceptions become converted to 
him afterwards Sonn* of his greatest admirers think him a whole 
fool ; nearly every one thinks him in large part foolish. Except 
Pepys, whom in not a few Wrays he resembled, there is perhaps no 
author whom we regaid wuth so much affection mixed wath so much 
contempt. And he has written a biogra])hy of very great size, which 
is all but universally allow^ed to bexhe best, with but one rival, in 
literature, and which some hold to be best wMth no rival at all. 

Of many other writers, we may select Gilbert White of Selborne 
(^720-1793) and William Gilpin of Boldre (1724-1804), because 
of the immense influence upon literature of the tendency which the 
Naiural /li^fory of Selborne (1789), and the seiies of “Picturesque 
Tours” {The /Tirh/onds, 1778; The H782; The Lakes, 1789; 
Forest Scenery, 1791 ; The West of England, 1798) expressed. 
White’s volume is a plain but vivid record of observation of nature ; 
Gilpin’s books, a little more florid in style, are elaborately illustrated 
in aquatint. Both exemplify the craving to get close to nature, the 
determination to “ count the streaks of the tulip ” and value its hues. 



INTERCHAPTER IX 

The actual contents of the foregoing liook require less classification 
and comment of the specific kind than has been the case with any of 
those preceding it; but their general character, taken into conjunc¬ 
tion with that of Book VIII., and the lessons of the change to which 
we are now coming, require some larger notice. For we are once 
more approaching one (and up to the piesent day the last) of the 
great turning-points of English literature a turning-point of a 
definiteness and moment which had been only twice equalled before, 
at the beginning of the Elizabethan great tunc with Lyly and Spenser, 
and at the Restoration. The Augustan ages, with their continuation 
in the mid- and later-eightcenth century, were closed in fact, though 
not in general opinion, by the publication of the l^yrtcal Ballads in 
1798. But they had had notice of closing before. What these 
notices were we must now briefly indicate, concluding with a short 
summary and criticism of the main aspects of literature from the rise 
of Dryden to the death of Burke. 

The agencies of the change admit, of course, of very different 
appreciaiion, but both in number and order the following summary 
will probably be not far from doing justice to them. Almost imme¬ 
diately after the beginning of the century there began also a certain 
indefinite but very perceptible “ harking back ” to older literature in 
various forms—the antiquarian efforts of Oldys, the editorial labours 
of Theobald, the collection of ballads, English and Scottish, as 
definite curiosities. The poetical work of Thomson had more effect 
in the same direction than its author knew, or in any probability 
intended, and its own suffusion with conventionality did little haim 
and (by rendering it more palatable to the wfits and the town) some 
good. A little later still the same mixture of conventional externals 
and Romantic spirit inejts us in the scanty but intense poetical work 
of Collins, in the almost as scanty and less intense, but curiously 
anxious and “questing,^’ poetical work of Gray, and in the wide, 
various, and far-reaching, though insufficiently productive, literary 
studies of the latter. The Thomsonian mixture is more perceptible 
still in Shenstone, because this latter, though an undeveloped and 
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irregular, is a decidedly germinal critic, whereas in Thomson there is 
little sign of the critical spirit. And then, at or about the year 1760, 
there meets us a whole group of important symptoms, or stimulants, or 
both —The Castle of Otraftto^ Percy’s Reliques^ Maepherson’s Ossian — 
all expressing, and the two last at any rate powerfully helping on, 
the complete Romantic revival itself—a revival further expressed m 
curiously different ways a few years later by the rich work of 
Chatterton and the poor work of Peattie.^ 

Opinions may differ as to the cause of the still further postpone¬ 
ment of the Revival itself, and some will probably still take refuge in 
the apparently pusillanimous, but certainly prudent, and perhaps not 
really unsound, doctrine of “the Hour and the Man.” But it does 
not seem quite foolish, or even very fanciful, to attribute to the 
enormous literary intlucnrc of Johnson an effect in keeping back the 
growth which (though su( h was very far from being his wish) had 
the beneficent effect of the “ jiinching ” process so well known to 
gardeners. That it was beneficent there can be no doubt, and more 
than one of the examples just referred to shows this amply. The 
general literary mind was as yet not nearly enough educated in the 
way in which it wished to go. As Percy, as Maepherson, as Chatter- 
ton, as Beattie showed in their different fashions, as was shown still 
more by the deploiable creatures of the last twenty years, the aims, 
the ideas, the conceptions of tlic new school were quite \ague and 
very ill-mfoimed. Only (iray rCcdly knew something of mediaeval 
English literature, and modem literature other than English ; and 
Ciray’s knowledge was divorced from power, further enfeebled (it 
may be suspected) by a divided allegiance, and rather sickhed o’ei 
with its own learning. 'J'he robuster labours of the Wartons, the 
I'yrwhilts, the Ritsons were needed to supply the actual stuff of 
knowledge, as well as the positive genius of a new^ generation to 
supply the power of using it. That powerful assistance was given by 

^ Of <*spocial interest in regard to this matter are the Letters on Chivalry and 
RomatKe of Kichard (not then liishop) iftird, jmhlished in 1762, before the 
Reliques, or The Castle of Otranto, 01 all but the fiist-fruits of Ossian. Hurd 
(1720-1808), successively Bishop of Lichfield and Wort:ester, w.is in character 
rather a pompous fanumu, and injured his reputation by making himself a sort of 
ban-dog to Warburton But his writings, at least the critical part of them, can be 
.spoken of w'lth contempt b}' no good critic who h.is read them. They aie 
gropings lather than discoveries, marred by imperfect knowledge, by supercilious- 
ness, by mistaken attempts to adjust Classical methoflSs to Romantic matter. But 
the man who in 1762 recognised that there was a Romantic Unity, distinct from the 
Aristotelian, w'as a critic if ever there was one. Ihs IJissertations on Poetry arv 
less good than the Letters, and his Commentaries o\\ Horace are " old style,” with 
some modern touches Hut Ins Dialogues probably gave Landor no slight hint 
foi the Imaginarv Conversations, and any one who will compare Hurd with Blair 
will soon see which is on the right side in literature. 
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two (for Blake exercised none, and Crabbe very little till later) of the 
four chief poets c. 1780 there can be no doubt. Both Cowper and 
Burns deepened the tendency to get out of the library and into the 
fields and woods, to see directly and not through borrowed glasses, 
to express directly and not in phrase of common form ; while to 
some, at least, the mere alterative powers of Burns’s dialect must 
always hold a high place in the calculation. The German influence 
of the very latest years of the century was also real, though much 
more alloyed, and working by no means wholly for good ; while that 
of the French Revolution, though it may easily be exaggerated, can 
no more be denied than can the influence of the three great changes 
at the junction of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries on the literary 
growths which followed them. It is not for nothing that the three 
leaders of the new movement were all deeply influenced by Godwin, 
that Godwin’s philosophy shot into crystal at the touch of the 
Revolution itself, and that the essence of it was anarchy, in the sense 
of refusing accepted conventions, in everything. All three were to 
recoil from this eventually, but the two greatest of them never allowed 
the recoil to affect their literary position. They struck—Wordsworth 
rather blindly and instinctivel}^, Coleridge with reason—at the whole 
convention of the period immediately behind them, and the literary 
piactice of a hundred yeais has followed up their blows. 

What, then, was this t onvention, and to what does the crusade 
against it amount ? It is not a mere idle play on words to answer the 
first part of this question that the convention was Convention itself. 

Like most long-dominant creeds, this was not the work of a single 
man, or he definite and conscious expression of the o])inions of a 
single mind. The four greatest exponents of it, Dryden, Addison, 
Pope, and Johnson, undoubtedly brought it about, but it may be 
questioned whether any but the last—peihaps whethei even he—was 
a consciously convinced apostle of it. Dryden, its founder, was an 
explorer, an experimenter to his very death-day; his theories were in 
a constant condition of readjustment and flux, and they, as well as 
his practice, included a great deal of stuff which was not part of the 
classical-conventional creed at all, and suited it but oddly. In 
adopting and carrying out the demands of his time for a clearer, 
plainer, more business-hke style in verse and prose, he was induced, 
as a makeshift, to take up with the French “classical” theories to a 
certain extent, but this >#as chiefly in consequence of his curious pre¬ 
ference for adaptation over creation. IBs immediate successors, the 
two great lawgivers of the eighteenth century in verse and prose 
respectively, were men excellently suited for their own purposes, but 
rather unfortunately devised for the general good of literature. 
Addison was a man of good but rather partial reading, with an intellect 
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neat rather than powerful, a hater of excess, but rather tolerant of defect 
and littleness. Pope was one of the very greatest artists that ever 
existed, but an artist pure and simple, a man of no learning, of no 
extensive intellect, and greater m his art than his art among others. 
Again, Johnson’s chief characteristic was a conservatism just too 
obstinately tinged with mere common sense, a determination, a little 
too dogged and narrow, to adorn the Sparta he had got, and no other 
literary city. And so, the general taste assisting, a really haphazard, 
though seemingly orderly, convention of conventions came into exist¬ 
ence. Men praised “correctness” without having any more real 
standard of it than a misunderstanding by Pope of Soileau’s mis¬ 
understanding of Horace, who had himself misunderstood the 
(ireeks. I'hcy turned, instinctively rather than in theory, away from 
wild nature to civilised manneis. They laughed at the Middle 
Ages, and filled their poems with personifications as unreal as those 
of the Romance of the Rose^ and infinitely less attractive. They 
generalised and abstracted ; they refused “ to count the streaks of 
the tulip ”—till their written imagery had the life and the outline and 
the colour of a mathematical diagram. Feeling— and feeling rightly 
—that prose ought not to be like poetry, they consecrated one parti¬ 
cular limited kind of poetic diction as the proper uniform of verse, 
and (despite isolated atteinjils at truei metrical theory as well as 
practice) they clung to the separated couplet as the serious metre 
beyond which there was no salvation. 

All this, to borrow a famous phrase of Carlyle’s, the new age “ [not 
always] modestly, but iieremptorily and irrevocably denied.” It was 
right in the denial, not so right in undervaluing, what, in pursuance 
or in spite of its theories, the period from 1660 to 1798 had given. 

For mighty things had been given and done. In the opening 
portion the work of Dryden is so great that only the greatest (and 
very few of them) can be put above him in art, not many even in 
literary spirit, hardly one in craftsmanship. And this high peak is 
followed in the chain by the volcanic magnificence of Swift, the 
graceful outlines of Addi.son and Pope, the massive strength of John¬ 
son and Gibbon, the varied and effective sky-line of Tiurke—with con¬ 
siderable minor heights to fill in the range. The eighteenth century 
by itself had created the novel and practically created the literary his¬ 
tory ; it had put the essay into general circulation ; it had hit off various 
forms, and an abundant supply, of lighter ve»r>e ; it had added largely 
to the literature of philosophy. Above all, it had shaped the form of 
English prose-of-all-work, the one thing that remained to be done at 
its opening. When an age has done so much, it seems somewhat 
illiberal to reproach it with not doing more. 
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The turninR-point — Coleridge—IIis criticism—Wordsworth — His inequality— 
His theories—Ills genius and its limitations—Southey—Scott - His poetical 
quality—Byron - His icputation — And tonlrilmtion to Isnglish poetry— 
Shelley—IIis iioeiiis and his poetiy - Keats—Landor—Moore—Campbell. 

Some slight protest has lately been made against the fixing of the 
year 1798, and the publication of the Lyrical Ballads of Wordsworth 
and Coleridge, as the definite turning-point of English literature for 
its last great stage as yet. It is perfectly true that no 
immediate general effect was produced by the book, and 
that no second book till The 1 My of the Last Minstrel^ 
seven years later, showed that any other great mind had been affected. 
Hut this is not in reality a damaging argument. In almost all revolu¬ 
tions, literary and other, the first onset is separated from the decisive 
charge by a greater or lesser interval; at all turns of tide— 

While the tired waves, vainly breaking, 

Seem here no painful inch It) gain, 

Far back, through ciccks and inlets making, 

Conies silent, flooding in, the main. 

Tlie painful inch might seem not to be gained by even The Ancient 
Mariner, even by Tintcrn flbbey; but the mam was flooding in all 
the same. 

^ In these two last Rooks the abstinence from critical exqxitiation and the 
omission of minor writers, which have giadually grown more and more necessary 
throughout this history, will, as a rule, be moic than ever noticeable In the same 
way, editions will only be given when there is special reason for it. 
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The most important single agent, or at least leader, in the trans¬ 
formation was undoubtedly Samuel Taylor Coleridge, who was born 

^ j ^ at Ottery St. Mary, in Devonshire, on the 2ist October 
1772. Although the best poetical work of Coleridge 
in poetry is extremely small m bulk, while scarcely a single prose 
book of his, save perhaps the Hiographia Ljterariuy can be said to 
be successful throughout in both matter and form, yet his poetry at 
its best reaches the absolute limits of English verse as yet written, 
his prose is full of suggestion and germ.^ Moreover, his personal 
effect on the greatest men of hia own generation was so great as to 
be almost uncanny. Till he knew Southey, Southey, though always 
fond of books, luid shown little or no literary turn ; till he knew 
Wordsworth, Wordsworth produced, or at least publi.shcd, hardly 
anything that can be called really poetry. It is impossible to estimate 
the effects of their boyish and lifelong friendship on Lamb. Hazlitt, 
the most arrogant of men, confessed that Coleridge was the only 
man who taught him anything. His revival and readjustment of 
the old trisyllabic variations on the octosyllable started Scott; 
his philosophisings, not very systematic, changed the current of 
English philosophy. It is scarcely possible to find a movement, 
in verse creation or in prose criticism, between 1798 and his 
death, which docs not directly or indirectly owe its impulse to 
Coleridge. 

It is perhaps more wonderful, when we consider this extraordinary 
expense of spiritual influence on others, that Coleridge produced as 
much and as good work as he did, than that he did not produce more 
and better. The virtue that went out of him was so great that little 
might well have been expected to remain. He seems, indeed, to have 
had only tuo periods of complete original energy, the one about 
1797-98, when he was stimulated by physical and mental comfort 
(for he was then living with his young wife, of whom he had not yet 
tired, at Nether Stowey), and by the mental excitement of the com¬ 
panionship of Wordsworth and his sister Dorothy ; the other not 
(juite twenty years later, w'hen he^iad just settled with the Gillmans 
at Highgate. His work before the earlier of these periods yields nothing 
^ of the first merit; that between them, and later, only scraps. At first his 
style was that of the usual verse-writer of the late eighteenth century, 
differentiated only by the inspiration of nature and topography which 
he had received from the sonnets of Bowles ; then (and just before 
the great time) he had a fit of stiff Odfes in the Gray-and-Collins 

^ It ru.iy be questioned whether the last, and quite recently published, book of 
this prose, minima Poctae (London, 1895), which his gr.uidson collected fioni 
pocket-books and note-books yet unprmteil, is not as important as any. In par¬ 
ticular, It contains more attempts m elaborate prose than any other. 
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manner, varied by the intolerable platitudes, expressed in more in¬ 
tolerable bombast, of the blank verse of Re/igious Musings. Of the 
Odes themselves, that to the Departing Year has flashes, and that 
to France more; while after the critical period, in 1802, the really 
beautiful Dejection comes only below his greatest things. Of the 
later scraps the opening of Lovc^ part of The Th’cc Graves^ the 
exquisite fragment of the Knigitfs Tomb^ and a few other things, 
alone deserve the exception recorded. For the most part he led a 
wandering and rather mysterious life, habitually consuming opium in 
excessive quantities, not presenting the spectacle of conduct in any way 
equal to his admirable ethical and religious principles, and always 
coming short of his own literary projects and designs He was educated 
at Christ’s Hospital, and thence went to Jesus College, Cambridge, 
which he left to enlist in a cavalry regiment. He was readmitted, but 
he never took a degree. In 1795 married “my pensive Sara,” the 
sister of Southey’s wife, Edith, and, after being for a time a Unitarian 
preacher, betook himself wholly-- so far as he can be said to have 
betaken himself to any profession at all— to that of literature. He 
could, w'hen he chose, be a very effective journalist, and as the market 
for journalism had now risen considerably from the starvation prices 
of the preceding century, he sometimes earned a fair income, though 
he was not above accepting, and even asking for, allowances from 
friends, and, at any rate for some time, leaving his family as a 
burden on Southey. He sojourned at the Lakes, in London, in 
Malta (where he was secretary to Sir Alexander Ball), in Wiltshire 
with some people named Morgan, and finally, as was said above, 
at the (Allmans’, between Highgate and Hampstead, where the 
younger generation gathered round him, and he addressed them, 
in the manner described for all time by Carlyle, till his death in 
1834. 

Although many of Coleridge’s plans fell through altogether, and 
though his publication of what he did publish was very irregular, his 
actual works, if collected, even without his mere journalism, would fill 
many volumes. The Fall of Robespierre^ which he and Southey 
published in 1794, before either had found his true vocation, is a 
mere curiosity, and not an interesting one. There is some, though 
still not very much, interest m the volume of Poems which Joseph 
Cottle published for Coleridge two years later, while in these same 
years he lectured in prose on literature, the lectures apparently con¬ 
taining many of his favc^irite ideas and expressions, as w^ell as by 
their intermittence illustrating his fatal instability. He at different 
times issued by himself, or with only the slightest help, two peri¬ 
odicals, the Watchman (1795) and the Friend (1809), which latter, 
as first printed, is very different from the book known under the same 
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name. His share in the Lyrical Ballads^ included some of his best 
work, and the same time saw Kubla Khan and Ciins label (neither 
published till long after), the tragedy of Osof'io, etc. During a sub¬ 
sequent visit to (iermany (in company at first with the Wordsworths), 
he began (though some put it latei) the translation of JVa/lenslciny 
which to some fair judges seems a much greater thing than Schiller’s 
own work. For about ten years he lec tured a good deal, though very 
erratically, in London, and at the close of the decade, in the years 
1816-1 8, he published Chmfabcl^ the Bioyraphia Lilrrana, Zapolya^ 
and the (book) L'ncnd. His later published work was not extensive, 
and as published not very original, though valuable collections of 
Table J'alA\ marginal notes on books (to the making of which he was 
much addicted), and the like were published after his death. 

Coleridge’s importance in English literature is threefold—first as 
an influence, in which character such brief justice as is here possible 
has been alreaily done him ; as a prose-writer, especially in the de¬ 
partment of criticism, understood in its widest sense ; and as a poet. 

As a prose-writer his importance is limited to criticism, and to 
criticism rather of matter and spirit than of form and style. It has 
long been acknowledged thtit, inestimable as was the benefit he con¬ 
ferred upon FZnglish philosophy m the widest sense by 

iscntiusni It a new direction, he had no systematic con¬ 

structive fiiculty, and could at best -it is true that he could hardly 
have done anything better -suggest an attitude. 'Phe attitude was 
that of a meduevalism inspired by much later learning, but still more 
by that intermediate or decadent Creek philosophy which had so 
much influence on the Middle Ages themselve.s. 'Phis is, in other 
words, the Romantic attitude, and Coleridge was the high priest of 
Romanticism, u'hich, through Scott and Byron, he taught to Europe, 
re-preaching it even tc3 Germany, from which it had partly come. He 
more than any one else revolutionised the English view of literature, 
and though unjust to the eighteenth century, and not always trust¬ 
worthy m detailed remarks on earlier wTilers, set it on the whole on 
a new and sound basis In the liteTfiry form which he gave to these 
and other excrcitations of his he was not pre-eminently happy ; both 
Southey and Wordsworth were better prose-writers mcrelv as such, 
and Southey was far better. But even here, as far moie elsewhere, 
Coleridge was “noticeable,” and his mission was to show what to 

^ 'Fhis fanic)u.s book w.is professedly to illustvate two different methods of 
poetic treatment, Wordsworth making the common uncommon, and Coleridge 
the uncommon credible and acceptable. The latter object, though less distinct, 
was much more fully achieved than the former, for the Am tent accepts 

Its conditions and performs its feat, while the best things of Wordsworth’s part do 
not deal with everyday conceptions, and are not couched in familiar language. 
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admire and think, and in what temper to admire and think it, not in 
what special form to express the admiration or the thouj^ht. 

His accomplishment as a poet was different, but was also subject to 
the stranj^e limitations which not only confined but marred his work 
throughout. The bulk of his verse is very far from small; it extends 
to 500 large pages of double columns pretty closely printed.^ But 
the most lavish tolerance of selection - has not succeeded in getting 
out of this mass more than half the number of small pages loosely 
and largely printed in single column ; and not a quarter of this 
winnowed heap is really good grain. The A 7 icicnt Mariner and 
CJiristahcl are Coleridge’s only great productions of any bulk. Kubla 
Khan is very short, and elsewhere he has only passages. Yet the 
quality of the better part is such that no English poet can be put far 
above Coleridge when only quality and not quantity is demanded. 
This quality is perhaps shown as well as anywhere in the fragment of 
Kubla Khan itself, where there is no disturbing element of story or 
character to interfere with the purely poetical part of the matter; but 
it is equally visible, and, of course, much more satisfactorily appre¬ 
ciable by the general taste, in I'hc Ancient Mariner^ w’here these 
things are present, and in Chi'istabcl^ where they are provided more 
abundantly still, though much less artistically and finally adjusted. 
Diction, metre, imagery, letter-music, suggestion—all the elements of 
poetry are here present in intense degree, and in forms, guises, and 
combinations entirely novel and original. It is scarcely loo much to 
say that in these best poems of ('oleridge the poetry of the nineteenth 
century is almost wholly suggested, and is, to a very great extent, con¬ 
tained aftei the fashion of the oak in the acorn. 

The i'ollaboiator of Coleridge in the Jyncal Tallads was, as very 
frequently hajijiens m the more fortunate partnerships of life and 
literature, a remarkably different person from his helpmate. Born in 
Cumberland, but of Yorkshire stock, at the town of „ 
CockermoLith, in April 1770, William Wordsw'orth w'as ^ 
the son of a lawyer and land-agent; but his father died when he was 
thirteen, and for some years the family luck was low. This did not, 
however, interfere with the future poet’s education at Hawkshead 
Grammar Scliool and St. John’s College, Cambridge, or wuth his 
early indulgence in a (_areer of leisure, travel, and study, not commonly 
enjoyed by any but the favourites of Fortune. A sojourn in France 
affected him greatly, though in very recent days its effect has perhaps 
been exaggerated ; and fie underwent, like Southey and Coleridge, a 
measles of Rejiublicanism which very soon cured itself. His first 
verse appeared, as became his slightly more advanced age, before 

^ In the admirable edition of Mr. Dykes Campbell (London, 1893). 

- Ml. Stopford liiookc’s Golden Book of Coleridge (London, 1895). 

2 U 
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theirs in 1793 '* like theirs it has no great merit. A legacy of 
not quite a thousand pounds having fallen to him, he established him¬ 
self in the South of England at different points of Somerset and Dorset, 
and here he fell in with Coleridge, with whom, after issuing the 
Ballads^ he set out for Germany. On his return he settled at the 
Lakes, recovered the inheritance of which the injustice of his father’s 
employer had deprived his family for nearly twenty years, married, 
and after a time received the lucrative sinecure, or practical sinecure, 
of Distributor of Stamps. The entire history of his life was literary 
and domestic, and for half a century he abode first at (irasmere, then 
at his well-known home of Rydal Mount, composing *it leisure, pub¬ 
lishing at intervals, believing in his own poetry with an intensity only 
shared by Milton among true poets, and very slowly winning first 
the elect, or some of them, and then the crowd, to Ins belief. It was 
about the end of the fourth decade of the nineteenth century that the 
general conversion w\is ratified—on one side by the degree of D.C.L. 
from Oxford, on the other by a pension from the Crown. P'or the 
last seven years of his life he was Poet-Laureate in succession to 
Southey, and died on 23rd April 1850. 

It has been said that Wordsworth was very different from Cole¬ 
ridge ; there is, indeed, hardly more than one point of resemblance 
between them. Both were poets of the very highest power, the interval 
‘^^G^l’J^kty between whose best and worst poetry is 
is intqua i y. nearly incomprehensible. It must be 

added that the incomprehensibility is greater in Wordsworth’s case 
than in Coleridge’s. The latter wrote badly or weakly, because he 
very seldom gave his genius a chance, because his habits were fatal 
•to continued mental activity, because he was distracted between a 
dozen different literary objects, because he was at any rate very often 
writing, when he did write, for mere bread. In all these respects 
Wordsworth’s lot and conduct were quite different. He devoted 
himself utterly and entirely to poetry, seldom thinking, hardly ever 
writing, anything that was not either poetry or about poetry; he 
maintained himself by exercise and plain good living in the utmost 
mental and bodily health ; and he declined to be a bread-winner with 
such a magnificent steadfastness that Fate was from the first cowed, 
and maintained him without any effort of his own. His poetical pro¬ 
duction, accordingly, was never in the least hampered or hurried, and 
large as it is, the bulk is not in the least surprising, considering that 
it represents more than half a century of waking moments entirely 
given up to it. Yet, even deducting the work of the years when 
Wordsworth’s powers were not come to maturity and engaged in their 
proper work, as well as that of the years in which his natural force 
was abated, there is absolutely no certainty in his poetic touch. 
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Nor IS this inequality to be accounted for, in any but a small 
degree, by his celebrated heresy about poetic diction. He had 
adopted,' perhaps less consciously and deliberately than his 

^ , ,His theories 

prose manifesto on the subject in a preface to the second 
edition of the Lvi'iliiI Jhilhuh would hav^e us believe, but to some 
extent both with consciousness and delil)eration, a formula of reaction 
fiom the practice of the eighteenth century, which laid it down that 
poetry ought to be written 111 tlie simplest language of the common 
people, that even metre is an accident of it, and that the poetic 
essence consists wholly in fixing the result of an impassioned 
spiritual experience. His theory led him to the composition of some 
silly things, and never in the least helped him to the composition of 
fine ones ; but m practice he constantly neglected it. No poet has a 
more distinct poetic diction—a diction sometimes more really stiff 
and non-natural than that of any Augustan of the decadence—than 
Wordsworth. But his success and his failures have very little more to 
do with this diction than with his childishnesses and his peasantries. 
In both moods, with both dialects, he will sometimes soar to 
empyrean heights, and sometimes flounder along the moor of prose with 
the most exasperating shamble. And it is not by any means cert<iin 
(though the contiary would seem almost incredible) that he was him¬ 
self fully or at all sensible of the difference. Only this of his pet 
heresy survived in him to the last— the conviction that the meaning, 
and the meaning only, was the poetry. And as it w^as his equally 
firm creed that William Wordsworth could not mean otherwise than 
nobly, so it was matter of breviary watli him likewise that William 
Wordswoith could not write otherwise than well. 

There is now no difficulty, except to those wffio either do not* 
possess ciitical power or decline to use it, in detecting, so far as 
such things can ever be detected, the secret of Wordsworth’s poetical 
inequality. It is that his poetical power, though of Tcnius 
the intensest and noblest, wais very narrow in its possi- and us 
bilities of application, and that, reinforcing a native 
arrogance walh an acquired theory, he thought it capable of being 
applied almost universally. It was his mission to reverse the general 
tendency of the eighteenth century by averting the attention from 
towns, manners, politics, systems of philosophy, and directing them 
upon the country, nature, the inner moral life of man, and religion. 
Occasionally a sort of splash of that limited but magnificent poetic 
g^enius of his has fallen tcyond the usual circle ; more often he has 
endeavoured to extend the circle at the expense of the power. 
Perhaps twice only, in Tutiern Abbey and in the Ode oti Intimations 
of Immortality^ is the full, the perfect Wordsworth, with his half- 
pantheistic worship of nature, informed and chastened by an intense 
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sense of hunian conduct, of reverence and almost of humbleness, dis¬ 
played in the utmost poetic felicity. And these two are accordingly 
among the great poems of the world. No unfivourabJe criticism on 
cither—and there has been some, new and old, from persons in uliom 
it is surprising, as well as from persons in whom it is natural—has 
hurt them, though it may have hurt the critifs. 'ilicy are, if not in 
every smallest detail, yet .is wholes, invulnerable and imperishable. 
They could not be beltei done. 

Elsewhere, in the great range of Wordsworth’s work,^ we are in 
a iierpetLial scries of ups and downs, of alternations between small 
things nearly as ])erfe('t as the gieat ones, small things imperfect or 
negligible, and great things in bulk which, except in solitary flashes 
and spurts of suddenly released genius, are dull and dead. The 
mighty poem of v\hich 77 /c /^rcktdc- and 77 / 6 ’ Excursicvi are only 
fragments was fortunately never finished in its actual bulk ; yet lines 
like the f.imous one of Newton— 

Voyaging through strange seas of thought alone, 

with some passages in both portions certainly not fai inferior, 
scarcely tempt any genuine lovei of poetry to rc’peat his first wander¬ 
ings thioLigh the estimable wilderness. The progress through the 
smaller poems is naturally less painful. The very early Evenhts^ 
Walk (written 1787-89) has all the authoi’s veracity and nature- 
knowledge, though his style is still eighteenth-century. Poor Susan 
(written 1797) has an admirable sentiment, a clumsy metrical setting, 
and some capital ])hrase. A Nighi Piece (early 1798, and suggested 
•doubtless by Lady Wmchclsea, but not in any way copied) is valu¬ 
able as giving, deliberately, the process of poetic observation, which 
had been so long and so sadly neglected. The 1807 collection is 
full of great things, which m the famous Ode to Duty^ and not only 
there, reach positive magnificence. And so we might go through the 
whole huge volume, everywhere meeting with strange and childish 
freaks, with instances still more fatal of the poet’s mecjuality to the 
situation he has chosen, but now and again, and not too seldom, 
with that ineffable combination of thought and music which reaches its 

^ The chief issues of this work .after 1798 were the second edition of the 
Lyrical Ballads in 1800, Pocm^ in 1807, the Excursion in i8i.j, the White Doe 
in 1815, flie L>uddon Sonnets in 1819, ihf^ Ecclesiastical Sonnets \n 1822, and a 
collection in 1836 Of his best sin^^le things not printed in 1798, Hartleap Well 
appeared m 1800, most others in 1807 

“ The Preludi (linished 1805, not published till 18150) has now\adays more 
champions, wdio are not uneomproiiiisiiig Woidsw^oithians, th.in The Excuisum. 
It possesses undoubted nobility, and a strong autobiogMiihic interest, yet it may 
seem to some lh.it much of it had been as well m prose. 
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highest arc omplishment in the bewildering and dazzling passages of 
the two poems above (ited. 

When W^ordsworth writes— 


or 


Tlie sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion ; 

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting, 


even Shakespeare, even Shelley, have little more of the echoing 
detonation, tliie auroral light, of true ])oetry. No third poet m 
English, and therefore none in any language, has anything that 
comes near them, though Spenser from this fioint of view must, and 
Milton from that may, lie put above Wordsworth. 

Not his least poetic merit, however, has yet to be noticed, and 
that is the firm and decisive manner in wdiich ht‘ established the 
sonnet in its place. The reappearance of this form had been, 
as was noted in the last Book, one of the signs of the Romantic 
revival, and most of the poets of that revival practised it more or 
less. But Wordsworth was fonder of it than any of them, and his 
work in it w'as not, at its best, appioached by any, until his years had 
increased and his strength diminished. He did not indeed take to 
it extremely early: his first evidence of a thorough command is the 
Skiddaw sonnet of 1801, the “ Westminster Bridge ” (1802) following 
rapidly ; but from that time onward not many years passed without 
at least one masterpiece. Wordsworth’s sonnets contain almost his 
best woik, outside ilie two unapproachable pieces already noted, with 
perhaps a very few others. And m the famous series on the River 
Duddon iie has grappled, and more successfully than most of his‘ 
followers exc,ept Dante Rossetti, with the great difficulty of a sonnet- 
sequence, in its parts retaining the individual charm of the form, 
while, as a whole, giving something like the effect of those long 
poems from which, except in narrative, modern taste has more and 
more turned away. 

Modern taste has more and more turned away from the poetical 
work at least of the writer who, already mentioned more than 
once, was in the lifetime of Wordsw'orth and Coleridge invariably 
associated with them. It is certain that the strictly ^ ^ ^ 

poetical power and value of Robert Southey were ‘ ^ 

considerably inferior to ^theirs. Yet his verse,^ to those who will 
take the trouble to read it, still has, in large parts at least, no small 
attraction, while it was a very great influence in its time, and 
exj 3 resses the tendencies of that time as clearly, if not as supremely, 

^ Those who fear the large one-voluiiie edition of the whole will find an 
excellent selection by Professor Dowden in the “ (Jolden Treasury Senes." 
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ns any. He was the youngest of the trio, born at Bristol in August 
1774, of a family entitled to write themselves anm^cf'O in any bill, 
warrant, quittance, or obligation, though his father was in trade and 
died young and nearly insolvent. Southey, however, was, by his 
mother’s brother, educ.itcd at Westminster and at Balliol. He look 
no degree, and entered no regular state of life except that of marriage, 
which he undertook at an early age, and with no prospect of 
subsistence. A stay, howexer, in Portugal, repeated some years 
later, gave him a strong fancy for the languages and literatures of 
the Peninsula, and .after some vicissitudes he gave himself up to 
literature, this being made jiossible by the generosity of his school- 
friend Chailes Wynn, from whom he leceived an annuity of ^160. 
He lived for the last forty years of his life at Greta Hall, near 
Keswick, where he, on very small inc.ans, c'ollccted a vonderful 
library, brought up not only his own family, but for some consider¬ 
able time that of his eriatic brother-in-law Coleridge, accomplished 
an astonishing amount of admirable literary work, for the most part 
very poorly remunerated, .and died in 1843, having been for some 
years scarcely of sound mind. He had been made Poet-Laureate in 
1813, and from the time of the foundation of the (2uartcriy Review 
h.ad been one of its princijial contributors. Southey’s Poems, on 
which he himself seienely based his hope of immortality, and which 
were very highly thought of by most good judges in his own time, 
even by some who disliked him and his politics, were collected in ten 
volumes in 1837, and after his de.ath re-collected with additions in 
one. Besides the already mentioned Pa// of Robespierre, m 1794, 
with Coleridge, he published Poems with R. Lovell, another future 
brother-in-l.aw ; Joa?i of Arc (1795) J i^oems in two volumes towards 
the end of the century ; T/ialaba the Destroyer 1 Soi) ; Tales, and the 
long poem (3f Madoc (1805) ; The Curse of KeJuima (1810); Rodent/e 
the doth (1814) ; and the Visum of Judgment (1821) ; with a Tale of 
Pa7-aguay^ Oliver Newmau, etc., later. Much of Southey’s work, 
especially his largest poems of Joan 4)f Arc, Madoc, and Roderick, is 
in a kind of blank verse, showing re.aclion from the couplets of 
the eighteenth century, but somewhat deficient in individuality and 
variety. F.ar more important, as well as far better, are the irregular 
and unrhymed stanzas of Thalaba, and the irregular but rhymed 
st.anzas of Kehama. Although the unrhymed Pindaric (which Southey 
took from Sayers of Norwich) is pretty cert.ajnly a devout imagination 
merely, there are extraordinarily fine things in Thalaba, and its 
effect upon poets, so different and great as Scott and Shelley, is in 
no way hard to understand. Kehama is better still, and Southey’s 
poetical fame seems at present likely to rest (though the revolutions 
of the past bid us have a care in saying this) on the best passages of 
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this very fine, though somewhat remotely and unpopularly conceived, 
poem, with a certain number of smaller pieces—“ The Holly Tree,” the 
exquisite “ My days among the dead are past,” the popular, and not 
meanly popular, “ Battle of Blenheim,” “Cataract of Lodore,” “Well 
of St. Keyne,” “ Inchrape Rock,” “ Bishop Platto,” and the fine 
ballad of “ Queen Orraca.” 

But there are many great passages in the longer poems, even in 
the Vision of Judi^menf^ the fault of which is none of those indicated 
by Byron in his clever parody, but simply that it is panegyrical in 
substance and hexametrical in form, it is difficult to write a good 
official panegyric in English, it is nearly impossible to write good 
hexameters in English ; and when a man chooses to encounter 
two such difficulties at once, it is no wonder if he be worsted. 
Southey had poetic gifts—even great ones- but his life was unfavour¬ 
able for their development, and they were probably not of that 
overmastering kind which makes the possessor independent of circum¬ 
stances. He thus ranks higher as a prose writer than as a poet, and 
his prose will be better treated in another place. 

It is important to pay attention to the dates of these three 
careers. After 1798 and the I.yrical Balhuh^ Coleridge published 
nothing of importance in verse for nearly luenty years ; and Words¬ 
worth, though he published, was not attended to. Thalaba and 
Aladoc^ on the other hand, appeared soon, and had no small popu¬ 
larity, Thalaba in particular being, as was said above, a most 
important poetical fact of its day. Iffit for some seven years the 
public had very little poetry put before it (even Crabbe, the only 
veteran with a future, being silent), until The Lay of the Last 
Minstrel appeared. 

Walter Scott takes rank, so far as age goes, between Wordsworth 
and Coleridge, having been born a year later than the former and a 
year earlier than the latter, on 15th August 1771. A younger child 
of a junior branch of the great Border clan of his name, 
he was born in Edinburgh (his father being a Writer to 
the Signet), and was himself educated for the same profession in its 
higher branch. His health was so bad in early chddhood that it 
was hardly thought he would survive, and the lameness which after 
infancy disabled him for a time, remained, though not to a disabling 
extent, in youth and manhood, to become again a serious trouble in the 
disorders of his later years. Although always a reader, and fairly if 
not regularly educated*at the High School and University of the 
Scottish capital, he was in no sense early noted for literal y leanings, 
except that he published a tiny volume of translations from the 
German at five-and-tw^enty, and did some ballads a little later— 
ballads showing something of the rococo style of the late eighteenth 
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century, but with fire enough in them to burn all this up. He married 
at the end of 1799, and though he never attained, or showed much 
sign of attaining, an extensive practice, received the easy and 
comfortable, tliough not very lucrative. Sheriffship of Selkirkshire, 
which, with his wife’s means and his own, gave him a tolerably good 
income. In 1802 he put forth, with some original and some con¬ 
tributed matter in \crse and prose, the Afin^frt'lsy of the Scottish 
Border^ and this suggested The Lay of the Last Minstrel. It was 
published in 1805, and was in some ways the most important original 
work in jioetry, taking bulk, form, and merit together, that had 
appeared for generations, though poetically it could not vie with the 
Lyrical Ballads. 'Jins masterly metrical romance achieved at a blow 
the victory for the new jioetry, by bringing its charms home to that 
body of general readers who might have been disposed to think The 
Am lent Mariner i\ pleasant but extravagant trifle, and to be puzzled 
or contemptuous o\ er the Lines written above Tintcrn Abbey. 

Scott followed up the Lay with a series of long poems— 
Marmion ( 1808), Yhe Lady of the Lake (181 o), Rokchy (1812), 'The 
Lord of the Isles (1813), beside the nnnoi, later, and anonymous 
Bridal of Triennain and Harold the I>aiintless\ not to mention a 
great number of lesser and chiefly lyrical pieces. He was, though 
no musician, one of the best song-writeis in English, and when he 
gave up poetry foi novel-writing (see next chap.) his magnificent 
faculty for improvising verse still found vcmt in mottoes, songs, and 
snatches included in the novels themselves. The last literary c:om- 
position of Ins that is known is in verse, and though, wiitten as it 
was in all but the final stage of his fatal disorder, it is incoherent in 
parts, it contains the tine distich— 

The shapes upon the dial cast, 

I’loceefl but pass not luck again; 

and ends with the iiathetic aposiopesis, strangely appropriate in sense 
and form- 

Tlie blood glows warm, the ncivcs exjiand, 

The* stiflcncd fingers lake the pen, 

And- 

His career, after the establishment of his fame by Marmion^ was 
for nearly twenty yeais continuously prosperous. In his profession 
he made no mark, but obtained, in additi'on to his Sheriffship, a 
comfortably-paid and not hard-worked appointment in the Court of 
Session, which, with his other resources, made him independent of 
literature. And literature itself rewarded him in a way previously 
unknown. His poems brought him large sums, but these were insig- 
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nificant in comparison with the returns of the Waverley Novels, which 
for a lon^^ series of years gave an income of from fifteen to twenty 
thousand a year, and after his death cleared off a balance of debt of 
about double that amount. He constructed for himself an elabo¬ 
rately Gothic country-house at Abbotsford on the Tweed, bought land 
round it at exorbitant rates, received llie title of baronet in 1820, 
and, having married his eldest son to an heiress, had every prospect 
of “founding a family”—his admitted, and not ungenerous, ambition. 
Unfortunately he had, at an early period, sec.retly become partner 
with his friends and printers the liallantynes in the printing concern 
itself, and this connection—persevered in for reasons imperfectly 
comprehensible, since the profits of it were small and the trouble and 
risk yreat—resulted in absolute ruin during the great trade crash of 
1825. Scott, refusing bankruptcy, set himself to work to pay off in 
full the enormous sum—over a hundred thousand pounds—for which 
he was legally liable, and practically achieved the task, but the work 
and the mental distress brought on paralysis and softening of the 
brain, from which, after a vam visit to Italy, he died at Abbotsford 
in 1832. 

Scott’s poetry, like that of all the more important poets, has to 
be considered under two aspects, that of its historical position and 
that of its purely intrinsic merits, though these can never, as some 
impatient critics have recommended, be wholly separated. From the 
historic point of view, hardly the greatest poets exceed Scott in im¬ 
portance. Without him it is extremely improbable that Byron would 
have done anything more than the (iiffordian satires, which were most 
congenial to him, and which, though clever enough, are of no real 
moment. And wUhout his influence, reinforced as it was a decade 
later by his own novels and liyron’s poems, the complete conversion 
of the public taste could not, so far as w^e can see, have by any 
possibility been effected. Even as it w^as, the greatest poets of the 
new school—Coleridge, Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats—had to wait a 
considerable time for their due acceptance ; and if the work had been 
left to them alone, it is pretty certain that the result would have been 
slower still, if it had ever been brought about at all. It may be said 
that the judgment of the multitude in regard to poetry may be 
neglected, and this is no doubt, to a certain extent, true. But it is 
very far from unimportant that the general tendency and taste of the 
time should be turned m a right direction, for then only has poetic 
genius a fair chance. *\Ve m.iy therefore not merely pardon, but 
welcome, a certain touch of mere popularity, or of artistic imperfec¬ 
tion, in triumphant missionaries of the good cause. 

Further, the actually weak points of Scott’s poetry have for very 
many years been much exaggerated, and even more misstated. 



666 


THE TRIUMPH OF ROMANCE 


Although possessed of a poetic faculty always real, often great, and 
sometimes quite consummate, there is no doubt that he was in the 
first place, and by natural kind, even more of a tale-teller 
than of a poet in the modern sense, tliat he was a 
“ maker ” first of all. And for the jiurpose of tale-telling 
in verse, extreme and consummate felicity of poetic expression in 
concentrated form is even less necessary than it is for drama. Indeed, 
narrative almost discourages such expression, except in the dangerous 
form of episode or aside. Yet, again, Scott’s ii regular education and 
his lack of the minuter critical habit (though he was an excellent, if 
a rather too merciful, critic on the large scale) made him careless of 
minor details of phrase, construction, and sometimes rhyme. And yet 
.again, though possessed of deep feeling and of the utmost shiewdness 
m human ])hilosophy, he was by temperament extremely averse from 
exhibitions, either of passion or of apparently philosophic.al reflection. 
All this gave him the appearance, rather than the reality, of being a 
superficial and facile bard, and criticism, itself far more really super¬ 
ficial, has sometimes ( lassed him .as such. 

It will readily appear from what has been said in the last paragraph 
but one that this is a mistake. If the attempts of the four poets 
above referred to—Coleridge, Wordsworth, Shelley, and Ke.ats—some 
of them composed in direct rivalry with Scotland in his very measure— 
be compared, it w ill be found that the superiority as poetry is by no 
means const.'int, and the inferiority as narrative invariable and most 
marked. Moreover, in the best pass.agcs even of his narratives—the 
finding of the Rook m the Lay^ the Last stand at Flodclen and the 
passing bell of Constance in J/armum, with not a few others— and 
still more in his lyrics .and snatches,—among which, if mention were 
once begun, scores of things from ‘‘Proud Maisie” downwards would 
have to be included - Scott constantly reaches a very high level, 
and sometimes comes not so far off the very best passages of 
these four poets themselves. Above all, he is one of those poets, the 
rarest of all, who serve as channels to convey the enjoyment of 
what is real poetry to those vast numbers of the human race, the 
majority by something like ninety-nine to one, who are intoler.ant of 
poetical quintessence in unadulterated draughts. The benefit con¬ 
ferred by these can hardly be exaggerated. 

This “ appeal to the people ” was taken up before many years 
had passed by another poet, curiously different from Scott in 
personal character, and indeed in most otner w^ays, but possessing, 
like him, the faculty of making poetry popular. George 
^ Gordon Byron, sixth Lord Byron, was born in London 
on 22nd January 1788, the son of John Byron, a captain in the 
army and a great rascal, and Catherine Gordon of Gicht, an 
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Aberdeenshire heiress. The father squandered the mother’s property, 
and had none of his own, while his uncle, the fifth holder of the title, 
disposed of or wasted the family estates, so that, despite a long 
minority, the poet (who succeeded his uncle at ten years old) came 
into no great fortune. He was educated at Harrow and Cambridge, 
and in 1807, when not yet twenty, published (after first privately 
printing) a book of very valueless verse entitled Hours of Idleness^ 
which was mui h ridiculed m the Kdinhurgh RevicuK Byron, whose 
satirical faculty is perhaps that which divides his critics the least, replied 
(not very quickly) in a rough and crude but vigorous satire, follow¬ 
ing Pope through Giftbrd, and entitled English Bards and Scotch 
Rezne^vers (1 809), took his seat, and set out on his travels to the 
Mediterranean. He came back in 18 ii with the two first cantos of 
Childc Harold^ and published them in February 1812. The book, 
which came to a public “ ground-baited” to full appetite by Scott, was 
immensely popular, and Byron bec ame a lion at once of society and 
literature. In less than four years he had published his brilliant 
series of verse-tales— The Giaoitr^ The B?ide of Abydos (1813), The 
Corsair^ Lara (1814), The Sici^e of Corinth and Parisina (1815), with 
other verse—had run through much of his property and sold Newstead 
Abbey, had married a great heiress, Miss Milbanke, and had, after 
exactly a year, been left by her. 1'he circumstances, though not even 
now positively known, were universally assumed to be discreditable to 
him, and he left England in the sjinng of i 8 16, never to return alive. 
He lived, however, for some seven or eight years longer, chiefly in 
Italy, and, engaging in the war of (ireek Independence, died at 
Missolonghi on the 19th of April 1824. During these years he 
produced the last two cantos of Chitde Harold^ far exceeding the 
eailier ones in poetic force, wrote m.iny pieces m dr.imatic form, and 
sometimes, as in Manfred and Sardanaptdus^ of much excellence 
as v^erse, but of no acting quality, added to his lyrics and shorter 
pieces (including by far the finest of them, The J)reani and Daf kness^ 
written just after the separation), wrote Mazeppa^ the last and most 
vigorous of his tales in the Scott style, and engaged in a new kind 
of satiric writing, the hint of which he took from a very clever writer, 
J. H. Frere, the companion of Canning in the Anti-facobin, This 
vein at first produced Bep/fo, an unimportant though very amusing 
thing, and then gave the far greater Don Juaft^ a medley, which was 
not, and perhaps could j^ever have been, finished, but which, though 
severely reprobated in its own day, and not likely to be ever very 
sincerely defended on the score of morality, is perhaps his most 
accomplished work in literary art, displays immense power of 
observing and “making,” and has not a little real poetiy. 

The chronicle of Byron's poetical reputation is a very important 
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passage of literary history. As has been said, his popularity, when 
he first showed his real strength, was immediate and immense ; and 
iiisic ui u I continued to increase during his life. ELven those who, 

IS icimuuon poliiical or moral grounds, disapproved, disliked, even 

detested him, seldom thought otherwise than very highly of his 
poetical abilities. Moreover, his influence, very great upon the 
literature of his own country, was almost greater abroad. 'J'he new 
Romantic schools of France, Germany, Italy, Russia, and Sjiain 
owed neaily as inuth to him as to any other single influence, perhaps 
more. Abroad, too, this influence has proved lasting ; and if a general 
vote were taken on the Continent of Europe as to the greatest 
Ehiglish poet. It IS questionable whether, even after the great revolu¬ 
tion which has taken jilacc in foreign taste as to Shakespeare, Byron 
would not have the hrst place. 

In Ehigland, on tlie other hand, when the first rush of the 
rocket was over, the fall began at once, and has been, though not as 
rapid, almost as uninterrupted as the familiar simile suggests. It is 
true that Byron had never lacked admirers, and that several attempts, 
the most cLd^orate and vigorous of these being of recent date, have 
been made to reinstate, or at any rale to raise, Ins fame. But what- 
evei may be the case in the future, immediate or otiier, these attempts 
have certainly never yet succeeded, either with the majority of com¬ 
petent critics or with the majority of readers of poetry. 

No one denies Byron’s ])owcr of appeal and excitement; nor, now- 
that time has disinfec ted his work, as usual, is theie much necessity for 
any complaint against him on the score of morality. It is also not 
. - , denied that he brought into Elnglish poetry, and indeed 

And contnhu- . ,, , , , , , i i . i y 

tion to English mto English literature, a vast and valuable stock of new 

i»‘>euy jinagery, new properties, new scenery and decoration ; 
that he cmiiloyed the verse-tale scheme of Scott, if with no great 
novelty of form, yet wdth a novelty and intensity of at least apparent 
passion which made it ([uite a different thing. In the same way, in 
Manfred and other pieces, he caught from Goethe, and transformed 
into his own likeness, a kind of handling of emotion and scenery 
which was equally uiifamiliar. His lyrics, though never possessing 
the exquisiteness of those of Keats and Shelley, have force and fire, 
and not uncommonly g^reat sweetness as well ; his handling of the 
Spenserian stanza in Childc Haf'old^ though it never attains to the 
dulcet dreaminess which is the true virtue tf that form, has energy, 
picturesqueness, and a narrative motion very different from that of 
the original indeed, but for the purpose preferable. Do?t Juan^ as has 
been said, was original, and is still practically almost unique, as a 
medley of observations on life, tinged with sarcastic innuendo, but not 
to an extent sufficient to interfere with the milder graces of poetry. 
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Many scattered passages in different poems, dramatic and non- 
dramatic, possess merits of very high and by no means sinj^lc or 
monotonous kind ; while once, in the great poem of l)a 7 ‘kncss^ Byron 
has attained to the true sublime, and in the companion Dream he 
has true pathos, unmingled in either case with the merely theatrical. 
And always he has the merit of changing the scenes, the characters, 
the temjier of English poetry, of at least apparently widening its 
scope, of giving a dash of the continental, the cosmopolitan, to vary 
our insularity and our particulaiism. 

If, notwithstanding these allowances, whuh have been measured 
with a careful, but not grudging hand, it is still difficult to assign 
to Byron the highest rank, the cause must be sought outside his 
minor defects of form, though these are undoubtedly rather numerous 
and very annoying. Siiniliir defects exist not merely, as has been 
noted, in Scott, but in many other WTiteis, and they can easily be 
pardoned. 'Plie fault in Byron can be best brought out by the familiar, 
not easily defined, but easily understood, contiast between rhetoric 
and poetry. It docs not niattei much whether the Byronit despair, 
the I^yronic cynicism, Byronism generally, was sincere, as a few boldly 
maintain ; was utterly affected, as others perhaps not much more 
wisely assert; or was a mixture of nature and affectation. In any case, 
the mood, and Byron’s expression of it, almost invariably seem, to some 
persons, rhetorical in the bad sense; and rhetoric in the bad sense 
is of itself, and necessarily, incompatible with the highest poetry. 

The two youngest poets of the great English romantu Pldiade 
stand in less close relation to each other, and to then immediate 
forerunners, than those who hav e just been mentioned ; and they arc 
much more purely jioets of the nineteenth century. In those there 
is still a very strong eighteenth-century h'avcn ; in these it has alto¬ 
gether disappeared. Their shadow goes wholh foivvard, except in 
such very minor matters as Shelley’s following of 
Southey’s unrhynied metres, Keats s adoption and ‘ 
improvement of Leigh Hunt’s “enjambed” couplet (see below), and 
a few other things. Percy Bysshe Shelley was born at Field Place 
near Horsham, in Sussex, on 4th August 1792, being heir to large 
property and a baronetc'y. He w'as educated first privately, and 
then at Eton, whence he passed to University Collegre, Oxford. 
He had already written tw^o worthless romances in the Monk style, 
Zastrozzi and St, Jr 7 y 7 /^, full of crude anarchical ideas borrowed 
from Godwin and the negative philosa])hcrs of the eighteenth 
century, as well as 77 ie IWindcmng Jeia (the earlier form of Queen 
Mah\ and Poe jus' by Victor ajid Cazire,^ Later he issued with 

^ Long lost, hut recovered, and reprinted by Dr. Garnett, since ist ed. of this 
ilistofy. 
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T. J Hog^g, who was with him at the University—a clever man, 
but a treacherous and mischievous friend—yet another volume. 
The Posthumoi/s Frai^ments of Margaret NichoLsofi^ the mad would- 
be murderess of George TIL In less than a year after he entered 
Oxford he published a pamphlet on The Necessity of Atheism, and 
was expelled. On 28th August of the same year he married Harriet 
Westbrook, a pretty girl, and a school-fellow of his sister’s, very young, 
and of lower station. His later life must bo told briefly. lie wan¬ 
dered about England and Ireland, tired of his wife, and left her for 
Mary Godwin, the philosopher’s daughter, whom, after Harriet’s 
suicide in December 1816, he married. They had already travelled, 
and after a brief residence at Marlow, they went to Italy, where he 
was drowned in a storm off Spe//ia on 19th July 1823, having in his 
later years been a good deal in contact with llyron. 

His literary production had been incessant, Qaeen Mat?, in 1813, 
being followed by A/astor (1815), Laoji a?ut Cyttwa, afterw^ards The 
Revolt of J slam (1817), Prooictheus Unbound, The Coici 
Adonais (1821), besides in.iny other pieces concurrently with these, 
which were not published till after his de.ith— Prince Athanase 
(1817), Rosalind and Helen, and Julian and Mad dalo (r8i8) 
The Mask of Anarchy (1819), The Wifcti of Atlas (1820), 
Epipsyihidion and Hellas (1821); The Triumph of Life (1822). 
The very numerous smaller poems have, almost from the first, been 
arranged under the years of their composition. 

Shelley’s peculiar poetical power is commonly said to have shown 
itself first in Alador; but it is perfectly visible, to those who have 
eyes to sec, in Oueen Mah, and it grows ever stronger and stronger, 
ever brighter and brighter, till his death. Alastor, itself a 
^^Ins^poelry Study of the ill effects of solitude, is the best proportioned, 
and shows the nearest approach to v/hat Shelley never 
m any long poem gave completely, a piece with a definite scheme 
definitely earned out. Prometheus Unbound is a dream cast in 
dramatic form, but wnth hardly any«*iction, and consisting really of a 
series of the ineffable lyrics w'hich Shelley alone could write. The 
Witch of Atlas is a similar dream, throw'ii into a form as narrative 
as the writer could manage; AdonaU, n following of the (ireek 
elegy, which is leally a shrine for separate passages, each of incom¬ 
parable beauty even for the author. It is here that we find the 
consummate and characteristic image — ,, 

Life, like a dome of many-colourcd glass, 

Stains the white radiance of eternity. 

And so his other long pieces, and his very numerous shorter lyrics, 
might be distinguished in different ways. 



CHAP. I 


THE rOETS FROM COLERIDGE TO KEATS 


671 


All, however, are perme.ated by the same quite indefinable, but 
easily perceivable, spirit of poetry. The crude atheism of his earlier, 
and the misty pantheism of his later, years have not very much directly 
to do with this. His political and social heresies were also more or 
less accidental ; and it is probable that, in a time of triumphant 
Liberalism, Shelley would have been a high Tory and a mystical 
devotee. Except, indeed, in reference to the theory of poetry, of 
which (for his prose was m formal merit not far below his verse) he 
wrote an admirable Defence^ his theories on no subject ever took 
orderly and philosophical form. If we reserve the passion of love, 
the beauty of nature, and, m his early and earlier middle stages, all 
revolts against titular and authoritative convention, it can hardly be 
said that any one subject, or kind of subject, attracted him more than 
another, or served better than another as canvas for his painting and 
theme for his music. Except comedy, in which his touch was very 
uncertain (for of his two efforts of the kind, /V/cr Bell the Thi 7 -d and 
Swellfoot the Tyrtmt^ the first is, m parts, as good as the second is 
almost entirely ba 1), there was nothing that he could not touch with 
the effect of communicating to it his own special poetical enchant¬ 
ment, an enchantment which may be most safely defined as that of 
indefinite, but haunting suggestion of beauty, in thought sometimes, 
in sound and visual effect always. On no poet is criticism so unsatis¬ 
factory as on Shelley, because in none is the poetry so pure, so 
independent of subject, so mere a harmony, in the early Greek sense 
of the word. Analysis of it is nearly impossible, and of little value 
when it can be made. E 2 ulogy is possible, (ul injinitimi j but for 
eulogy there is here no space, and the worst utterance of Shelley 
himself is better worth reading than the best panegyric of his 
commentators. 

J^hn Keats, the second of the pair in age, but the first to die, 
almost as great a poet as Shelley, and one far more directly in the 
line of English poetical development, was born in London m October 
1795. son of a livery-stable keeper, but 

had a fair education, was apprenticed to a surgeon, and 
by no means neglected his profession for seven years. But his leal 
interests were entirely literary ; and, as he had some small means, he 
determined, about the year 1817, to indulge them. He had, not 
altogether fortunately for himself, made the acquaintance of Hunt and 
Hazlitt. The first, indeed, taught him the rudiments of a new 
reformed prosody, while the second may have encouraged his love for 
our older poetry; but the influence of neither was at all necessary for 
so original a poet, and while his discipleship to Hunt may have 
been the cause of a certain over-lusciousness traceable in his earlier 
work, his friendship with both exposed him (most unjustly, for he had 
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no political creed) to virulent abuse from Tory critics, as a supposed 
member of the school of Cockney Radicals. 11 is own first book, 
which does not display anything like his real ])owers, appeared in 
1817. Next year followed the great, though still very immature 
and unequal, poem of Kfidymion^ w'hich had been apparently begun 
in the Isle of Wight. His health now began to fail, and consumption 
declared itself unmistakably. He had time, however, to publish, in 

1820, a third volume, containing Lainia^ Hypeon, 'J'he Jive of St. 
Agnes, and other things far superior to his earlier work. Then, 
leaving his betrothed behind him, he set out for Italy, and died at 
Rome in the care of his friend, the painter Severn, on 1 3lh February 

1821. d'he character of Ke.ats is extremcl) attractive, and there 
can be little doubt that, had health and life been granted him, it 
would have constantly im])roved. Perhaps this is not quite so likely 
m regard to his poetiy. He could not have improved, nor could any 
one, on 7 'he live, 77 ie Ode on a (ireenin Urn, and La Belle Da?ne 
s'ans Merci; but lie could have given us more of them. 

His poetical characteristics, though, like those of all the greatest 
poets, not ponderable or numerable with exhaustive exactness, are 
easier to indicate than .Shelley’s. In particular, there is one formal 
pec uliarity which, exuberantl) present in Endyniion, is noticeable in 
all his work, the return to the highly “eniambed” couplet, which 
had for a moment fascinated poets like P>rowne, Wither, and Cham- 
berlayne in the eaily and middle seventeenth century. Of more 
importance still is the wide exploration of subject, medicuval, classical, 
purely fantastic, and miscellaneous, in which Keats, as in other points, 
was the forerunner of 'fennysejn, his junior by sixteen years only, 
and through Tennyson of all Phiglish poets since, even of those who 
have seemed rebel to the influence. 'fins special difleience of 
nineteenth-century poetry will strike us if we compare Keats with 
Chaucer, Spenser, Milton, Dryden, Ciiay, in the last of whom the 
new style appeared dimly, to be more distinctly, but still not quite 
distinctly, present m the great carlien Romantics from Wordsworth 
to Scott. The poeLpiesents his own poetic thought an d ^tyle in the 
boldest relief, but, in order to do so, he ranges over antiquity and 
liferature in search of subjects which serve him for the stuff, not so 
much of long narratives, though sometimes also of these, as of shqrfef 
lyrical, or cjuasi-lyrical, outbursts, idylls (oi, as Professci Tmshington 
wished to call them, “cjiylls”), ballads, v^hat not, in which musical 
and pictorial effect arc conjoined, and the conjunction further informed 
by the poet’s own meaning and view. 

No poet h.'is ever excelled Keats in this particular style, and-no 
one except Tennyson has equalled him. His genius, at any rate in 
the still not quite mature condition in which we have it, does not 
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seem to have tended to the shaping of epic or dramatic work, com¬ 
bining considerable bulk with exact proportion. But for taking an 
incident, a moment of thought, action, or sentiment, and presenting 
it vividly to the reader, with the richest assistance of colour, the most 
haunting accompaniment of verbal music, and something beyond and 
afar from both these things, though by no means wholly unconnected 
with them—such things as the poems aheady mentioned, and others 
(like the song, “ In a drear-nighied December ’’) begin, and very nearly 
fulfil, the promise of a new poetical era in England. In particulai, 
Keats showed that curious ])ower of entering into the thought and 
sentiment of other times, w'hich has been so characteristic of our now 
closing age, and which distinguishes it from all that came before. 
He knew, it is certain, no (heck ; \et the Ode above referred to has 
been accepted by the severest scholars as probably the most Greek 
thing in English poetry. He could have known extremely little of 
mediaival literature ; yet there is nothing anywhere, even in the far 
more instructed Pre-Raphaelite School, which catches u)) the whole 
of the true mediceva! romantic spirit the spirit which animates the 
best parts of the Arthurian legend, and of the wild stories w'hich float 
through medijeval tale-telling, and make no small figure in medueval 
theology—as docs the short piece of La Belle IhDiic sans Merd, 

The new influences were expressed almost as stiongly, though 
with much less immediate influence, by Walter Savage Landor, wflio 
is, however, so much more important as a prose-w 1 iter, that he wall 
best rec eive his principal treatment in that class. Vet ^ ^ 
Landor, a man twenty years older than Keats, began 
with verse, the curious poem of Gelnr { i7c^<S i, which apjieared in the 
very year of the Lyrnal B<ill<nh ; and he ne\ er deserted it, his poetical 
work, in a large variety of forms, being, m fact, one of the most vol¬ 
uminous that any poet of great merit can claim. His tragedy of 
Count Julia 7 i has found even fewer admirers than Gehir: but the 
Hellenics^ and a great body of what may be called Imaginary 
Convexsations in metre, display a very noble, if slightly artificial and 
inanimate, form exf blank verse. Among his innumerable shoiter 
poems (which possess a curious similarity to Ben jonsem’s) occur 
perhaps the best examples (with the doubtful exception of Ben’s own 
masterpieces) exf the ejxigram in the proper (heek sense (that is, the 
short neat poem on a single thought, incident, person, action, scene) 
to be found in English, ^“Dirce” perhaps deserves this description 
best, while the other peak of Landor’s verse, “ Rose Aylmer,” though 
less classical, is even more perfectly poetical in its union of colour 
and music, presenting, or combined wuth, an exquisite pathos and 
meaning. Neither in prose nor in verse had Landor any comic 
pow'er, and even his pathos is not to be calculated upon with any 

2 X 
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security. But no one has, as he has, united romantic suggestion, 
atmosphere, perfume, with classical perfection, elegance, limitation 
of means to the admitted and permitted. And no one possesses 
quite as lie does a certain form of grace, which is rather elegance 
than grace unqualified. 

The first seven poets mentioned in this chaptei arc wholly, or 
almost wholly, of the revolt, though Byron affected to play Abdiel to 
It. Landor has a Janus-fare in poetry. But two others, wlio must 
not be relegated to the future chapter of minorities, Moore and 
Campbell, liave an indefinable, but \ery sensible, propulsion towards 
the older stamp, though not untouched by the newer. 

'J'here can, in particular, be no greater contiast to Landor than 
I'homas Moore, who had little scholarship, and though not “ incorrect,” 
carried fac ility sometimes close to the tri\ lal, but who was an admirable 
song-wnter (Landor s singing was ne\’er foi the lute, but 
only for the ievader’s car), a satirist in verse of the very 
first class, and a tale-teller, in the same medium, of gieat excellence. 
He was born in Dublin on 28th May 1779, and was the son of a 
grocer; but w’as w’ell educ'atcd, took his degree, after some political 
difficulties during that troubled time of “'98,” at 'J'rinity College, 
Dublin, and then went to London to study law at the Middle Temple. 
His translation of Anacrcoji in 1800, and the Poous of I'homas Little 
next year, made him very popular, though not exactly with the grave 
and the precise He w'as much patronised (though both now and 
afterwards he managed to retain his independence), and received a 
valuable appointment in the Bermudas (1803), which gave him no 
w'ork and some profit, but, through the misconduct of his deputy^ 
involved him later in serious pecuniary liabilities, which w^ere 
lionourably discharged. He produced another volume of poems in 
t8o6, fought a duel wnth Jeftrey and made friends w'ith him, b®'’ 
the Irish Melodics 111 1 807, and published the I'wopefiiiy Postbag 
most brilliant political verse since Canning, and the most biL' 
political verse in Engdish on the Whig side, except The Rolliad v* 
Peter Pindar) in 1812. In 1817 appeared, w^ith immense succt . 
even after Scott and Byron, the collection of Oriental-sentimental 
tales entitled Lull a Rookh^ and next year a new' satiric piece, The 
Fudge lurmi/y. His later verse (the chief of it I'hc Loves of the 
Angeh\ 1823) was, except in small things, not so good, and as he 
grew older, after the brilliant IJfe of By^'on in 1830, he did some 
book-making (a History of Hcland^ etc.). But his prose romance 
of The Epicurean (1827) is not contemptible He w'as pensioned in 
1835, but, like Scott and Southey, suffered in his later days from 
mental disease. He died at Sloperton in Wiltshire, which had been 
his headquarters for thirty-five years, in 1852. 
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Moore was somewhat overvalued during his lifetime, and has, as 
usual, paid the penalty by undeserved depreciation since. It was, 
indeed, inevitable that the preference on the one hand for “ thoughtful ” 
poetry, whether of the style of Wordsworth or of the style of Browning, 
and on the other for poetry rich in far-brought and far-reaching beauty 
of suggestion, like that of Shelley, Keats, and Tennyson, should in 
not very critical minds positively, as well as comparatively, cause 
distaste for Moore’s light and easy songs (hardly separable from the 
music with which they are associated), for his sparkling jeux d^c.sp 7 ‘it 
in verse, and for the florid pageantry of Lalht Rookh in verse, and The 
Epiiurcan in prose. But criticism might have been expected to 
redress the balance of matters, and to remember that nothing can be 
asked of a man more than to be supreme in his own kind. Moore 
is supreme, or very nearly so, in his, and that in more kinds than 
one; yet the fact has too seldom been recognised. Because—as no 
doubt many, if not most of us, would now'—one w^ould rather keep one 
page of Shelley, and of other poets down to Rossetti, even if the 
preservation necessitated the loss of all Moore, it does not follow 
that Moore is despicable. 

Three or four things greater than any of Moore’s, and a general 
aspect of higher seriousness, hav e protec ted Thomas Campbell against 
anything like contempt, and will protect him , but his range is less, 
and his amount of good work very much smaller. He 
was born in July 1777 at Cdasgow, and w’as educated 
there. For some time his prospects—his father w'as a ruined mei- 
chant—w^ere unpromising ; but he was lucky enough to publish The 
Pleasm'es of Hope in 1799, when England had little poetry of any 
kind, and h: d not yet recognised the Lyrual Tallads, Of no great 
bulk (about 1000 lines of Goldsmithian couplet), nor at all consummate 
m quality, it w'as much better than anything of the old kind that any 
poet then living (except Crabbe, who was for the time silent) could 
produce, and it made Campbell’s fortune This, maintained fairly by 
literary work, and never abundant, was always sufficient till his death 
at Boulogne in 1844. Most of the hackwork wfliich he did is for¬ 
gotten ; but his Specimens of the BriiiHi Poets (London, 7 vols. 1819) 
are a most valuable point de repere^ display, not merely critical acute¬ 
ness, but even remarkable critical catholicity for the time and school, 
and form the best bocjk of their kind published up to their date, and 
for many years after. A visit to the Continent in 1800 gave him the 
material and inspiration o^Hohenlinden^ and his best work was done 
in the next few years. In 1809 Gertrude of Wyoming appeiired, in 
1824 Theodric^ and in 1842 The Pilgrim of Glencoe. He was for 
many years editor of the New Monthly Magazine. 

Campbell wrote some half a dozen short things which stand by 
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themselves—the three great war-songs of Hohenhndc 7 i^ The Battle 
of the Baltic, and Ye Marhiers of Enftlcind, “ Lochiel,” some lines on 
“ A Deserted (harden,” which are worth many long poems, and per¬ 
haps one or two more. In yet other pieces he showed the poetic 
flash ; but his depth is altogether out of proportion to his width, and 
mo.st of his work has now merely historical interest. In theory, he 
set Inmsclf against the new school; in piaclice, all his best things 
belong to it. 



CHAPTER II 

THE NOVEL-SCOT'I AND MISS AUSTEN 

The novel, c. 1800-1814 ‘'Scott’s adoption of it— Waiuj/ey anri its siircessors—IIis 
general achievement—Miss Austen Miss ICd^cuorlh—Miss Feriier—Galt - 
Ainsworth and James Lord Beaconsfield— Hulwer Lytton -Others : Lock¬ 
hart—Peacock—Lever—Marryat—Michael I^cott—Hook and others. 

The poetical work of Scott had a great influence on his own time, 
and he was no mean contributor to that critical and miscellaneous 
literature which has been so jirominent m the nineteenth century. But 
there can be no doubt that his main importance m 
literary history comes from his position in the history of 
the novel, and his accomplishment in more than one 
kind of It. As will have been partly seen from the foregoing pages, 
the novel had been making way steadily as a popular form of literature 
for something like a century. It had produced great practitioners, 
and, what vas even more to the purpose, it had gradually enlisted, 
more and more, the reading part of the nation. Already, in the 
middle eighteenth century, we find Cray avowing his partiality for 
French novels, and Lady Mary devouring English ones in her distant 
Italian home. The circulating library came by degrees to help its 
diffusion, and the prevalence of the Terror School and the much- 
abused “ Minerva Press,” though neither produced much good litera¬ 
ture, helped in both cases to create demand and furnish supply. 

But the novel, despite the great names of Fielding, Smollett, and 
others, and the rewards which, as in the case of Miss Burney, were 
now evidently ready for any one who could hit the popular taste in 
it, still ranked low, and not altogether undeservedly. It was too apt 
to grovel and maunder in ‘^ntiment, or to shriek and gibber in extra- 
vag^ances; no second Fielding had arisen to infuse universality into 
it, and, at the same time, to keep it close to contemporary life; and 
though the historical variety of it, after repeated attempts and failures, 
was becoming popular, no one had in the least succeeded therein. 
Even a man of such power as Godwin, a professed historian after his 
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kind, had not succeeded in communicating the least verisimilitude to 
Sf. Lcon^ while Mrs. Radchffe, in The Mysteries of Udolpho^ had 
talked about “the opera” in the J’aris of the religious wars. The 
.ittempt to defend such things by the anachronisms of Shakespeare 
is quite inept; for, m the first place, Shakespeare would not have 
made Hector quote Aristotle, or have introduced Rohemia to the 
sea, if he had been writing about 1800 , and, in the second place, 
the charms which make us entirely indifferent to these things in 
Shakespeare are not present in (Godwin and Anne Ward. 

Scott’s immediate inducement to turn from veise to prose romance 
was undoubtedly the popularity of Ryron, with his own consequent 
loss of public favour ; but it is not to be behoved that the change 
would in any case have been long postponed The 
hcott s adoption ^R^^^ction of vcrsc IS beyond all doubt, though 

It be varied 111 a hundred ways, the attraction of the 
unforeseen , and it is more astonishing that even Scott’s genius con¬ 
trived to keep this up through half a dozen long romances on the same 
pattern, than that it showed signs of failing at last. ^The prose 
romance, though not free from this danger, is very much less exposed 
to It. The details of form which are most prominent in verse, in 
prose have no great obviousness, and the subject and treatment can 
be varied to a far greater extent. 

But Scott was a famous raiontcitr from his youth; he had 
already made more than one or two attempts at the novel, and when 
at last he fished \V(ri>erhy out of an old desk, completed it, and 
published it in the year 1814, it must have been at once 
itsliiuessms' evident to alert and competent judges, and it very soon 
forced itself upon others, that a \eiy new and very im¬ 
portant jilanet had swum into literary ken. 'I'he book, the earlier 
part of which was old work, aftei a very short time develops an 
attack which had never been brought to be.ii before. Scott, who 
always confessed his obligations, and somctmies out of mere Quixotry 
invented them altogether, ascnlfed some to Aliss Edgew^orth, and the 
excellent Jane Porter ^ claimed others. But the interesting historical 
passage of the last Jacobite insurrection wxas made alive as it had 
never been made before ; the vivid delineations of Scottish scenery, 
character, and manner hit the English reader as full from their 
novelty and freshness as they hit the Scotch reader from their truth. 
.And the real secret of the book’s success was different. It was that 

^ Jane (1776-1850) aiul Anna Maria (1780-1832) Poitci W'ctc* sisters, wlio 
wrote many novels in .1 style partly Kaddifliian, with more sentiment, inor<* 
history, and less mysteri' The most famous, Thaddens of Jlari 070 (1803) and 
y'/ie Scottish Chiefs (1810), w^erc Jane’s, and undoubtedly preceded \V< 7 ve?‘ley iii 
time, but w ere utterly different in iiuality. 
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here, almost for the first time since Fielding (for even Smollett 
had busied himself more with ‘‘humours^’ and eccentricities), was 
the true and universal sort of life displayed in this form of literature. 
The places were real, not the cardboard scenery of a toy theatre ; the 
persons were real, too, not more or less gaudily coloured “charac¬ 
ters” thrust on the stage on wooden slides. No tictitious places, 
e.xcept, perhaps, Robinson Crusoe’s cave and castle, had presented 
themselves to the English reader as Tullyveolan did, and the attrac¬ 
tions of Tullyveolan were somewhat more advanced than those of the 
castle and the ca\c. The Baron, the Baihe, not to mention others, 
were such persons as only the stage had given previously, and as the 
stage had hardly given for iminy generations sa\e at long intervals. 
Education, reading, wits, might make WaverUy more delightful; it 
hardly needed any of them to produce delight. 

Scott was not neglectful of the new vein he had discovered. In 
the ten or twche years which passed between the publication of 
Wavcrley and the failure of Ballantyne and ( o he jnoduced, 
generally m \er) lapid succession, and as the result of sometimes 
not more than si\ weeks’, and ne\ei moie than a few months’, work 
on any single novel, a series in which nearly all the members wcie 
masterpieces, d'he first of these in order were the two great novels, 
more domestic in tone than IWivcr/cy^ but in the first instance at 
least checiLiercd by not a little adventure, of {juy Matinernig (1815) 
and I'/tc Antiqua>y (1816), and another “history,” Old Mortahty, 
In these three books .1 consensus of the best luclgmcnts has agreed to 
recognise Scott’s very best work, tliough the charms of the whole arc', 
so great and various that selection of any one or two as “best” is 
diffic:ult .ind distasteful. The lUtu/c lhvarj\ which appeared with 
OldMorlality in December 18ib, was admittedly less happy. But in 
Rob Roy (1817) which follow'cd (the whole of these novels were 
anonymous, and Scott complicated his anonymity by changing the 
general titles from “dales of my Landlord’’ back to novels “by the 
author of ITaverley^^) a retuin to a height not far, if .it all, below the 
highest has been generally recognised, while here fiist, in Die Vernon, 
Scott achieved a thoroughly attractive lierome So, too. The Heart 
of Midlothuvi^ 1818 (the second series of the “'fiiles of my Land¬ 
lord ”), gi\'es a wonderful mixture of pathos in the story of Effie 
and Jeanie Deans; while some have seen a masterpiece in the 
tragicall> ambitious Bride of Lumtnermoor (i8ic^). As to the com¬ 
panion with which i\\Q^ Bride y like Old Mortality y was supplied, 
A Legend of Monlrosey the completeness and excellence of its action 
have generally been granted, and there is no greater favourite than 
Dugald Dalgetty with some of Scott’s most faithful lovers. 

Hitherto Scott had confined himself entirely to his native country. 
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He now (1819) left it altogether, and took the times of Coeur de Lion 
in England for his subject in Iva?thoc. Some petty objections of the 
pedantic kind have been taken by historians to his details, but of the 
very high merit of the book, as a whole, there can be little doubt. It 
was the first book to show the immense advantages of the Middle 
Ages for prose fiction, and the happiest. The two novels which 
followed, and which arc connected in subject. The Monastery and 
The Abbot (both 1820), returned to Scotland in the times of Queen 
Mary ; l)ut the first, which attemjitcd the supernatural in a rather 
half-hearted way, was and is thought less of a success than the 
second, where the escape from Lochleven, with all the scenes 
leading up to it, the brilliant picture of Edinburgh under Murray, 
and the figure of Catherine Seyton, rank with Scott’s best things. 
Then followed Kcmiworih (January 1821), a book of the greatest 
brilliancy, variety, and pathos; I'hc Pirate (December 1821), in 
which Scott, with one of his spec ial turns of genius, has fixed the 
scenery and characteristics of the Shetland Islands for ever in his 
readers’ minds; The Fortunes of Nii^el (1822), with its incompar¬ 
able pictuie of James 1. and its sketch of Whitefriars ; and Pcvei'il 
of the Peak (1833), where the opportunity of the Pojnsh Jdot is not 
quite so happily taken. Uut, in the same year with Pei'eril and in the 
next, that astonishing \ariely which was Scott's chief characteristic 
was shown by three other books of wonderful goodness and variety— 
Quentin /)urwan/, a novel of foreign historical adventuie which 
hardly comes behind Ins very best ; St. Ponan’s llWf a return to 
the domestic model of 77 ie Antiquary.^ but with more tragic touches 
and a more modern tone, which, had its end not been spoilt by 
deference to injudicious advice, would have been far more really 
tragic than 'The Pride of Lammennoor; and Redgauntlet., which 
would be the equal of the best of all were it not for a certain inco¬ 
herence of construction and iiicquaht> of parts, but which is of haidly 
excelled interest in many w\ays, being jiartly autobiographical, and 
enshrining the marvellous “Wandering Willie’s Talc.” A little 
before the beginning of the end, in July 1825 smash following 
in January 1826), he published the two “Tales of the Crusaders,” 
The Talisman., a capital. The Betrothed, a more (questioned, example 
of his skill. 

He had no further opportunity to compose fiction with untroubled 
mind, and fust the labour of his life of Napoleon, then illness ever 
increasing, and the revision of the w^hole ‘oCt of novels for a new 
annotated edition, left him not much time for it. Yet the best things 
at least of Woodstock (1827) and 7 'he Fair Maid of /Vr/^ (1828) 
are very little below his happiest; the minor “ Chronicles of the 
Canongate ” have an introduction, couched in the form of fiction and 
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of exquisite beauty, and Anne of Gciersfcm (1828-29) is better than 
most critics allow. When Count Robert of Paris^ and still more 
when Castle Dangerous was written, softening of the brain had 
certainly set in ; yet even here there are things that no one before 
Scott, and few after him, can match. 

General comment on Scott’s novel-work can only be presented 
here in a rigidly limited summary. He created the historical novel, 
after some thousand years of unsuccessful attempt. He first showed 
how national character, national dialect, national charac¬ 
teristics generally, could be made, not as the drama had 
alreadymade them, implements in burlesque and interlude, 
but a main “ colour,” a substantive clement, in the interest of fiction. 
He added to the gallery of imaginary personages more and greater 
figures than had been added by any one except Shakespeare. He 
did what even Shakespeare had been prevented by his medium of 
communication from doing with equal fulness he provided a com¬ 
panion gallery of landscape and ‘‘interior” such as had never been 
known before. And partly by ac'tual example, partly by indication 
and as harbinger, he showed the possibility of kinds of novel quite 
different from those which he most commonly piactised himself He 
found the class still half-dcspised, very scantily explored, popular, but 
with a sort of underground and illicit popularity. He left it the 
equal of any literary department in repute, profit, possibility ; and 
(which must be said, though it is travelling out of our usual record) 
he infused into it, as Fielding had begun to do before him, a tradition 
of moral and intellectual health, of manliness, of truth and honour, 
freedom and courtesy, which has distinguished the best days of the 
English novel as it distinguishes those of hardly any other literary 
kind. 

While Scott was thus indicating almost all the possible lines of 
fiction, and following some of them out with astonishing thoroughness 
and success, a lady, not much his own junior but destined to a much 
shorter life than his, was achieving hardly less real suc¬ 
cess in others, especially those which he touched least. 

Jane Austen, daughter of the rector of Steventon in North Hamp¬ 
shire, was born there in December 1775. She was well educated, 
but lived all her life in the country or in country towns, especially 
Bath, boiithampton, and the village of Chawdon close to Alton. 
She died unmarried, in middle life, at Winchester, on 18th July 
1817. She had begun*to write quite early, well before the end of 
the eighteenth (entury, but she found no publisher, and her actual 
first book, Northanger Abbey^ though bought by one in 1797, did not 
appear till after her death. In 1811, however, Sense and Sensibility 
was issued, and was followed by Pride and Prejudice in 1813 (both 
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had been written nearly as early as Northani>€r Abbey). Mansfield 
Park appeared in 1814, and Kmma two years later. Persuasion^ 
her last completed work, was published the year after her death with 
Northanycr Abbey, the first begun. She also left a few fragments, 
but nothing of any importance ; nor are her letters, whicli were pub¬ 
lished many years later by Lord Rrabourne in 1884, of the first 
interest, though they illustrate agreeably enough some of the 
characteristics and atmosphere of the no\els. The squirearchy and 
the upper professional class, espcnally m the country, supplied her 
with the materials of a set of books which, though not startling or 
imposing, have from the very date of their appearance impicssed all 
the best judges, nf the most diveise tastes, as among the very best 
things in prose tiction. 

'The first thing noticeable in these novels is that the last vestige 
of the usual lomanlH' ( haracter h.is disa])p(sired. There is an elope¬ 
ment, but no .ibduclion The first book, J\orthanyyer Abbey., turns in 
great part on good-natured raillery of the 'J'error School ; the scheme, 
characters, events, aie strictly (some palpitating souls seem indeed 
to find them ruthlessly and crushingly) ordinary. 'J'he rest of the 
interest of Northanyer Abbey itself turns on the adventures of a 
pretty and fairly cle\'cr girl at Rath, and at the house of a tyrannical 
geneial, who, mistaking her for an heiress, invites her, pays her ex¬ 
travagant court in hopes that she will marry his son, and practically 
turns her out of doois v\hen he linds his error. Sense and Sensibility 
contrasts the fates of two sisters, one impulsive, one sedate, who have 
lost their father, and are left 111 narrow circumstances, but with many 
rich and some not unkind relations and friends. Pride and Preju¬ 
dice^ the authors masterpiece (which had, like the Tyriial Ballads, 
been written in 17^7), is the hi.story of a high-spirited girl who 
rejects the otfers of a rich and important personage because of his 
disrespect to her family ; Mansjicld J\irk, that of a penniless damsel 
brought up among her luh t oiisins; JCmnui, by some exalted to 
the first place, that of an lieires;?^ a little spoilt by her position ; 
Pcrsuasiujt^ that of .1 younger daughter of a good family who allows 
herself to be ‘‘ put upon by her family and friends. The average 
, eighteenth-century novel had never dared to appear without a good 
or wicked lord ; Miss Austen scaicely mentions any one above the 
rank of a baronet. The eighteenth century had been faithful to its 
Aristotle as it understood him, and to its revolutions and dis¬ 
coveries. In Miss Austen there are no dis^coverics of any but the 
mildest importance, and hardly any but rose-water and rose-leaf 
revolutions. 

Yet, simple as are the plots, they are worked out with extra¬ 
ordinary closeness and completeness, and the characters and dialogue 
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are of such astonishing finesse and life that it would hardly matter if 
there were no plot at all. From first to last this hold on life never 
fails Miss Austen, nor does the simple, suggestive, half-ironic style 
in which she manages to convey her meaning. Not even Scott’s or 
Thackeray’s characters dwell in the mind more securely than John 
Thorpe, the bragging, babbling undergraduate in Xortha 7 igc 7 ‘ Abbey^ 
and the feather-brained, cold-hearted flirt, his sister Isabella ; than 
the Eennet family in Pride and Prejudue^ every member of which is 
a masterpiece, and Lady Catherine dc IloLirgh, the arrogant lady 
patroness, and Mr. Collins her willing toady; than Mrs. Norris, hall 
sycophant, half tyrant, in Man field Park; than the notable chatterei 
Miss Bales in Kmma. Miss Austen’s portraiture is distinctly satirical, 
It has even been accused of a touch of cruelty ; but this only gives 
flavour and keeping c|uality The best points of her handling, in¬ 
deed—her Addisonian humoui, her almost Fieldingian life—she could 
not communicate Bui she showed once for all the capabilities of 
the very commonest and most ordinary life, if sufliciently observed 
and selected, and combined with due art, to furnish forth prose fiction 
not merely that would pass, but that should be of the absolutely first 
cjuality as literature. She is the mother of the English nineteenth- 
century novel, as Scott is the father of it. 

The example, however, of her sl)le was not by any means at once 
followed, and though, about ten years after the appearance of / / \iverley. 
imitations of Scott became common, nothing of real excellence in the 
kind w'as produced for many years more. The coming importance, 
however, of fiction in the literature of the century was showm by the 
almost simultaneous uprising of practitioneis of many difierenl kinds of 
novel. We must note at least Miss Edgeworth, Miss Ferrier, Galt, 
Harrison Ainsworth, G B. K James, Biihver- to use the name by 
which the first Lord Lytton gamed and kept his popularity as a 
novelist - Leacock, and Lord Beaconsfield, adding, perhaps, a 
paragraph of minorities. 

Of the two ladies first mentioned, who pla\ed, for Ireland and Scot¬ 
land respectively, the part played for England by Miss Austen, though 
with less intensity of genius and less universality. Miss Edgeworth 
was the elder She was born in 1767, her father being 
a clever but vain and odd man who married many waves, KjgJwoith 
championed many crotchets, wrote a good deal, and did 
not improve his daughter’s books by meddling with them. Besides 
many quite admirable stories of and for children, whicli contain work 
equal to the best parts of her regular novels. Miss Edgew^orth produced 
Castle Rackrent (i8or), an Irish stoiy, or rather study of manners ; 
Belinda (1803), dealing with society in London ; The Absentee and 
Ormo 7 id, the two best of her purely Irish novels, and others down to 
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Helm in 1834. She died in 1849. She enjoys the very high honour of 
being admitted as in part his original by Scott, and it is undoubtedly 
true that, with the exception of a few Scotch touches in Smollett, 
national characteristics had seldom been introduced into imaginative 
work except for purjioses of burlesque. Besides her knowledge of 
her countrymen, Miss Edgeworth had a very fair grasp of humanity 
generally, much humour, and at her best a light and easy style. But, 
partly under the direct influence of her father, she was apt to infuse 
into her work too much moralising, after the French eighteenth- 
century ])attcrn ; she had no power of managing plot, and even in 
dialogue and c.haracter she will lapse from good to bad, from 
brilliancy to diilness, \Mth a suddenness irritating and almost incom¬ 
prehensible She is thus better in short stories than in long ones. 

Susan Ferrier, on the other hand, who was born in 1782, and did 
not die till 1854, attempted nothing but long novels, and only three 
of these. She was the daughter of an FZdinburgh Writer to the 
Signet, a friend of Sir Walter’s, and was aunt to the 
philosopher Professor Ferrier. It seems to have been 
with a good deal of misgiving that she put together the series of 
sketches (for it is hardly a connected novel) called ManHagc ; 

but It was warmly received and deserved the reception, though it is a 
very odd compound of a sentiment-novel a la Mackenzie and a series 
of satiric sketches, sometimes as vigorous as Smollett, and not with¬ 
out touches of extreme seventy. Her next and best novel. The 
TnhcriUmir^ still preserves the tonqiound, but the texture of the book 
IS closer, and the humorous pictures-—Lord Rossmorc, Miss 
Pratt the busybody, Uncle Adam (an audacious taking-off of the 
author’s father), Miss Bell Black, cW/w'cc and idiot, and others—gam 
in width of stroke and brilliancy of colour. Destiny^ the third, falls 
back rather to the conditions of Marnay(\ being a long and rather 
disjointed chronicle with a good deal of sentiment and only oc¬ 
casional strokes of humour. But Miss Fcrrier’s best things have 
high distinction, the general Scotch ejuahty being original (for neither 
Scott nor (ialt had written when iMarrta^c apjieared) and well 
blended with the author’s own sarcastic observation. 

John (ialt com])letes the trio, for though the “ Ettrick Shepherd” 
wrote novels, they came later, and are, with the exception of the 
strange and striking Confessions of a Justified Sinner^ of much less 
importance. He was born in May 1779 at Irvine, in 
Ayrshire, and died at Greenock* in April 1839. ^^.It 

was a man of business and a public servant, who at one time had the 
prospect of a great future as manager of the Canada Company. 
But, not it would seem by any fault of his own, he was unlucky, and 
died with broken fortunes. He had both travelled and written a 
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great deal ; but of bis abundant work nothing but his ncncls, and not 
the whole of these, has survived. He is known by The Ayrs/nre 
Legatees^ The A)nuih of the Parish^ Sb' Afuirew Wylie^ The Entaih 
and The Provost. The first of these is one of the numerous imita¬ 
tions of Humphrey Clmhe 7 \ and the third a sort of fantasy-piece, 
amusing both as he meant it to be and as he did not. Tut The 
Afwals^ yhe Entail^ and The Pf'o^tost exhibit the humours of Scot¬ 
tish life in the country and in small towns at the beginning of the 
century with very g^rcat talent, and even some genius of a himted and 
peculiar kind. Galt’s dialect is more distinctly local and peculiar 
than Scott’s, and his literary faculty is not to be named in the same 
breath. But if less universal, he is perhaps even more racily 
particular. 

Two pairs may follow—Ainsworth and James, Disraeli and 
Bulwer. William Harrison Ainsworth, the son of a Manchester 
lawyer, was born in 1805 ; George Bayne Rainsford Janies four 
years earlier, the son of a London physician. But 
Ainsworth long outlived James (who died as consul at 
Venice in i860), and did not himself die till 1882, 
having written till a short time before his death. 'I'he flourishing 
time of both w^as the second quarter of the century, at the very 
beginning of wdiich Ainsworth started with .S/> foh// ChhuHon 
(1825), which, however, it is said, he did not write alone; James 
w'ith Richelieu (1829). Neither w as a man of strictly hlcrary power, 
though James was the superior of Ainsworth as a writer, and did 
some respectable work m other departments bexsides the novel. But 
both have been rather absurdly depreciated of late. All their best 
works were published before the middle of the century. 

The second pair rises higher. Benj<imin Disraeli w^as born in 
London on 31st December 1804, being the son of the ingenious 
iniscellanist and antiquarian wTiter, Isaac Disraeli. lie was privately 
educated, and intended for the law, but turned very 
early to literature, lie was not yet of age, nor the geaconsLui 
author of Vivian Grey., when he negotiated on Murray’s 
part with Lockhart for the setting up of the Rcpirsentative news¬ 
paper, which proved a costly failure. Vivian Grey itself, his firbt 
novel, was published next year (1826), and was follow'ed, before 
Disraeli succeed(*d in getting into Parliament in 1837, by other novels 
or novelettes. Captain Popanilla, The Young Dukc\ Confarini 
P^Iemingy A troy, the flftrid but really passionate and beautiful love- 
story of Henrietta Temple^ and the interesting working-up of Byron’s 
life called Venetia. The most characteristic and brilliant, however, 
of his novels came afterwards, when he was already on the eve of 
political leadership— Coningsby (1844), Sybil (1845), and Tancred 
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( 1847). The later Lothaif (1870; and Endymioji (1880) are chiefly 
asides and pastimes written to beguile the leisure of Opposition. 

Just as no one, cither during* his life or since, has ever quite known 
what to make of Lord Beaconsfield m himself, so no one has ever quite 
known what to make of his books. Their brilliant and astonishing 
cleverness is not denied by any competent critic ; few question the 
wit (only wanting Heme’s passion to be, like Heme’s, humour as w'ell) 
which suffuses them ; not many persons of any imagination or even 
flincy have f.uled to be fascinated by the fantastic play of invention, 
the restless fertility of thought and image and innuendo, with which they 
abound. On the other hand, not many sound critics would deny 
that their sentiment is often questionable ; that their taste in other 
ways invites the epithets, tawdry, rhetorical, gaudy ; that they some¬ 
times sm by personality ; and that, except m small things like Ixion 
and Tht Infernal or in Jletmcita Temple^ they can never 

be said finally and fully to reach success in the kind to which they 
seem to wish to belong. But the steady progress between Vivian 
Grey and Jenei/a^ and the Mgour of the great political trio which 
follows, may be thought tc^ show that, if their author had not merged 
his literary interests m <i more evening game, he might have done 
even better. No great Jiteratuie has ever been pnxiuced as a 
parergon unless it was trifling m bulk ; and latterly, if not from the 
lirst, Disraeli’s literary work was always 2 i parer^on. 

The first Lord Lylton, eailier known as Bulwer or Bulwer-Lytton 
(he was a younger son of the Bulwers of Norfolk, and representative 
through his minher of the Lytlons of Hertfordshire), was a shg^htly 
older man, born m 1803 (.^). He was educated at Cam- 

LylTJn bridge, where he obtained the Chancellor’s Medal for 
English verse, a form for which he alw’ays had some 
hankering, wEile he was also a dramatist of more accomplishment 
than most of his centuryj and .1 writer of most kinds of prose. His 
public life began almost as early .is his literary career, for he sat in 
the unreformed I’.arliamenl In j 8^5 he was made a Baronet. He 
began life as a Whig, but gradually became more Conservative in his 
opinions, and ranked in that party for the greater part of his life. 
He was Colonial Secretary in 1858, and died m 1873, having been 
laised to the peerage some years before. 

His first novel, Falklandy wus published anonymously in 1827 ; 
his second, }\'l/iam^ appeared wath his name, and though it can 
hardly be c<alled a great book, made, and ha^ to some extent kept, 
mark as one of the first of fashionable or dandy novels. Carlyle’s 
severe satire on it m Sartor Resay'tus is itself a tribute to the effect 
the book produced, if not also to some intrinsic quality in it. It was 
followed by a long series of novels in many different styles, the 
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versatile quality of Bulwer’s talent being sensible lo the slightest 
veering of popular taste. If hardly one of these novels can be called 
a masterpiece, there is also hardly one which does not display clever¬ 
ness in a very hij^h degree, and it is by no means certain that books 
like Ernest Maltrave 7 -s^ The jMsi Days of Pompeii^ and Ifarold may 
not have more than one return of the popularity which, indeed, has 
not even yet been exchanged for complete oblnion. This versatility 
was shown in still more remarkable fashion when, about the middle 
of the centuiy, the novelist completely abandoned the terror-novel, 
the sentimental novel, the historical novel, and all the rest, turned to 
the domestic kind which was then becoming fashionable, and pro¬ 
duced in The Caxio 77 s^ My NoveU and W'hat ivill he do with it? 
books w'hich attained a great leputation, and have been dethroned 
rather by things different than by better things. In yet a third 
period, from 1860 to his death, Biilwer displayed this almost unique 
faculty of trimming his sails once more, wu'itmg wonder-stones of a new 
kind in the Strange Story and the consummate The Haunted and 
the JJatatters^ fantastic lomances of the future in 'J'hc Co 7 n?fig Pace, 
pictures of actual contemporary life, as fresh .is those of his youth, in 
Ke 7 tel 7 n Ciditingty. 'JTere never was the slightest sign of exhaustion 
in him, and it is scarcely an extravagant e to say that how'ever long 
he had lived, and whatever changes of taste, f.isliion, thought he had 
seen, he would alw^ays have been equal to the task of reflecting them 
m fiction as he had alieady done for nearly half a century. The 
Nemesis of such literary prestidigitation is almost invariably and 
necessarily a w^ant of depth and intensity ; and no doubt this is to be 
found in Ikihver. It is a minor mattei, but one also unfortunate for 
him, that he acquired at first* and therefore, even wath his gifts for 
cjuick change, could never w'holly lose, the insincere high-flown 
Byronic style w'hich, after impressing for a decade or tw'o, became 
the laughing-stock of many decades moie. 'I'he taste for this may 
not impossibly return, and if so, the pojmlaiity of Bulwer may return 
wuth it; but it is improbable that this levival will extend to more than 
a part of his work. 

It is hard to draw the line betw'een those novelists who deserve 
independent mention and those wdio must be dealt with in batches. 
Not a few of the writeis m this period, who found their real 
vocation elsewhere, w^ere novelists occasionally- - a fact 
which is always a valuable literary and historical indica- j^ckhart 
tion of the growing popukarity of a kind. James Hogg, 
the E^trick Shepherd, it has been said, wTOte novels ; Leigh Hunt 
wTOte novels ; e\’en Moore, in his prose tale of The Eptcurea 7 i^ 
approached the style. De Qiiincey and Wilson, whose proper 
sphere was essay-waiting, tried prose fiction ; and there was a time 
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( 1821-25) when Wilson’s colleague, Lockhart, seemed to be likely to 
devote himself wholly, or at least mainly, to it. But Lockhart’s four 
novels, Rci^inald Dalton^ Valerius^ Adam Blair^ and Matthew IVatd, 
while showing the great literary faculty and the unusual powers of 
mind which their author possessed, showed also that novel-wTiting 
was not his vocation. Reginald Dalton is indeed one of the first 
examples of the University novel, and Valerius; one of the very 
first attempts to apply to classical times the processes which, in Scott’s 
hands, had been so effective m meducval and modem. But in both 
cases Lockhart “ was not the magician.” He came nearer to success 
m the intense and powerful novelette of Adam lihiif\ but this is rather 
a single situation than a complete story ; and Matthew IVatd, a novel 
of madness, is almost a failure. 

But the time, though not so fertile as that of our concluding Book, 
was fertile in men who devoted themselves \v\ih more or less success 
to the kind, 'fhe greatest of these from the literary side, though 
perhaps he <'an haidly be called a great novelist, was 
undoubtedly 'fhomas Love Peacock, who was born in 
1785, became a scholar of no mean order without any regular 
education, and a high official m the East India Company, without 
either entering its service early or devoting himself to any profession, 
lived to a great age, and died m 1866. One of Peacock’s novels, 
Cryll (Irange^ belongs to almost the latest period of this history, to 
the time when, in retirement, he looked out, with no senile petulance 
but with his old sardonic attitude, on a world more changed from 
that of his youth than that of hi« youth was from the days of Addison 
or even Dryden. But most of his fiction, Headlong llatt^ Melincourt^ 
Nightmare Ahhey, Maid Marian^ 'llie Mnjortiinei, of Klphin^ and 
Crotchet Castle, belongs to the time between Waterloo and the first 
Reform Bill, 'fhese exhibit, as does Cryll Grange thirty years later, 
a satirical mood, not exactly that of the bookworm but certainly that 
of the man of letters, towards all popular cants and follies of the 
political, social, and literary kind. .J’eacock was a friend of Shelley, 
and in his earlier books he is singularly unjust to the Lake poets ,* 
not, it would seem, owing to political prejudice, though there was in 
him then something of this, but from a survival of eighteenth-century 
and slightly Voltairian impatience of some forms of romance. He 
himself, however, was clearly enough a romantic writer with classical 
varnish, and with a stronger clinamen towards the Aristophanic than 
towards the Aeschylean temper. He wrote good verse ; and good is 
too weak a word for his songs, especially his convivial songs, which 
are among the very best in literature. But his proper literary dialect 
was prose, especially (though he was a master of description) ironic 
dialogue and comment of a kind peculiar to himself. That it had 
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much influence on Thackeray there can be no doubt at all Tint I^earock 
was always nearer to wit than to humour, thougli in some of the 
outlying kinds of the latter, notably in that which animates The 
Misfortunes of Elphin^ he was a very great master. 

In Charles Lever, who was born in 1806, and who, writing 
novels indefatigably from about his thirtieth year, entered the 
consular service, and died consul at Trieste in 1872, there was some 
resemblance to Bulwer—not indeed in tone or temper, 
but in knowledge of the world, and in the facility with “ 

which he successively adopted quite different styles of writing, to suit 
the public taste. Lever, who was an Irishman by birth, a member 
of 'frinity College, Dublin, and by profession a physician, had 
accumulated vast stores of anecdote ; and he began to pour these 
out, with veiy little arrangement, in the “rollicking” books of which 
Harry Lof'rcqucr and C'har/es LTMalley are the chief. After a time 
he changed his scenes chiefly to the Continent, and made a great 
advance m the method of his novels; while for some years before 
his death he almost entirely abandoned the modern-picaresque style 
which he had so long pursued, and attempted, not without success, a 
more sober and careful study of ordinary life and manner. But it is 
probably by his military and Irish extravaganzas that he wall live, if he 
does live. 

Frederick Marryat played, but much more thoroughly, the same 
part towards the navy that Lc\ cr occupied tow'ards the army. He was 
born in 1792, saw much service c\en after the overthrow' of Napoleon, 
and having obtained post rank, distinguished himself 
specially in the first Burmese w'ar. Then he turned to 
the press, not merely writing but editing for many years, and latterly 
attempting to farm his own land in Norfolk, not wath success. His 
series of naval novels, from l^rank Mildniay onwaards, is perhaps the 
most remarkable instance of .1 man working his professional know¬ 
ledge with effect m literature. 'The mcie waiting is frequently 
careless, and the construction, as usual at this period, exceedingly 
haphazard. But the character-studies, if rather external, are constantly 
vivid and true, the adventures are often exciting and always amusing, 
and some of the books, especially Peter Simple and JMr, Midshipmaft 
Rasy^ are not likely soon to grow obsolete. 

The only other naval novels w^orth mentioning here are the two 
remarkable books of Michael Scott, a man of whom very little is 
known, but who contribu^d Tom Crini^te's l^og ^xdS. The Cruise of the 
Midye to Bliuk'ioood. If Marryat has little plot, wScott 
has none at all; but he had, what Marryat had not, 
a command of elaborate picturesque style which, like 
that of his perhaps master, Christopher North, sometimes passes 

2 V 
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into the grandiloquent and bombastic, but at its best is very 
impressive. 

We can hardly do more than mention Charles Robert Maturin 
(1782-1824), whose powerful diablerie of Alclmoth the Wanderer 
(1820) has never ceased to fascinate some readers in each genera¬ 
tion ; Theodore Hook, the fun-maker of the third and 
fourth decades of the century, before Dickens, and 
lon^ before 'I’hackeray appeared—a man whose talents, 
amounting very nearly to genius, are vouched for by strong testi¬ 
mony, but ran hardly be said to appear m his books save m shreds 
and patches ; Mrs. Gore, a very clever writer of fashionable and 
other novels ; or the authors of a considerable number of single 
books, like tlie Anastasias: of 'I'homas Hope, the -l^hajji Baba of 
James Moner, and the Branlenste/n of Mrs. Shellc)’^, which sur¬ 
vive by reputation, and even to a certain extent by leading. And 
this remark m.iy serve even more with regard to the corresponding 
chapter in the next Book, where an even larger number of such 
books and authors would claim attention if it were accorded to any 
of their number. The lesser dramatists of the Renaissance and the 
seventeenth century, the lesser poets of the eighteenth, the lesser 
novelists of the nineteenth, have to pay a pen ilty which is as just as 
It is inevitable. They form part of great regiments, almost of 
corporate bodies, in which their individuality is lost. But for the 
greater men they probably would never have written ; and they must 
be content to be represented by them 



CHAPTER III 

'J’HK NEW ESSAY 


Progress and defects of the carlici essay—Magazines and Ro\i(‘\vs—Tlie Edin¬ 
burgh: Jeffrey — Its contributors: Stott's ciiticisni — P>rougliani—Sydney 
Smith—The Quarterly —The new Magazine— Blackwood's. “Christopher 
North ” — Lockhart — The London — Lamb- Leigh Hunt — Ha/litt — 1 )e 
Quincey—Landoi’s prose—Cobbett 

Despite the mighty work of Scott and the exquisite accomplishment 
of Miss Austen, it may be doubted whether the novel is the chief 
special feature in prose of the first thirty years of the nineteenth 
century. That position belongs rather to the new develop- 
ments of the essay, which were fostered, and indeed defectsofthe 
rendered possible, by the increased demand for periodical 
literature, Wc have seen how the essay, unknown by name and not 
much known in fact before the end of the sixteenth century, had 
already tended to include all subjects for prose tieatment in its 
province ; liow it absorbed the Cli.iracter, developed further its own 
special vein of egotistic meditation, asserted m DrydeiVs hands the 
proper place of literary criticism, became in those of the Steele- 
Addison group the rival, and the successful rival, of the drama and the 
sermon as the popular form of reading, and maintained that position 
well through the eighteenth century. 

In these two centuries it had already touched nearly every 
subject, and had been written by the most eminent hands ; but its 
general organisation had been defective. In the seventeenth century it 
had had to appear as an independent book, as a pamphlet, 
or at best as a preface to something else. Even the 
essay-periodicals of the eighteenth were anything but 
perfect in method. To give themselves a countenance as well as a 
frame and platform, they had to affect artificial devices which 
hampered more than they helped, and soon palled on public taste. 
They depended either on individuals of genius, or on a fortuitous and 
unstable combination of individuals of talent, and so could never last. 
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It IS true that periodicals of something like the modern scheme did 
exist—the famous Gcntlema?is Ma<^a::ine as early as 1731, the 
scarcely less famous Critical and Monthly Reviews a little laterd 
But they enjoyed little reput.ation or circulation ; they were mostly 
written for wretched pay by always needy and sometimes unscrupulous 
hacks. There was a suspicion of discredit about periodical writing 
which even the participation in it of men like Smollett did not remove ; 
nor does it appear that these papers, at any rate the two Reviews, 
would have given any welcome to the sprouts of an outsider’s brain, 
even if he had offered them for nothing. 

'fhe Review, howe\e’*, was to be reorganised sooner than the 
Magazine, and even before the new form of magazine w^as provided 
by the London and Rlacfrivood, the daily papers served as hosts and 
introducers to a good deal of original and critical work of 
essay kind. ' There is no doubt that the main credit, 
if not of actually launching, of carrying safe to sea, the 
FAlinbury;h Rcvieio, the first of the new fleet of periodicals, is due to 
Francis Jeffrey, who with Sydney Smith and others planned and 
began the KdinbiiroJi Review in 1802, while after the llrst number 
he was its sole editor. jeffrey was born m Edinburgh on 23rd 
October 1773, was educated at the High School and University 
there as well as at (Glasgow, and for a short time at Oxford, and was 
called to the Scottish bar. Despite his addiction to literature he 
never gave up his practue, and though not at first successful, 
gradually m.ide himself a name. When his party at last came into 
power after the Reform Bill, he was made Lord Advocate, became a 
Judge, and died m 1850, ha\ing for nearly twenty years given up all 
but a consultative connection with the m.inagement of the Review, 
But for the first thirty yeais of its life he was, except in cases of con¬ 
tributors like Sydney Smith, who were too valuable to be lost and 
too independent to be driven, all-powerful ; and there is no doubt 
that he directly and indirectly influenced a great branch of literature 
as few others have done. His owi^ critical wmrk has been variously, 
and since his death for the most part unfavourably, estimated. That 
he was both prejudiced in extra-literary matters, and somewhat 
^mcatholic in literary matters proper, cannot be denied. But he had 
a real knowledge of English literature, a creed too narrow indeed, 
but not so narrow' as is sometimes thought, and within the blinkers of 
that creed a very sharp and steady vision. 

Jeffrey’s associates at first included even Scott, for the extreme 

^ The distinction of these titles was no doubt intentional, and though the 
sharp division has txjen lost it still exists to some extent The Revtnv proper is 
nothing if not critical; the Magazine is more of a nrjiscellany, and began early to 
serve as a vehicle foi prose fiction 
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Whig principles which were afterwards to distinguish the Review 
were not at once asserted, at least exclusively, nor was reviewing by 
any means the least of Sir Walter’s accomplishments, , 

^ ^ ’ Itscontnbu- 

tnougn hib critical and miscellaneous writings are tar too toii.: Scott\ 
little read now. lie was not an adept in the minor 

branches of criticism, and he was perhaps rather too universally 

good-natured, though this is a much better fault in a critic than 

universal ill-nature. Hut his sense of the general principles of 

literature, and not merely imaginative literature, was extremely sound, 
his wide reading enabled him to illustrate his articles in a manner 
both useful and amusing, and his very narrative faculty came in foi 
the purpose of making the article a unit)', instead of the heap of 
disjointed observations which is sometimes put forward. 

Only one other of the individual contributors to the Review could 
pretend to very high literaly qualities. Professors Playfair and 
Leslie were respectable pundits in their different lines ; Francis 
Horner, a man who died too young to disparage the ’praises of his 
friends, was a political economist of some solidity. It is less easy to 
designate briefly the once eminent and still conspicuous, if rather 
enigmatic, figure of Henry Brougham, who raised himself ^ 

with little aid but his own talents to the Lord Chancellor- ’ 
ship of England, wrote on every subject, was at first dreaded, then 
distrusted, and finally disregaided, by every ptirty, passed from 
almost the highest position in Parliament as a debater to the leader¬ 
ship of “ Pantopragmatical ” Social Science congresses and the 
like, li\ed to a great age, and is nov\ newer read sa\c out of curiosity. 
He was of an old and good Westmoreland family, but was born in 
Edinburgh (177S), w^is wholly educated there, and was to all intents 
and purposes much more of a Scot than of an Englishman. His 
once brilliant politual career, and its warnings, do not concern us; 
and his contributions to literature had little solidit), permanence, or 
even temporary attrac tion, beyond that of a forcible-flashy style, well 
enough adapted for the debate and the new’spaper, but unsuitable for 
the book. But he was a valuable, if sometimes a very troublesome, 
“contributor,” ready to w’rite, and write effectively enough, on any 
subject, in any space, at any notice. 

Sydney Smith, though a professed jester, stands far above 
Brougham, far above all the other contributors but Scott, and a good 
deal above his coadjuto^ and successor m the editorship. lie was 
almost the only Englishman on the original staff of the ^ ^ g 
Edinbuf'ij/f^ and it may have been the characteristics of ‘ ^ ‘ 

that staff (he never seems to have knowm Scott much) which pointed 
a certain famous remark of his about Scotsmen and jokes. He 
himself is almost the only man on record w'ho has established a high 
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and secure reputation in literature by joking merely. For with him 
wit and humour were not, as with Aristophanes, or Shakespeare, or 
Moliere, or Swift, or even with men like Congreve, means to an end. 
He had, indeed, strong political, religious, and other views, but they 
never reached the dignity of principles. He might just as well 
have been on the other side, and, as his later work shows, would 
pretty certainly have been there had he been born a generation earlier 
or later. The volleys of his wit required some object, and they 
found it in Tory abuses, “Catholic’’ disqualification, the Methodists, 
spring-guns, etc. ; but the battery would have played just as well on 
democracy and universal suffrage. Everything presented itself to 
Sydney as a joke actual or possible, and yet (for this is his highest 
glory) he is never a mere jack-pudding. And so the very Liberal Letters 
of Peter PIy 7 )iley^ early in his literary life, and the very Conservative 
I.etters to Archdciuon at the end of it, with his Edinburgh 

articles, his letters and everything that he wrote, have obtained, and 
are likely to keep, a high place in literature. His ridicule is no test 
of truth ; it is possible to enjoy it to the very full, and yet believe 
heartily in all or most of the things he laughed at. But if it has no 
force to destroy, it has infinite force to preserve itself. Sydney 
Smith was born in 1771, was educated at Winchester and Oxford, 
took orders, made his way to Edinburgh as a tutor, removed to London 
after his mariiage, and for the greater part of his life was a country 
clergyman at Foston in Yorkshire and Combe Florey in Somerset. 
After the triumph of the Whigs he received a canonry at St. Paul’s, 
and died in February 1845. 

The foundation, seven years later, of the Quarterly Reviezv rather 
extended the field and varied the politics of this new kind of essay¬ 
writing than added any great new practitioners of it, with perhaps one 
exception. I his was Southey, who, always a working 
QjtarUfiy letters, had from his first literary beginnings 

worked (usually for wretched pay) in such reviews as 
were open to him, though he had on principle refused to contri¬ 
bute to the Edinburgh. With the Quartc?'ly.^ w hich was expressly 
founded to defend Church and State, he had no such scruples, and 
- for some quarter of a century it w'as at once one of his chief sources 
of revenue ana the principal outlet of his miscellaneous writing. 
Scott, who had been disgusted with the Edinburgh politics, and 
seriously disobliged (in the case of Miuvjj^ion) by the Edinburgh 
criticism, transferred his services to the new paper, which was edited 
by Gifford, and enjoyed the support of the Old Guard of the Anti- 
Jacobin (vide sufra.^ p. 596) from Canning downwards, together with 
all the more promising recruits, especially from the English 
universities, on the Tory side. These two periodicals, representing 
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the two great parties and amply furnished with literary ability, took 
solid place at once, and for many years continued to be the head¬ 
quarters of serious discussion on politics, literature, religion, 
philosophy, and things in general. But they observed with even 
more strictness than their less distinguished predecessors the meaning 
of the word Reviciv. They admitted no compositions of a fantastic 
or fictitious kind ; they only quoted verse; and though their articles 
might sometimes use the books noted as what is called a “peg” to 
hang the reviewer’s own views upon, yet such a peg was, as it is still, 
a sine qua non with them. 

The distinction between a Magazine and a Review was, as 
observed above, an old one, though the periodicals of the Spectator 
class had to some extent confounded the two. But the characters 
were mixed, though the name Magazine was preferred, m 
two publications, the London Magazine and Siaik'iuood’s 
Magazine^ which at ver} nearly the same moment, m 
1817, introduced a yet new kind of periodical, and scrv ed as the means 
for introducing a very large amount of new literary talent, and in some 
cases genius, to the world. For twenty years previous to 1817 such 
talent and (as in the notable case of Coleridge) such genius had been 
finding outlets in daily papers like the Times and the Morning Tost, 
in weekly papers such as Leigh Hunt’s Examiner^ in refashioned 
imitations of the Spectator, such as his Indicator and Kcjlcctor. But 
the two remarkable monthly magazines named above came into 
existence in apparently the most haphazard manner—really, no 
doubt, because they were wanted, and had to be provided somehow. 
Blackwood^s, the longest-lived by far, had a most unfortunate start, 
and was very near being a failure altogether, when it was completely 
revolutionised by a crew of brilliant wits, and launched afresh with 
the daring lampoon of the “ Chaldee Manuscript ” ; the London was 
more homogeneous throughout, but its career was very short, though 
almost without parallel brilliant. 

The men who came to the aid of Mr. William Blackwood, an 
Edinburgh publisher who combined enterprise and judgment in a 
most singular fashion, were first of all John Wilson, afterwards Pro¬ 
fessor of Moral Philosophy in the University of Edin- , 
burgh, and John Gibson Lockhart, afterwards editor of “Chnstoijhci 
the Quarterly and son-in-law and biographer of Scott. 

Neither of them was at any time in the strict sense editor, and the 
final decision always rested with the publisher himself; but at one 
time he, Wilson, and Lockhart held, as it might be said, the editor¬ 
ship in commission, and until Blackwood’s death and his own failure 
of health and spirits Wilson continued to hold something like this 
position after Lockhart had gone to London. Wilson, the elder of 
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the two by nearly ten years, was born at Paisley in 1785 and 
educated at (Glasgow and Oxford. He had inheiited w'ealth, and for 
some time lived on his means at Elleray on Windermere. But the 
loss of great part of his fortune made him betake himself to Edin¬ 
burgh, w’hcre his mother was living, and though he made no mark at 
the Bar, he found his vocation almost at once on Blackwood^ and 
before long w'as elected to the Chair above mentioned. For fully 
twenty years he wms the soul of the mag a/me under the name of 
“Chiistophcr North, ’ and actually wTote a large ])art of it m one 
form or another. In later years he took less share, but he held his 
Chair till 1852, and lived till 1854. 

Before “ Mag^'i,” as BlaclicoocTs Matjad 7 ie called itself by a 
punning abbreviation, came into existence, Wilson had made some 
distinction for hiinselt as a poet, or at least a verse-writer, m his two 
volumes, The Tsic of Palm's (1812) and 77 /e Ct/y of ihc Plague (1816). 
The chief interest of these is, liow'cver, that they show the rapidity 
w'ith which the example of the really great ])oets of the Romantic 
revival wxis caught up and followed. He also wrote stories. Lights 
and ShadoKfis of Scottish Lif\ The Tnah of Margaret Lindsay, etc., 
w'hich are of very little merit, and are (hielly remarkable as showung 
the excessive sentimentality which supplied the it action to Wilson’s 
boisterous spirits. Had his w'ork been confined to these things it 
would now be wholly forgotten. But in maga/ine-writmg itself he 
found or made the style which was his own —a style of llucnt, full- 
\oiccd, indeed, as has been said, rather boisterous, descant upon 
things in g'cneral- -sport, literature, scenery, politics, gastronomy, art. 
These descants somclimes took the sliape of dialogue m the famous 
A^oeLs Amhrosianae —a set of symposia the origination of which is 
variously attributed to Wilson himself, Lockhart, and Magmn {vide 
infra), but wdiich fell more and more under the sole management ol 
Wilson—sometimes into monologues or ordinary reviews, many of 
w'hich were collected later as The Recreations of Christopher North. 
A large number of these last are literary in subject, but Wilson also 
contributed much literary criticism of a less mercurial kind in the 
four volumes of his Essays, Ciitical and 1 maginative, especially in 
the fourth. 

Wilson had great powers, and his writings contain many admir¬ 
able things. In particular, he was one of the mam pioneers in the 
new^ adventure of ornate prose wdiich, as on other occasions, suc¬ 
ceeded the poetical outburst of the earlier yeArs of the century; and 
some of his efforts 111 this kind arc not easily to be surpassed. He 
was also one of the first to record, m less formal language than Gilpin 
and his follow'crs m the Picturesque, the effects of scenery, and quite 
the first to give literary form to field sports, w^hile his talent for 
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weaving miscellanea of all kinds into dialogue owed little to any 
model, and displayed resource and dexterity not falling kir short of 
genius. But these merits were accompanied, nay, inextricably 
blended with, and also to no small extent marred by, great faults, of 
which the violence, both personal and political, common to the time 
was almost the least. The most important of these was, in the 
first place, an almost incredible and cjuite unparalleled infirmity of 
taste, which allowed him to slip into the trivial, the tedious, the idly 
extravagant, and now and then the simply disgusting. Even at his 
best he seldom knows that last secret, the secret where to stop, and 
his prolixity and inequality togethei make even “beaul’es” from him 
hard to select. Another and still worse fault was more moral than 
literary, though strictly on the literary side of morals --an inexplicable 
tendency to make always rude and sometimes venomous attacks, 
under cover of anonymity, on persons who not merely deserved 
literary consideration, but were in some cases Ins piivate friends and 
even benefactors. 

John Gibson Lockhart was also deeply tinged with the aggressiv^e, 
and sometimes scuriilous, personality of the time, but his taste w'as 
seldom to seek, and he has no pi oven e rimes of literary Icsc-tiuxjcsU 
or personal ingratitude to «atone for. He was born at jj 

Cambusnethan in July 1794, was educated at Glasgow 
and Oxford, took a very good degree, travelled in Germany, and 
returning to Edinburgh, jnactised at the bar. He began his connec¬ 
tion with letters by translating Schlegel’s J.cctj 7 cs oji //n/xny, joined 
heart and soul in the early spoits and wars of BlaLlrafood (which on 
more thai' one occasion neailv' ended in bloodshed, and once did so, 
though he was not personally engaged), and in 1819 published, with 
some collaboration from Wilson, the amusing Smollett-hke book on 
Edinburgh and its society called Peter's Letters to lu\s K/nsfol/c.^ He 
married Sophia Scott in i 820, and for some y^ears lived, when not in 
Edinburgh, at Chiefswood, on the Abbotsford property, wa iting his 
four novels and his charming Spain.di BalUuLs^ with much miscel¬ 
laneous work for Blackwood. At the end of 1825 he was appointed 
to the editorship of the ( 2 uarte 7 d}\ and, moving to London, wrote a 
great deal for the Review and a little for F/'aser., began his famous 
Life of Scott m 1837, was made Auditor of the Duchy of Lancaster 
in 1843, in 1854, his health broken, partly by work, partly 

also by family troubles, for his wife and both his sons died before 
him. ® 

No one would deny that Lockhart’s most certain and enduring 
title to literary remembrance lies m his Life of Scott, a book which 

’ I'he title w'.vs a play on that of Scott’s account of his journey to the Con¬ 
tinent .ifter Wateiloo, /*auls iMters to his Kinsjolk. 
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indeed has an almost unmatched subject, and enjoys the half illegiti¬ 
mate advantage of a great amount of matter from that subject’s own 
hand. But unfortunate experience shows us how insufficient even 
such advantages are to make a good book; and this is confessedly 
one of the best books in the world. For Lockhart has not only 
written it admirably ; he has not only exhibited, in his admissions 
and exclusions, that good feeling which was, as a rule, denied him by 
his enemies ; but he has also exhibited taste, judgment, sense of pro¬ 
portion, in a matter where the exercise of such sense is most difficult, 
to an extent hardly paralleled in any other biography.^ He is by no 
means a born novelist, though there are good, and almost great, things 
in his novels ; and, though he had an exquisite touch both of 
humour and pathos in verse, lie hardly pretended to l)e a poet. By 
far the greatest expense of his literary power was upon criticism and 
miscellaneous cssa)'-and-articlc-writing, of the kind generally classed 
as journalism. No collection of these writings of his has ever been 
made; and he was universally believed in his lifetime—nor has he 
been quite cleared of the charge since—to have strained the privi¬ 
leges of an anonymous critic to, and sometimes beyond, their limit. 
It is certain, however, that even in those writings of his which his 
admirers most wish that he had not written, or hope that he did not 
write, an intellectual power and a faculty of sarcastic attack only 
surpassed by Swift appear. In less disputable matter Lockhart was 
always a competent, though sometimes a severe and rather prejudiced, 
critic. He accepted the earlier Romantic movement, but could 
never quite reconcile himself to its most luxuriant exuberance in 
Shelley, Keats, and Tennyson, while his taste in prose also set dis¬ 
tinctly against the floridity reintroduced in different ways by De 
Quincey, Wilson, and T.andor. 

The other main early contributors to Blackwood were lesser men. 
William Mag^inn (1793- 1 842), an Irishman of extraordinary versatility, 
much wit, and some scholarship, but tinged with too many of the 
weaknesses and vices of Bohemianism, had much to do with Maga^ 
and more later with Frase^^s Magazine^ to which latter he bore much 
the same relation as Wilson did to Black'ivood itself. Maginn, who 
• served as a model for Thackeray’s Captain Shandon, undoubtedly 
possessed powers which, if concentrated and chastened, would have 
enabled him to produce work of very high quality, and as it is, some 
of his stories and verses (A Story without a Tail^ Bob Burkds Duel^ 
The Peivtcr (Ji/ifrt^ Maxims ofMorgan O*Doherty^ etc.) come little short 
of genius. He gathered round him in Fraser a set of contributors 

^ I^ockhart exhibited the same qualities, on a smaller but not less difficult scale, 
in a long article, published later as a small book, on Theodore Hook, after the 
death of that ingenious Bohemian. 
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almost more brilliant than those of Blackwood or of the London 
itself, ranging from Coleridge to Thackeray, and including Carlyle. 

James Hogg was also one of Maginn’s men, but was of much 
more importance as supplying the figure of “the Shepherd” in the 
NoUs, a personage with most of Hogg’s faults, but with much 
more than his merits.^ 

The London set, rather absurdly described by their Edinburgh 
rivals as “ Cockney,” were almost entirely independent, though l)c 
Quincey formed a kind of link between the two periodicals. The 
first editor of the London, John Scott, has only made a ^ ^ 

mark by his lamentable death, an imbroglio between 
himself and Lockhart ending in an actual duel between Scott and 
Lockhart’s friend Christie, in which the former, by the mismanage¬ 
ment or bloodthirstiness of his second, fell. But the J^ondon had 
Thomas Hood for its sub-editor at one time, it actually introduced 
Lamb and De Quincey to essay-writing, and it served for years as 
the chief organ, though Leigh Hunt had his own, of the writers— 
sometimes, but not by any means always, anti-Tory in politics, and 
almost always Romantic in literature —who had their headquarters in 
London itself. Others of these, besides Hunt, made their chief 
appearances elsewhere, but they may be most satisfactorily treated 
here and together. 

Charles Lamb, who is perhaps more nearly unique than any 
other English writer outside the great poets, was a Londoner born, 
bred, and, by predilection as w'ell as fate, resident. His birthday 
was 18th February 1775, his father was a lawyer’s ^ 
clerk, he was sent to Christ’s Hospital, wdicre he first 
fell into the society of Coleridge, and he was early provided for by 
a clerkship in the East India House. But his circumstances were 
most unfavourably affected by hereditary madness, which indeed 
never in his own case (except for a very short time) went beyond 
eccentricity, but which afflicted his beloved elder sister Mary so 
sorely that she murdered her mother in one fit of insanity, and was 
subject to others, with increasing frequency as she grew older, for the 
rest of her life. Lamb devoted himself (there was another brother 
more prosperous, but more selfish) entirely to her, and never married. 
It would appear that, even independently of the influence of Coleridge 
(which, however, like all that wonderful person’s associates, he felt 
deeply), he had been attracted to the study of the Elizabethan, and 
in an even greater deg^ree to that of the Jacobean and Caroline, 
writers. He wrote some early poems of little merit; essayed an 

' The story of Blackwood and its contributors, long partially and incorrectly 
know'n, has now been fully told m Mrs. Oliphant's and Mrs. Portei's House of 
Blackwood vols. Edinburgh, 1897-98). 
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FLlizabcthan tragedy, John Woodvtl^ which has more ; composed, 
with his sister, some Talcs from Shakespeare^ followed up in the same 
kind afterwards by tlic Adventiars of Ulysses^ which aie admirable 
m a most dangerous kind ; and executed, with very brief critical 
notes which are jewels, two volumes of selections from the F^Iizabethan 
drama displaying wonderful sympathy and insight. 

It is, however, imjirobable that he would have been much more 
than a curiosity of literature- -one of those not so very rare figures 
who make us say, “ What a pity this man never found his way ! ”—or 
that at Idlest his real worth would have been known only from his 
letters, winch arc numerous and charming, if the establishment of 
the London Ma^azim\ followed as it was b\' his retirement from his 
clerkship on a pension, had not elicited from him the famous Essays 
of Elia. It IS impossible to describe these ; in point of subject they 
are literally dc oninihus rebus ct guibusdani aliis, the ciuaint fancy of 
the writer evolving, as he h.indies each of his more tangible matters 
of thought, fancies that ne\cr were anyw'here, that nevei w^cre to be 
anyw^here, but in his own writings Noi is his style more capable 
of exact definition. Th.it a certain amount of his material is derived 
from actual loans supplied by the ciuainfer wTiteis of the mid seven¬ 
teenth century, especially lUirton, Fuller, and Ilrowne, is perfectly 
true, as also that the ess.iyisl's debt to these for manner and method 
is ev^en greater than his borrowings of actual matter or w^ord. But 
a great deal remains which is simply Lamb himself and nobody 
else. Not only is he thus unuiuc among Ivnghsh wTiters, but he is 
ecpially unique among the smaller and sjiecially national body of 
English humorists. Nobody has e\er succeeded in imitating him, 
even in his most obvious quamtnesses, while the blending of these 
(juaintnesses wath a pathos which is ne\er mere sentiment is a 
seiu'ct not merely undiscovered yet by imitators, but escaping even 
an> complete analysis—a Proteus ne\er to be bound by the most 
enduring Ulysses, but fortunately amiable enough to bestow his 
wisdom and his graces without any^ifcuch piocess 

Henry James Leigh Hunt, wdio was born in 1784, and like Lamb 
was a Blue-coat boy, had the same introduction to official life (in his 
•case in the War Office), but gave it up under the double seductions 
j j ^ of laziness and literature. He had a biothei who w^as a 
Liigii Hum business than himself, and the two set 

up a newspaper—the Examiner —which look strong Liberal and 
Opposition views. Hunt himself was imprisoned—a mere restric¬ 
tion of movement—for a libel on the Prince Regent in 1812. 
He sLirMved this for nearly fifty years (he died in i85c^), during 
which his abode was, except for one rasit to Italy, w-holly London 
and Us neighbourhood, and his occupation unceasing literary labour. 
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Neither in verse, jn which he wrote a good deal {vide infra), nor 
* in prose, in which he wrote much more, was Leigh Hunt exactly 
supreme. Want of time (for he always wrote for bread) prevented 
him as it was ; while want of taste would probably have prevented 
him in any case. But he was of the great miscellanists of English 
literature—a critic who, as far as the merely appreciative pait of his 
business is concerned, has had few superiors ; and a writer of the 
purely general essay, the “article,” which was more and more hitting 
popular taste, and which has never lost it since, after a fashion which 
owed little to any foierunncrs, and has taught much to scores, almost 
to hundreds, of followers. Hunt tried longer w'ork in novel and 
otherwise, but was cpiite unfit for it he was a journalist and essayist 
born. But he inclined towards the oldei lathcr than the younger 
types of these in being prone to write wholly or mainly by himself. 
He w^as the sole or the principal contributor to the Rif lei/or (i8io), 
the Indicator (1819-21), the Companion (1828), the Nc'iv Taller 
(1830-32), and the London (i 834-35). His work in these 

and other things hms at different times real ranged and diversified 
with fresh matter or presented for the first time m different foims— 
Men, Women, and Rooks, A Jar of Honey from Mount Hybla, Wit 
and Humour, Imay^ination and Fancy, etc. He wrote a pleasing 
Autohioyrap/iy, and an admirable book on London, llie Imun. But 
always, and first of all, he is a inisc ellanist and a wTiler of essays. 

Lamb was an excjuisite, and Leigh Hunt a very agreeable, critic, 
the former in regard to a limited and rather haphazard group of 
personal predilections of his own, the latter in a sphere very credit¬ 
ably wide, though determined rathei by instinct thar by reason. 
The third great member of the “Cockney” school, though even his 
criticism was loo much vitiated by extra-literary prejudice, was far 
greater as a critic than eithci —was indeed one of the very greatest 
critics who have ever lived. He was also—unlike his companions— 
a critic, or at least an essayist, merely, though he wrote a philosophical 
book of no great merit at the beginning of his career, and a historical 
one of less at the end of it. William Hazlitt, who w'as 
of Irish extraction, was born at Maidstone m 1778. He 
was rather early thrown into contact with Coleridge, bestow'cd when 
young much attention on art, but finally settled dowai to literary w oik 
in London, afterwards at Winterslow' on Salisbury Idam, where his 
first wife had some property, and then m 1812 in London again. 
Nor did he move Ins headquarters till his death in 1830. He 
seems to have enjoyed his life, but it was not what would generally 
be called a fortunate one. Both his marriages were unlucky, the 
first ending in a regular divorce, the second in his wife’s leaving him 
after a short lime. His temper, even by personal and political 
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friends, was found to l)e almost intolerable ; and though he only 
shared with some very amiable persons the abuse of violent 
partisans on the side opposed to Liberalism, he provoked, rivalled, 
and moie than requited their acrimony, indulging in the most 
ferocious abuse not merely of personal literary foes, but of men like 
Scott and Wellington, who were entirely out of his sphere, and had 
certainly never provoked him in any way. 

This waspishness (to use an unfair word, for the wasp never 
stings unless meddled with) invalidates a small part even of his 
criticism, as, for instance, in reference not merely to Burke and 
other Conservatn e writers, not merely to contemporaries of Liberal 
principles, like Shelley, who were gentlemen, and therefore obnoxious 
to his democratic envy, but to inoffensive antiquities like the 
monarchical ])()ets of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. He 
w^as also rather insufficiently equipped with knowledge of other 
languages and literatures. But, despite these drawbacks, his collected 
critical lectuies and essays on English literature, as well as a good 
many independent essays, contain perhaps the very finest work of 
their kind—free from the tentative and experimental character of 
Dryden, from the limits and blinkers of the eighteenth century, from 
the scrappiness and vagueness of Coleridge, from the crotchet of 
Lamb, from the lack of intellectual quality in Hunt, and from the 
sometimes arbitrary eclecticism of Mr. Matthew Arnold. 

Besides this great accomplishment, Hazlitt was a very good critic 
of art, though in a less technical kind than that which has since 
become fashionable, and such a master of the miscellaneous essay 
that his faculty for this has by some been put even above his purely 
critical pow’cr. In his own time Hazlitt, though disliked and abused, 
was a writer of weight; in the generation succeeding his death he 
was, save by a few of the best judges, such as Thackeray, rather 
undervalued and neglected ; and it is only of late years that he has 
been restored, and perhaps even yet not fully restored, to his proper 
place. 

Thomas De Quincey, the one link of great importance between 
the hostile camps, was born in the suburbs of Manchester in the year 
4785. His father died w^hen he was quite young, but left consider¬ 
able jiroperty, his share of w^hich De Quincey afterwards 
Dc Quincey. ways not discreditable so much as eccentric 

—by exercises of literary generosity (he gave Coleridge a large sum), 
by the most reckless anticipations, by iitiglecting to adopt any 
profession, and by such merely wilful oddities as disqualifying him¬ 
self for the valuable Hulme Exhibition from Manchester Grammar 
School to Brasenose College by running away from the former place 
of learning, and then going to Oxford after all at his own expense. 
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The college he chose was Worcester, where he resided for a long 
time, but where he took no degree. He settled after some years in 
the Lakes, married, and lived quietly for twenty years, after which he 
moved to Edinburgh, living there or at Lasswade till 1859, when 
he died, the last of his generation except Landor. The singular 
adventures of his errant youth, and the results of his habit of opium¬ 
eating, have been told by himself in various forms and places, 
specially in his Autobiography and in the earlier and more famous 
Confessions of an English Opiuin-Eatei'^ which first appeared in the 
London Magazine during the course of the year 1821. He had 
published nothing of any importance before, though he had been a 
very deep and wide student, and had helped Wordsworth to prepare 
his Note on the Convention of Cintra ” for press. 

Having thus made discovery of his ability for literary^ composition, 
and being, moreover, urged by the insufficiency of his income, De 
Quincey, for nearly the last forty years of his life, devoted himself to 
writing with an untiring energy, the due rewards of which wcie to a 
great extent lost to him by his incurably unpractical ways in almost 
all respects. But towards the end of his life he made a \cry large 
collection of reprinted articles, which (further enlarged since his death) 
is perhaps the most important in bulk and the most varied in subject 
of any collection of Miscellanea in English. De Quincey’s merits, 
indeed, were so numerous and so great that only the presence, side by 
side with them, of very serious defects of a peculiarly annoying 
character has kept him out of one of the very highest positions in 
literature—to which position, indeed, he has been actually admitted 
by some. He had a singular combination of exact scholarship with 
wide desultory reading ; an entirely oiigmal faculty of narrative; a 
rare gift for exposition, either in summary of f.ict or concentration of 
argument; an intensely individual, though fitful, humour; and a 
hardly matched—a certainly unsurpassed—command of gorgeous 
rhetorical style. Of this last, indeed, he was very well aware, and 
was misled by it into the critical error of regarding all plain prose 
style as inferior, instead of, as it really is, in perfection the ec[ual of 
the most ornate. 

On the other hand, Uc Quincey was liable to accesses of tedious 
digression and “ rigmarole,” which make it sometimes impossible 
to read him through; his purely critical faculty was singularly 
untrustworthy, and almost as likely to lead him wrong as to lead him 
right; his humour, whA it ceased to be grim or dreamy, had a 
distressing habit of falling into clumsy jocularity and horseplay. 
Although, therefore, his works, voluminous as they are, have been 
very widely read, there have always been dissidents in the apprecia¬ 
tion of them, and this dissidence has rather gained strength recently. 
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It IS not, liovvever, of much importance ; for though sound criticism 
will never fail to take note of his weaknesses, such things as the 
Cojifessions and their appendices (especially the splendid “ Ladies of 
Sorrow”), the Autobiography^ and the essays on The English Mail 
CoacE Murder a^ one of the Fine Arts, Joan of Are, The Spanish 
Nun, The Caesars, and a good many others, are quite sure of their 
place. De Quincey’s historical position, however, depends less upon 
details than upon the fact that he was one of the very first to attempt, 
and one of the most successful in achieving, one of the great turns 
in the long race of English prose style—-the nineteenth-century 
reaction from plain to ornate prose-writing. And it is significant and 
interesting that, as was also the case with another reformer, Landor, 
he found his easiest and most successful exercising ground in dreams. 
P'or a hundred and fifty years the effort of prose, even in the mouths 
and pens of men like (hbbon and Johnson, had been to be first of 
all practical —its ami was now to be first of all imaginative. No 
doubt pc'irt of the attempt was due to the Wordsworthian heresy, 
which De Quincey strongly shared, of the non-necessity of metre m 
poetry ; but this did not matter. The reformers may sometimes 
have intended to write prose-poetry, which is a bastard and tainted 
in blood ; but the)' really produced a true new (ross in imaginative 
prose. 

Landor himself, technically no essayist, but, like some writers of the 
seventeenth century, illustrating the essaym a slightly altered 
form, belongs to this chapter not merely on that ground. For with 
Wilson and De Quincey he is the earliest, and in some ways 
.an oi s prose almost by himself the greatest, of the reformers, or, 

as some would say, rcvoliitionisers, of prose style. TTis prose work was 
not early, and it took a form not very convenient, but maintained with 
characteristic obstinacy by the artist—that of fmagi nary Cofwci'saiions, 
reaching m their total a very great bulk, 'fhe first collection of these 
appeared in 1831, when their author was fifty-si.x, and this was 
succeeded by others, sometimes under the general title, sometimes 
specialised as Examination of Shakespeare (1836), Pciiiles and 
Aspasia, The Pentameron. The formal and the material value of these 
•things arc very far apart, and they cannot be praised without qualifica¬ 
tion even in respect of form. For such conversations a dramatic 
command of character would seem to be necessary, and Landor had 
none ; humour likewise—and l.andor’s humour wxis “ a terrible minus 
ejuantity”; detachment—and Landor wxrs a bundle of prejudices, at 
times furiously voiccful and never quite silent. Rut his astonishing 
gift of style and, despite his crotchets and his too frequent silliness, 
liis attachment to the great standard models of conduct in action and 
proportion in expression, convey to them an extraordinary charm. 
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Standing as he does at the turning of the way in prose, and indeed 
in literature generally, he manages to combine classical grace, dignity, 
adjustment, and even not infrequently measure, with Romantic colour, 
suggestion, variety, to an extent wonderful and sometimes consum¬ 
mate. He never quite succeeds in being easy, and he never has the 
very least imaginative wizardry. He is stilted beside Addison, 
prosaic lieside Browne ; but as much of cither as would mix is in 
him, and the blend is not a little delightful. 

William Cobbett, older than most of these men, and a strong 
contrast, in his bringmg-up and circumstance, to their mostly academic 
education and their usual position in society, gives a yet more special 
contrast with Landor m his style, the perfection of the ^ 
vernacular made literary—the last great representative 
of the line of Latimer and Biinyan. Cobbett was born in 1762, and 
died a member of the Reformed Parliament in 1835. was the 

son of a farmer-labourer, served for some time in the army, where he 
became sergeant, but resided in America for the later years of the 
eighteenth century, beginning his newspaper experiences there with 
I^eier Porcupme\ Jouf^nal^ and writing fully ii]) to his title. Soon 
after his return to England in 1800, appeared his Weekly Rey;ister^ 
in which, under difficulties (including one imprisonment and another 
exile to the United Slates), as well as in a crowd of books little 
and big, he continued, for the rest of his life, to vent political ideas, 
sometimes generous, often mischievous, nearly always unpractical, in 
admirable English. Besides direct politics, grammar. Church his¬ 
tory, the currency, potatoes (their badness), maize (its goodness), and 
a thousand other things, occupied Cobbett’s pen ; while his Rural Rules 
give som».. of the most vivid, if not the most ornate, description in 
the language. 

The great names of Macaulay and Carlyle, hardly junior to most 
here, will be treated under another head, though both were essayists, 
and perhaps essayists first of all. 'I’hose of some others (of whom 
Hartley Coleridge (1796-1849), son of the poet, inheritor of his 
weaknesses, but not so very far removed from his ability both as 
poet and as critic, is the most important) belong to a fuller story 
than this. 



CHAPTER IV 

TTn<: LAST GFJORGTAN I’ROSK 

Southey's prose -Ilislonral writing - Milfoid, Roscoe, and others — Hallam — 
Milinan — Arnold, Grolc, and Thiilwall — Mackintosh and Bentharn — 
Macaulay. 

It has seemed desirable to separate from the essayists, though in 
some cases they were the same persons, those prose-writers, who in 
the older forms of elaborate composition—history, philosophical and 
scientific discussion, theological writing, and so forth—composed 
books of substantive importance during the first thirty years or so of 
the century. The newer styles, ornate, abrupt, and wdiat not, weie 
slower in making irruption into these dignified legions ; perhaps it 
may be said th.it a stouter resistance w^as opposed there by the 
publisher-guardians of the gates. Sartor Resort us could find no 
home except in a mag'azme, and w^as welcomed dubiously even there; 
the Co 7 ifcssio 7 is of an Opiuni-Eatcr viovXA certainly have appeared 
at Its author’s own expense or not at all, had it been eoni])elled to 
appear as a book first. If we take Macaulay as the last popular 
author of an older type m style, though he lived far into the Victorian 
era, Ckirlyle as the first of the new, though he was born before Mac¬ 
aulay, and not much less than half a century before Queen Victoria 
came to the throne, vve shall find tJje division useful as affecting this 
Book and the next. For Carlyle first broke, as Macaulay, among 
men of commanding literary position, almost last sustained, the ex- 
.Husive prestige of the older academic style in matter of book-writing. 

Many of the essayists and journalists mentioned in the last 
chapter, notably Lockhart, were themselves indisposed to the more 
anarchic fashions of style. But the greatest practitioner of a style, 
not indeed old-fashioncd, but of the older fashion, was 
undoubtedly Southey. It has sometimes been supposed 
that those who make much of style imag^ine the existence 
of some single individual form of jirose-writing, to be kept, like the 
standard weights and measures, in a literary Tower of London, and 
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not deviated from except under peril of the law. This, of course, 
would be an entire mistake. Almost every subject has a style of its 
own, and almost every writer has a style of his own ; though it is pos¬ 
sible to range them all m the two great divisions of plain and ornate, 
and perhaps in some minor ones. Tint few will dispute that, if there 
could be such a form of style, if it were possible, by segregating 
individuality, to ariive at the general idea, then Southey has come as 
near as any luiglishman to the ideal of prose writing on the less 
Jlamhoyafit side. 

Not that his own writing is by any means monotonous, or even 
extremely uniform, m character. He had to pla> many parts with 
his pen— YiX's Histones of 7>Vc7r//(181o-19) and of I'/ie I\iiinsular 
lV(tr (1822-32), his historical biogiaphies of Nelson (1813—his 
masterpiece), Cowper, Wesley (1820), and others, the vast mass of 
his articles and reviews, the enoimous bulk of his private letters, of 
which the ten published volumes prob.ibly represent only the smaller 
part, the curious miscellany of 17 ic Docioi'^ and such chtferent work 
as his Book of itic Chunk (1824), his Colloquies (1829), his Omniana^ 
his Je'tters from Spain and Poi'iuyal^ with the later Kspnella (1812), 
required, and duly received, different treatment. In the private letters 
and The Doctor (1834), a deliberate /?j/rcn/V, as the French called it 
in the sixteenth century, of reading, humoui, and what not, he coins 
words liberally, and admits foreign languages with almost macaronic 
license. In his full-dress work he is almost Caesarian in his refusal 
of the unusual word, and his adherence to che best (not the most 
colourless and invertebrate) tradition of eighteenth-century style. 
But alwavs he has the much talked of, the indefinable, but the at 
once perceptible, qucdity of “purity.^' lie adjusts the scholarly 
and the vernacular, the businesslike and the ornamental, with an 
unerring calculation. He is, in short, the Addison, and far more than 
the Addison, of the early nineteenth century ; and it is a distinct 
misfortune that more of its writers have not given their days and 
nights to the reading of him. 

Sir Humphry Davy in science. Dr. Chalmers in theology, and 
others m other branches, would claim notice in a larger spai e or in a 
more confined range than the present book allows ; but for our pre¬ 
sent purpose the important subject of history, which has 
been as much the prevailing subject of the nineteenth wniniKTjvlit- 
century, in prose on the great scale, as theology w.is of tonl, Koscoc, 
the seventeenth and philosophical speculation of certain 
kinds in the eighteenth, will probably suffice. It was not merely the 
example and the fame of Gibbon which tempted writers to this par¬ 
ticular branch—the exciting and important events of the French 
Revolution invited treatment of contemporary themes, and the new- 
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born passion for investigating^ the long-neglected archives of different 
nations necessitated the correction of the older current histones and 
facilitated the production of new. In the last half of the eighteenth 
century were born more disting-uished historians than had been con¬ 
tributed by the whole course of English literary history. And there 
was a curious progression of excellence in the order of tune. William 
Mitford (1744-1827) was a man of fortune and of rather unusuiil 
cultivation, who left the first really noteworthy book upon the theory 
of English metre. 1 His principal work was a History of Greece^ 
written between 1784 and 1814, and very well written, though injured 
somewhat by a very strong political prejudice and by some mistakes 
of fact. 

William Roscoe, who was born in 1753, and saw the reign of 
William IV'., devoted himself to modern not to ancient history, and 
produ( ed, in the Life of Lorenao dc Medici (i 796) and Leo X. (1805), 
handbooks of the Italian Renaissance which have not yet growm 
obsolete. Sharon Turner (1768-1847), John Lingard (i 772-185 i), 
and Francis Cohen, who took the name of i^algrave (1788-1861), 
and was knighted, turned their attention, as it was high time some 
one should, to English history from a somewhat less superficial point 
of view than Hume’s. Lingard pioduced a general history of Eng¬ 
land far in advance of anything yet written in point of scholarly 
accuiacy. Turner and Palgrave attacked the origins, which had 
hardly received any new light since the investigations of Elizabethan 
and seventeenth-century authorities, Turner taking chiefly Anglo- 
Saxon, Palgrave chiefly Anglo-Norman tunes as his province. Sir 
Janies Mai kmtosh (1765-1832) bestowed a good deal of his some¬ 
what inadequately represented .ibility and learning upon history ; and 
Sir William Napier (i 785-1 860), with some passion and prejudice, 
but with the most intimate knowledge of his subject, and showing a 
command of mvkI literary representation excessively rare, if not 
almost unknown, in a professional historian, gave, in 1828-40, his 
famous Histoiy of the Peninsular 'IVar. 

All these men produc'ed historical work which deserves esteem, 
some of them woik deserving of something much beyond it; and the 
• general appetite for history in readers, and readiness to gratify that 
appetite in writers, may be judged from the fact that the poets Scott, 
Moore, and Campbell, the critic Ilazlitt, and other men whose voca¬ 
tion did not directly place them under the invocation of Clio, com¬ 
posed extensive books of the kind. But thfe art and science of the 
historian had not been so well represented in any man since Gibbon as 
they were represented in Henry Hallam (1777 or 1778-1859). He was 

^ An Enquiry into the Principles of the IJarmoity of Language, 2nd ed. 1804. 
The first, in cruder form, had been published some thirty years before. 
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a son of the Dean of Bristol, passed through Eton, Christ Church, and 
the Middle Temple, and became a bencher of his Inn ; but he made 
no figure in practice, having private means, and becoming 
a Government servant pretty early. He had written for 
the Edinburgh Review^ being a decided, though not violent, Whig, 
for many years before he made his appearance as a historian with 
his View of the State of Europe during the Middle Ages (i8j8). In 
1827 he published his principal work, The Condi tut tonal History of 
England from the Accesdon of Henry VJT. to the Death of Geoige //., 
and in 1839 his Introduction to the Jjtei'atnre of Jsuropc during the 
Fifteenth^ Sixteenth^ and Seventeenth Centuries. Besides his own 
work, and his wide literary friendships, Ilallam had an additional 
and strong, though indirect, connection with htcraluie through the 
fact that his son, Arthur Henry Hallam, who died m 1833, was the 
intimate friend of Tennyson, and liy his death gave birth to In 
Menwriam. 

Hallam was a good deal overpraised during his life as a critic, 
for he was the onide of one triumphant and self-satished party, and 
was less than usually obnoxious to the other. The strange slowness, 
moreover, with which English cnticism mastered the comparative 
method, obtained for his literary judgments, both in his own and 
other literatures, not merely during his life but for many years after 
his death, an authority considerably greater than that which really 
belonged to them. F'or Hallam came a little too early to a\ail him¬ 
self of that rediscovery of its earlier treasuies which every nation in 
Europe made as a consequence of the Romantic movement; he was 
very partially m sympathy with that movement ; and though he 
could understand he could not hne—a nearly fatal disqualification 
for a literary c ritic or even a literary historian. But this disqualifi¬ 
cation does not attach to the historian proper, whatever it may do to 
the historical biographer ; and in his history proper Hallam’s work 
was of extreme value. Even his Whig prepossessions did not 
interfere with this : because he was never unfair, and his prejudice 
merely gave him a solid and honestly confessed basis on which to 
IJike his stand, and from which to take his view. He never, like his 
great pupil Macaulay, succumbed to suppression or suggestion, and 
a simple allowance for the idola of the Whig tradition will almost 
always extract from his work a trustworthy and reasonable statement 
of historic fact. He occupies among English historians a station 
much higher than that If Guizot, and not much below that of Ranke, 
among foreign, and his capacity for mere writing, though it did not 
give him brilliancy or charm, permitted him always a scholarly 
adequacy and competence. 

Very like Hallam, but something of a poet, and as a poet 
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possessing the touch of passion which Hallam rather fatally lacked, 
was Henry Hart Milman (1791-1868). Like Hallam he was an 
^ j Eton and Oxford man, his college being Brasenose, 

and in his University he became not merely Bampton 
Lecturer but Professor of Poetry. Not much general memory of his 
poems survives, but his tragedy of Fazio was perhaps the very best 
of the somewhat artificial school succeeding the alternate rant and 
drivel of the'eighteenth century, and some of his hymns are among 
the best in English. His literary exercises included contribu¬ 
tions to the Quarterly Reiae^u; but it was not till he was nearly 
forty (for he h.id liad paiochial work m addition to his other occu¬ 
pations) that, in 1S29, he published his first historical book, I'hc 
JJistory of the fe:as. He improved upon this m llie lihlofy of 
Cii 7 isiia?Jiiy to the Abolitum of J\jyamsm (1840); but both books 
were quite put in the shade by his J/isto^y of iMtiii Ch'istiafiity^ 
which appeared in 1856, the year of his grand climaclcnc. In his 
earlier work he had relied too much on that uncritical adoption of 
(jerman criticism which has been the origin, and the destruction, of 
the reputation of so many Englishmen. In the /listory of jMtin 
Christianity he relied on solid reading, not of commentaries but of 
t(‘\t, on the mlicieiit ]K)\vers of a gieat sulqect, and on a style 
which, though it has no very salient mannerism, combines ease with 
dignity, and neither wearies nor irritates the re.ider. 

During the same dec.ide w'ere bom three historians wdio busied 
themselves wath classical history- Dr. Arnold (1795-1842), wdio 
devoted himself to the Kom.in annals; Mr. (irote (1794-1871) and 
Ainoii Trotc fhirlwall ( 1 797-1 87 5 ), w'ho busied themselves 

.I'ld ’ with (ireek. The first wars born in the Isle of Wight, 
*11111 iwall. Winchester and to Corpus, Oxford. He 

became I' ldknv of Oriel at a \ery early age, took private pupils for 
some years, and w\is then made headmaster of Rugby, and later 
Professoi of Modern History at Oxford. The last appointment was 
made too late for him to do muck in it; the eailicr entirely revolu¬ 
tionised Rugby itself, and had a great indirect effect on all English 
schools. Historically he fell into the same pitfall which had ensnared 
-Milman (wdiile he did not, like Milman, live to get out of it) by 
pitying too much attention to Niebuhr. He was, how^ever, a man of 
vigorous though prejudiced intellect, w'ith a cramjiing theory that 
“ everything was an open question ; and in style he was not 
unworthy to be the father of the author Sof Essays in CHticistn. 
Indeed, as far as style w^ent, he stood ahead of both the Hellenists, 
and very far ahead of Clrote. This latter, a London banker, a 
member of Parliament, and an extreme though rather theoretical 
Radical, was in the latter capacity chagrined by Mitford’s unfavour- 
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able sketch of Greek democracy, and set himself to draw a counter 
picture. He had good knowledge, and was one of the earliest 
historians to “ realise ’’ events in the modern manner, treating, for 
instance, the case of Cleon very much as if he had been backing 
that worthy for a seat in an English constituency. Put the form of 
his work IS extremely defective, its scale is enormous and tiresome, 
and its jicrpetual advocacy makes the reader long for the time when 
the “hoarse Ear” will be silent and the Bench will speak. 

With a little more good luck the desideratum might have been 
sujiplied by Connop Thirlwall, whose Ilistojy appeared before 
Grote’s, and was in the popular estimate superseded by it, but who 
has all the qualities of the historian (except that of vivid realisation) 
in a far superior deg^rec. Thirlwall, an extraordinarily clever child, a 
ripe scholar later, and to the end of his life a man of the first intel¬ 
lectual and moral excellence, w'as born in Stepney, was educated at 
Cliarterhouse and Trinity Colleg^e, Cambridge, passed fiorn the law 
to the Church, held a country living for some years, and in 1840 w'as 
promoted to the see of St. DaMd’s, which he held lor half a life¬ 
time. That Thirlwall w'as not miu h less strong a Liberal than 
Grote, and, that like Giote, he imported some purpose, though less, 
into his history, did not do much harm, for his mind w'as almost as 
little partisan as Ilallanfs, and the same moderate correction for the 
longitude will set it right. But though his style is infinitely more 
correct than (bote’s, and possesses dignity and even some grace, it 
is not in any sense inspiring, and no history th.it is to be more than 
document can afford to dispense w ith charm or vigour of style And 
partly throiigli this want, partly owung to the character of its writer, 
the booic is l.ir too destitute of the picturesquencss which, easily as it 
may be overdone, is a j///c qua non of a great histoiy. 

I'hree somewhat older men may be mentioned before we come to 
the final name of the chapter—Mackiniosh, Bentham, and James 
Mill. Mill (1773-1836), the chief propagator of Bentham’s philo¬ 
sophy, the historian (with great and, perhaps, deliberate 
inaccuracy) of British India, and the possessor of a style .md 
as crabbed as his master’s and as unamiable as his own 
character, deserves slight mention. Sii Janies Mackintosh was born 
in Inverness-shire in 1765, and was educated at the Universities of 
Aberdeen and Edinburgh. He took his degree in medicine, but 
went to the London bar, and wrote politics for some time before 
his Vindiaac Galhcae-^i\ Jacobin apology in his twenty-sixth year 
produced as an answer to Burke—attracted the attention of the 
extremer Whigs. He lectured at Lincoln’s Inn in 1799, defended 
Peltier, Bonaparte’s enemy, in 1803, became Recorder of Bombay in 
1804, returned, after spending eight years in India, to sit in Parliament 
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and profess Law and History at Haileybury, and died in 1832, ]ust 
too early to reap the fruits of the Liberal triumph. He wrote on 
philosophy, on politics, on law, on history ; and the worst things to 
be said about him are that he wrote on each too much like a pro¬ 
fessor of one or more of the others, and that his style, though with 
considerable mannered grace of its own, is too floi icl, and smacks too 
much of cightecnth-ccntury thinness draped with Johnsonian phrase. 
He never concentrated himself either in subject or form, and has left 
nothing that does his reputation thorough justice. Yet the defence of 
Peltier is one of the very best and most literary of forensic pleadings in 
English, and the Dissn'iaiion cm EiJnes is a masterpiece of exoteric 
philosophical exposition. 

Jeremy lientham, who died in the same ye.ir with Mackintosh, 
but was born much eailier, in 1 748, was a Londoner, was educated 
at Westminster and Queen’s College, Oxford, and entered an Inn of 
Court. His instincts and interests were indeed almost wholly legal, 
but he was dispensed by private means from the necessity of prac¬ 
tising,, and, unlike most lawyers, perhaps because he did not practise, 
he advocated legal and other leforms of a mostly destructive char¬ 
acter. 0})inion, very unfavour.ible to him at first, came round to a 
large extent, though the wiiecl is now turning again, and even his 
demonstration against the Usury Laws, long pronounced unanswer¬ 
able, is doubted now'. Jiut literature looks to the way in which he 
enforced his views, not to their nature or purport, their triumph or 
decay Here he may be credited with vigour and clearnes:» of 
thought, w'hich very seldom finds a corresponding vigour or clearness 
of ex})ression. Even in his most purely critical w'ork, as where he 
deals with popular fallacies, the form is always below the occasion, 
and where he is expounding instead of pulling to pieces, the want of 
dearness and of style is still more painfully apparent. 

'fhe last author of first-rate importance in the older prose, though 
he gave it a colour and form which made him more popular than any 
innovator, w'as 'fhoiiias Babington-s^Macaulay, who played more than 
M aui'i literature, but was, on the 

‘ ’ w'holc and m his heart, more of a historian than of any- 
"thing else. He w'as born at Rothley Temple, in Lcicestenshire, on 
25th October 1800; his father, Zachary, was a very strong partisan 
of negro emancipation. Macaulay went to no public school, but was 
sent to Trinity College, Cambridge, w'hcre he made many friends, 
took the Chancellor’s Prize for Phiglish versef- twice, and (though not 
without some obstacle, from his dislike to mathematics) a high 
degree and a Fellowship. He had been born to affluence, but his 
father was unlucky, and Macaulay had at first to look mainly to his 
Fellowship for actual, and to the Bar for future, support. He had, 
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however, begun literature early, contributing, with Pracd and others, 
to Knight’s Quarterly Maoazhie. At about the age of five-and- 
twenty he caught the attention of Jeffrey by his fiimous “Milton^’ 
Essay, and according to the tradition then still prevailing, was 
eagerly welcomed by the Whigs, not merely as a useful literary hand, 
but as a political candidate of promise. He was put into the pocket 
borough of Caine, championed the Reform IJill, and might probably 
have had office at home ; but being both poor and prudent, he pre¬ 
ferred to lay a more solid foundation for his career by accejiting 
the post of legal member of the Indian Council, which gave him a 
chance of large savings. He remained abroad abtmt five years, 
and during that time made himself independent. On his return 
he became member foi Edinburgh, and shortly after Secretary for 
War, while later he was Paymastcr-Cieneral He lost his seat for 
a time, but recoveied it in 1852, became Lord Macaulay of Roth- 
well in 1857, and died of heart disease at the end of 1859, on 28th 
December. 

His verse, which is very noteworthy, if not absolutely of the first 
class, will be noticed 111 the next chapter, his essays, speeches, 
and History of EnoJaud concern us here All this prose work is 
permeated by a not very complex, but extremely interesting, im¬ 
portant, and distinct idiosyncrasy of character in spirit and m form. 
Macaulay’s thought and his style were even more intimately con¬ 
nected than IS usual. The former only concerns us indirectly, and 
in so far as it helps to explain the latter Macaulay was the very 
incarnation of the prevailing character of Englishmen between 
Waterloo and the Indian Mutiny- a hater of abstract jirinciples, 
transcendentalism, the vaguer forms of poetry, ceremonial and tradi¬ 
tional religion ; a Whig-Liberal, less on any coherent theory than 
from a belief that the Whig-Liberal predominanc e during the 
eighteenth century had made England great, and ke]it her at once 
from the excesses of absolutism and of republics ; clear and trenchant 
but extremely narrow in thought; contemptuous of all things and 
periods, such as the Middle Ages and even the Renaissance, which 
he had not taken the trouble to understand ; sure that all things 
worth understanding could be understood easily ; incapable of admit¬ 
ting anything but downright estimates of character; an uncom¬ 
promising partisan, and strongly tainted by that vice of the practical 
politician which makes him a little unscrupulous as to the means by 
which his party wins ; not primarily interested in literature as litera¬ 
ture, but cultivated enough to be enthusiastic about such things as 
appealed to him; compensating his liberalism in politics by a rather 
obstinate conservatism in style, and even to some extent in philo¬ 
sophy ; a little exposed to the charge of shallowness, and sharply 
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limited in almost every direction ; healthy but imperfectly developed ; 
acute but incapable of comprehending the intangible. 

In his essays, literary and political, and m the enormously pro¬ 
portioned history 1 which, intended to cover the period from the 
Exclusion liill to a jioint not clearly signified, but apparently as late 
as the French Revolution, did not actually reach in its four large 
volumes the close of William’s reign, this spirit finds its expression 
with a rare fidelity. He is not a consummate literary critic, for, though 
he liked almost all the best things from Shakespeare to Shelley, it 
was never for their actually hteiary characteristics that he liked them. 
Rut he has a wonderful power of representing historical events of the 
most complex kind ; and, subject to his own limitations, he can grasp 
and present a man nearly as well as a scene. No one before him 
had so well applied to history the combined forensic and debating 
gifts of putting a case intelligibly to the hearer in the way in which 
you wish him to de('ide it ; and it is fair to say that no one had 
given more untiring labour, or used his labour more felicitously, in 
mastenng all details of place, time, and circumstance. And the 
mere style, learnt partly from Hazhlt, partly from Hallam, and with 
a little of Gibbon in it, in which M.icaulay conveyed his meaning, 
was again absolutely faithful to his mode of thought. It was arrang'ed 
with but few appliances e\( ejit the consecrated antithetic balance, was 
“cl.issical” in diction, and only ornamented as far as the vocabulary 
goes by a veiy liberal use of proper names, slightly fatiguing by its 
“snip-snap,” as Brougham’s sharp-sighted jealousy called it, but 
perfectly clear. On C'oleridge’s cert.unly inadequate princiyilc that the 
whole virtue of style is to convey the author’s meaning, no style can 
rank much higher. Suggestion it has none • it cannot, in the subtle 
way which the greater styles use, supyily keys to unlock and power to 
set working, in the- le.ider’s mind, chambers of machinery supplemental 
to the autlioi’s own. But what Macaulay meant the reader under¬ 
stands at once and to the very full; he feels w'lth him or revolts against 
him wuth an instant resfxmse ; thc^4;e is not a foot-pound of effort lost, 
not a stroke throwm away. And the general public, which was 
mainly in tunc wuth him, answered by buying Macaulay as no his- 
. torian had been bought before or has been bought since, and by 
making him, as essayist and historian together, the most popular and 
widely read prose author of England who has wTit^en other things 
than prose fiction. 

^ The Jissays, all contributed to the Edinbin-gh^'wcrc collectively published in 
1843 ; vols i. and 11. of the appeared in 1848, vols. iii and iv. in 1855 

Some speeches, biographies horn the hncyclapadia Britannica, etc., have to be 
added. 



CHAPTER V 


IHE MINOR POKiS OK 1800-1830 

Rogers—Leigh Tlnnt and TTogg y\ group of inino!s Elliott, Mrs Hemans, and 
" 1 ^. JO L” — Hood Pt.ird M.u'.iiiln —llawkfi and Itarnes--Hartley 
Coleridge—Sir H. Taylor~I lurne— Dailey—ILddoes. 

It has seemed worth wliiU^ to deal separately with the minor poets of 
the Romantic movement, both m consequence of the great length of the 
first chapter of this Hook, and because some of them at least form a 
well-separated group of transition between the great school of the first 
quarter of the century and the Vatorians proper. Of these were a 
few who almost deserve to liave been mentioned earlier, and at their 
head may perhaps be placed the long overrated name 
of Samuel Rogeis (17^5-1*855). Had Rogers been a 
poor man of letters, his ]>oelical claims would have received only 
the slightest attention. 11 is first veise appeared m J 786, and showed 
absolutely nothing of the “false dawn” of that period ; his Pleasures 
of Memory^ still quite antique, in 1792 ; .ind he followed these 
up at long and easy intervals with others, the chief of which is Italy 
(1822). Rogeis was a ra h man, he was hospitably given, and a 
great “ lioniser,” and whether he wms or was not as unamiable as he 
has been sometimes represented, he could and did use his tongue 
most formidably. In his Liter years, too, he became an interesting 
link, or rather bridge, covering one w’hole literary generation, and 
connecting its forerunner and follow'er. Moreover, he had just 
enough of romantic interest to vary and freshen his subjects. But 
there was none of the new music in him, little of the new pictorial 
power, and absolutely nothing of the new spirit. 

Classification among minor poets would perhaps have been not 
much less disagreeablc^to the apparent nonchalance of Leigh Hunt 
(1784-1859) than to the uneasy vanity of James Ilogg 
(1770-1835), and probably the admirers of both will 
resent it for them. Yet, on general and comparative 
grounds, it is inevitable, and there are even major poets than either 
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m this very chapter. Both have been mentioned before, more par¬ 
ticularly Hunt. His only poem of any size is the Story of Rimim^ 
written during his prison sojourn in i8j 2 and published after his 
liberation in 1816. His pervading faults are obvious in it, and 
served as a main, if not an entire, justification for the violent attacks 
of the Tory critics on his taste and morals. But he had, from 
his study of seventeenth-century poets of the school that began with 
Browne and ended with Chamberlayne, revivt'd vnjambemcni^ and 
with It a ^ood deal of their florid ornament and narrative ease, so 
that he set on a promising path poets so much greater than himself as 
Keats and Shelley. And in some of his smaller pieces, scattered 
over different books and long ranges of time, he has enriched the 
anthologies with pleasant and otcasionall) excellent things in sonnet 
and snatch, in rondeau and romance. But though he is credited 
with some half-score volumes of verse, from the early (and worthless) 
Juifcmha \.o the Stories in JVric published in 1855, years 

before his death, the total does not make a large volume, and the 
really valuable things go in an cxtiemcly small one. 

Hogg (whose noni dcy,ucrre of ‘‘the Patrick Shepherd ” was justi¬ 
fied, for he was first a shepherd and then a sheep farmer during the 
whole of his life) w<is, in so far as his shorter life allowed, equally 
persistent and much more voluminous. Besides the extensive prose 
work already referred to, he published scattered verse eaily, The 
Mouftiam in 1803, The Forest MiftsircJ \x\ iSio, The \l11cc7rs 

IVa/ce in 181 3, and later Mador of the Moor^ The of the 

Suii^ The Border Garland^ besides some of his best things foisted as 
Jacobite ballads, songs in Blackwood, etc. 11 is very best jiieces— 
‘‘Kilmeny,” “The Boy’s Song,” “Donald MacGillavry,” and a few 
more—would, if they were preserved alone, almost justify Ins own idea 
of himself as “ King of the Mountain and P'airy School of poetry,” 
though not his other idea, that he was master of poetry on the great 
narrative scale. Take these comparatively few things out, and the 
large remainder of his work is often scarcely third-rate, and some¬ 
times quite beneath criticism. 

But we must become briefer. The Montgomeries, James (1771- 
** 1854) and Robert (1807-1855), belong to this group. James was 
the better poet; but it is questionable wdiether Macaulay’s famous 
martyrdom of Robert will not give him the longer life 
ofimnoJs. name. Bernard Barton (i784-184Q) was an ami¬ 

able and fairly long-lived Quaker versifier, Henry Kirke 
White( 1785-1806) an amiable and very short-lived Anglican poetaster. 
Tannahill (1774-1810), Cunningham (1785-1842), Motherwell 
(1797-1835), Tennant (1784-1848), Thom (1798-1848), D. M. Moir, 
the “ Delta of Blackwood (1788-1851), were Scotch poets of vaiying 
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excellence ; the songs of Cunningham and of Motherwell put them 
a good deal above the others, though “ Delta ” has fervent admirers 
both in prose and verse. Two farmer poets, Robert Bloomfield 
(1766-1823) and John Clare (1793-1864), rank as such m English 
literary history. Clare, like Christopher Smart, never acquired his 
full poetic power till madness seized him—as it had also seized 
lUooinfield, though with no such compensation. The Fanner^s 
Bov of the latter is nothing but a not unpleasmg versification of 
not uninteresting matter. home ])ieces of Clare’s (the best of 
which will be found in the second senes of Mr. Talgrave’s Golden 
Treasury) are poems. Barry Cornwall (1790-1874), whose real 
name was llryan Waller Procter, was the friend of many good 
men but not a very guiod poet ; no better, perhaps, than the much 
laughed-at Thomas Haynes Bayly (1797-1839). But the critical 
ability which can distinguish between “ The sea, the sea ” and 
“Oh no, w'e never mention her” is dilficult to attain, and perhaps 
debilitating when actjuired. Henry Cary (1772-1844), the translator 
of Dante; Reginald Heber ('1783-1826), Bishop of Cah'utta, and 
author of one of the ver) best of university jin/e poems, and more 
than one of the best modern hymns; Sir Aubrey de Vere (1788^ 
1846), a poet and the father of poets—are names which must not 
even here be entirely passed over; but Ebenezer Elliott and Felicia 
Ilemans must delay us a very little longer. 

Elliott (1781-1849) was a Yorkshireman, and by no means an 
unprosperous one ; but he early espoused the extreme views of social, 
economical, and political matters which infected the working classes 


Elliott 


between Waterloo and the middle of the century. As 
might be expected, he is not happy in the poems with a Mis ]km.jr 
purpose, some of which gamed him the name of the ^ 


“ Anti-Corn-Law Rhymer,” though sometimes even here, especially 
in the “ J^attle Song,” his native vigour gets the better of his acquired 
unreason. He began to write before the end of the eighteenth 
century, and lived to see the triumph of Free Trade. Elliott’s real 
strength, except in a very few things like the piece just named, where 
his poetry succeeds m absorbing and transforming his crotchet, is as a 
])oet of nature, in which character he has done some things not much 
less than excellent. Mrs. Hemans (i793-1835) was named, before 
her apparently unhappy married life, F'elicia Dorothea Browne, and 
was a native of Liverpool. She was scarcely past forty w'hen she 
died, and had then wfitten a great quantity of fluent and not 
unmelodious verse of a strongly sentimental kind. It is fair to 
say that the latest in date is the best. She was a little outlived by 
her junior “ L. E. L.”—Lctitia Elizabeth Landon (1802-1838), who 
to a pretty turn for verse added great personal charm and the 
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mystery of »'in unhappy end, for she died, poisoned by mistake or 
otherwise, at Cape Coast Castle, where the husband whom she had just 
married was Governor. 

Thomas Hood was born in the heart of the City of London about 
1798-99, the son of a bookseller. His schooling w^as irregular, 
and his early employments varied, owing to his fathers ill success 
in business, while his health wais veiy weak. The con¬ 
temporary development of the press, however, was in 
time to provide him with his proper work, though not to give him 
the ample rewards for it which he wauild have received later. He 
heranie sub-editor of lh(‘ Lomiofi MaiiazDic^ and later edited others. 
Ihit he w'as \ery iinlueky in money matters, and the fault of others 
drove him to take refuge abroad, though he honourably met his 
creditors as soon and as fully as he could Consumption carried him 
off in 1845, ill-health and his ill-lu(k having been borne with an 
admirable gaiety which never degenerated into bravado. He was 
pensioned, Init only j'ust befoie his death. 

A good deal of Hood’s work is mere hack labour—^jokes pumped 
up for a livelihood—*ind of his longer attempts, though Up the R/iiuc 
IS charming, Tiljuy HaU is not w’orth much. His Lime rests upon 
about two volumesful of verse divided in a slnup, and to some it 
would seem disturbing, manner between the seiious and the comical. 
Prom the \(“iy first the merit of th(' serious division has been 
recognised by the best judges, though ignort'd to too great an extent 
by the jiublic ; and it s(‘ems that tlu‘ efforts of the former have at 
last some diaiice of success. Hood had real disadvantages of 
education, and still w'orse ones of circumstance ; l)ut to balance them, 
if not entiiely to ovetcomc them, he had two gre.it gifts. One was 
that of genuine song - writing, wheieby he produced too few but 
exquisite tilings, tlu^ jxM-try of the style in whi( h I’rocler and iiayly 
were poetasteis “Pdiir Ines,” “It was the time of Roses,” “ P'a re¬ 
well life, my senses swim,” and others. The other w'as of a 
meditative and slightly “eerie” strain, best exemplified in The Pica 
of the Miihuninicr Fairies and 'The Haunted Jfoine^ but manifested 
in many other pieces. This latter gift, if fed by scholarship and 
fostered by leisure, might have clone great things ; as it was it had 
hardly a chance. Nor ought it to be forgotten that Hood did do great 
things in a vein between pathos and humour, and that he succeeded 
in reaching popularity without forfeiting critical approval in the famous 
Sony; of the Shirt and Bridge of Siyhs^ both written so late in his career 
that he was evidently not in the least “ written out.*' 

Winthrop Mackworth Praecl was a much more fortunate man than 
Hood, with gifts similar in many ways, perhaps a little thinner, but 
touched by fortune and art to even finer uses here and there. He 
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was born in 1802, the son of Serjeant Mackwortli, who took the 
name of Praed, was sent to Eton and thence to Trinity College, Cam¬ 
bridge, entered Parliament rather early and continued in ^ 
it for the best part of a decade, till his death in 1839. ‘ 

He had already his foot on the lower steps of office, and was thought 
likely, if not certain, to attain the higher had he lived. Praed’s 
published work, like Hood’s, contains a great deal of inferior matter, 
which he himself ccitamly would never have collected. The more 
valuable part consists of several verse-tales of an ironic-romantic 
character, very ong'inal and attractive, if not quite consummate ; of 
one or two serious pieces^ such as “Arininius” and ‘‘My Pretty 
Josephine,” from which possibilities may be augured ; of a splendid 
thing in the grim-grotesque style, “The Red Fisherman,” better than 
any similar piece of Hood’s ; and above all, of a handful of examples 
of the kind called “ verse of society,” which are far the most charm¬ 
ing of their kind in English, or rather are unique. These things, 
“The Season,” “The Tetter of Advice,” “The Vicar,” “A Letter 
from Teignmouth,” and others, have an indescribabh g'race and 
charm. 

'J'he verse of Pracd’s college friend and rival Macaulay has been 
the occasion of curious dissent, not merely between critics and 
readers, but between one school of critics and .another. It is not 
large in bulk, consisting of a few early pieces, and others 
written at different times, and of the well-known /mvs of 
Ancient Roj)ic^ published in 1842. At first, and for years afterwards, 
these latter were favounibly received both by critics and others. But 
it pleased Mr. Matthew Arnold, to whom Macaulay was the embodi¬ 
ment of Lis enemy the I’hilistine, .and who did not like the ballad 
metre for .ancient themes, to speak with the utmost contempt of them, 
and generation after generation of critics has echoed this contempt. 
Now, the poetry of Macaulay is not greot: it is not the poetry 
of Tennyson or of Browning .at its d.ite ; it has neither excjuisitcness 
of artistic suggestion nor volume and range of poetical thought. But 
it is poetry poetry for the million perhaps, except in a very few 
pieces, but not the less poetry ; and those who do not recognise the 
poetic qu.ality in show that their poetical thermometer is deficient in 
delicacy and range. 

liarnes and Hawker, two West-country clergymen, have had 
strong partisans, in each case not numerous, but respectable. The 
claims of Robert Stcpheii Hawker (1803-1875), a man of somewhat 
eccentric character, who retired early to the remote cure 
of Morwenstow, on the Devonshire border of Cornwall, ija-A-lver 
held it for nearly half a century, and in articulo mortis 
was received into the Roman Church, are the safer of the two on 
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general literary grounds. His longest and most ambitious poem. 
The Quest of the Saiigrcul, perhaps just misses complete success, and 
is distinguished by that stately but somewhat lifeless character which is 
noticeable m more than one or two poets of this group. He is most 
widely known by an cvirly and very clever pastuhe in ballad, The 
Song of the Western Men,” whuJi was taken even by good judges as 
an original. His best things, however, are short, and partly local, 
partly ecclesiastical in inspiration—‘‘Queen (iwennyvar’s Round,” 
“ The Bells of Boltrcaux,” “ Morwenna .Static,” and not a few others. 
Hawker had undonbt('dly much and true poetry in him, but the hour 
had not come at his birth. 

Of William Barnes (i 800-1 886) one must speak more diffidently 
for on the one hand it is impossible to take* ])oets on trust, and on 
the other unsafe to provoke his not very numerous but enthusiastic 
admirers. He wrote wholly m Dorset dialect, and chiefly on gentle, 
domeslu, and pastoral themes, two features w^hich attract many, 
revolt some, .ind perhajis count little one way or other with the critic. 
We must not rule a man out bec ause he wn ites “ smilen fence ” for 
“ smiling face ” ; but in those who are jaded with “ smiling face ” 
there is perhaps a dangerous readiness to take “smilen feace” as 
necessaiily poetry. 

The foiled and maned genius of Hartley Coleridge (1796-1849) 
tried verse as well as piose, and has left its best memorials in the 
sonnet. Few better things have been written than the sonnet to 
.Shakes flea re, “ 'fhe soul of man is larger than the sky ” 
(which fireceded, and perhaps inspired, the better known 
one of Matthew Arnold), and that on his own wasted 
life When I surv ey the course that 1 have run ”—where the peculiar 
clangorous rise of strain (which is found in Shakespeare’s own and 
the other best Fli/abethan examples, and which seems to belong 
specially to the Shakespearian as opposed to the Pctrarchian form) 
is very noticeable. 

Sir Henry Taylor w^as a very popular poet with thoughtful lovers 
of poetry m the second quarter of tlie century, and Philip van Arte- 
I'clde (published in 1834) at least keeps a high place by virtue of 
, ^ traditional esteem, if not exactly of familiar acquaintance. 

.11 or. author was born, like Macaulay, in 1800, but lived 

till 1888, being for the greater part of his life a Government servant. 
He began, with Lsaat Comnenus^ before Tennyson had published any¬ 
thing except Poein<: by T'lvo Brothers^ and con^tinued with other things 
till the St. Clemenfs Eve of 1862 ; but by that time his fashion of 
poetry w'as heiterna rasa. Taylor’s blank verse, besides serving 
frequently as the vehicle of an excellent seriousness, is dignified in 
itself and sufficiently varied for his purpose, but it was not very well 
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suited for any kind of poetry except the dramatic ' and didactic. 
His lyric work, not abundant nor very varied, is good. 

Taylor, though hardly a dramatist, was mainly a dramatic poet, 
and the dramatic bent is curiously illustrated in most of the poets of 
this transition, especially in Richard Hengist Horne, George Darley, 
and Thomas Lovell Dcddoes. Horne, who was born 
three years later than Sir Henry Taylor, and died two 
years earlier, was a copious and miscellaneous writer, and his most 
famous and best thing, Orion, a poem of most stately versification, 
and very original m thought, but deficient in action, is an epic—a 
“farthing epic,” for its eccentric author published it at that price— 
not a tragedy. But Cosmo dc Medici and the Dcai/i of ATarlowe take 
the dramatic form, though, like almost all the plays of this period, 
they are literature without acting qualities. 

George Darley, born m the same year with Keats, was Irish, and 
of Dublin University, wrote on the London, and m later life was 
chiefly a critic. He was a good song-writer, m the same class with 
Hood, and his “ IVe been roaming ” was onc:e exceed- 
ingly popular ; but his principal work is to be found in 
Sylvia (1827), and Nepenthe (1839). 'fhe former of these is a fairy 
play, unequal, full of superfluities and ineciualities, and marred by 
awkwardly handled comic passages, but very charming in parts. 
It IS spun of delightful lyrics, of octosyllabic couplets no less delight¬ 
ful, of other kinds of verse less uniformly charming, and of prose 
written too much in falsetto. It has, after many years, found a 
repnntcrand modern imitators, who, however, have not equalled 

^ The btrangc divorce between literature and drama which has marked the 
nineteenth ('enlury seems to make it useless to devote sepaiate notiee to this 
branch. The dramatic work of the greater men is best noticed with their poems. 
A characteristic e.\.miple of the lesser is Sir 'I’hoinas Noon Talfourd (1795-1854, 
a judge, a friend of I yarnb, and author of agreeable Memorials of him), whose 
half-famous Ion (1835) possesses a sort of icy beauty, or at least handsome¬ 
ness. The chief dramatists of Geoige IV’s and William IV.’s reigns were James 
Sheridan Knowles (1784-1862) and the first Lord Lytton. Knowles had a good 
practical knowledge of the stage, and Bulwer was wise enough to accept advice 
from those who possessed it, so that in acting qualities the plays of both excel 
those of most English play-writers of any literary pretensions since Sheridan. Rut 
Knowles, whose best-remembered things are The Hunchback and The Loiic Chase, 
had no literary genius, and not a very strong liter.iry talent, so that his works, 
useful on the boards, .are lumber on the shelves Noi does the undoubted talent, 
the at least not peremptorily to be denied genius of Bulwer, show at its be.st in 
his jjlays, The Lady of Lyons Richelieu, Money, while the theatre naturally provoked 
an exhibition of his woist faults, floridncss of expression and sentimentality. 

“ London, 1892. Aepenthe has been twice lepubhshed, once alone (l.ondon, 
1897), and once with other poems (London, 1904) from a private issue (1890). 
The Labours of Idleness and the plays must be read in the originals. 

3 A 
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the curious attraction of its tangled brake of poetry. Nepenthe^ a 
much shorter piece and not dramatic, is in two cantos, the first deal¬ 
ing with Joy, the second with Melancholy, and was intended to be 
completed by a third on Contentment. It is partly in octosyllables, 
partly in lyric measures, and though far more abstract and incoherent 
than Sylvia^ has the same lovely snatches of poetry, contrasted with 
much bombast and stutter. The apostrophe, “ Oh blest unfabled 
Incense - tree ! ” and some other things, arc worthy of anybody. 
Earlier, Darley had published in 1822 verses entitled The Errors oj 
Etsiasic^ and a very curious prose-and-verse medley. The jAibours 
of Jdlcncss^ by “ Ciuy J^enscval” (1826), which contains in its last 
piece the germ of Sylvia. Later, he published two plays, Thomas a 
Bcckct (1840) and Ethclstan (1841), which have all his faults and 
hardly any of his merits. He is, on the whole, strangely premoni¬ 
tory of many of the poets of the century, both the “ Spasmoches ” of 
its middle period and others much later; but few of those who 
belong to his class have equalled his best things. 

The same attraction, but in higher degree and rarer kind, is to 
be found in 'J'hornas Lovell Bcddocs, who was born at Clifton in 
1803, and died by his own hand m 1849 Basle. Beddoes, who 
was the son of a doctor of great repute, and of Maria 
‘ Edgeworth’s sister Anna, went to Charterhouse and Pem¬ 
broke College, Oxford, but spent nearly the whole of his manhood 
on the Continent, where he had gone to study medicine. He was 
undoubtedly mad in the later part of his life, and perhaps not entirely 
sane at any part of it; nor did his mental disturbance take, as has 
often been the case with men of letters, an agreeable form. But 
among the small and interesting group of English poets whose great 
wits have suflfered more than an alliance wath madness, he is one of 
the most remarkable. Before going abroad he had published two very 
small volumes of verse. The ]mprovisatore and The Bride\s Tragedy.^ 
and he had shown a great interest in poetry, clubbing with Procter 
and others to publish (or guarantee the expenses of publishing) 
Shelley’s posthumous work. But the best of his own verse was post 
humous (1851), and it has been reinforced since with some fragments 
and with Letters.^ His chief performance, kept in hand for years 
and never fully completed, is a drama called Deatfis Jed Book., or 
The FooVs Tragedy., in which he takes the wildest examples of the 
Elizabethan period, the plays of Tourneur, for model in more than the 
title. Composition Beddoes has none: hi^ larger works are mere 
dreams, and mostly bad dreams, with but the thinnest thread of even 
romantic and subjective coherence, with a total disregard of prob- 

^ Poems {2 vols. London, 1890), Letters {i vol. London, 1894), both edited by 
Mr. Gosbc. 
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ability in incident, and with the characters looming half-finished 
through darkness and blood-tinged mist. But they contain passages, 
especially lyrical passages, of the most exquisite poetical beauty, and 
these lyrics are joined by others independently composed. “ Dream- 
Pedlary,^’ “ The Dirge for Wolfram,” the “ Song from Torrismond,” 
the “ Song on the Water,” “ Love in Idleness,” and not one or twoi 
but many others, are among the most consummate things in English. 
The only charge, valid as a charge, brought against them is that 
they are not original, and this is false as a fact. Beddoes did not 
copy the Elizabethan dramatists, he continued them in their own 
spirit; and it may be questioned whether, though we have since had 
far greater poets than he is, we have ever had greater poetry than his. 



INTERCHAPTER X 

Tlfosi': wlio liavc followed tlie narrative to this point will have small 
difficulty in anticipating the summary of the liook just concluded. 
Vet it is of the lirst importance to appreciate exactly what happened 
at the beginninj^ of the period which it covers, for this is the last 
definite turn —the last of the innumerable revolutions and eddies which 
constitute the history of English literature. Only minor changes 
have taken place since, lielwcen Johnson, who died m 1784, and 
Coleridge, who was tlnm ten years old, there are differences of species, 
almost of genus; between Coleridge and Mr. Swinburne, who wms 
not born w'hen (\)lcridge died, there are only the differences of the 
individual, and those of a certain accumulated experience and exjieri- 
ment m the same jiaths. From time to time bright spirits, intolerant 
of the traditional, try to alter the bournes of time and space in these 
respects, and to make out that the Classical, whatever the failings 
on Its part, was always in its heart rather Romantic, and that the 
Romantic has aUvays, at its best, been just a little Classical. There 
is, of course, a certain amount of truth in this ; everything in the 
universe has its share (sometimes rather a small one) of universal 
c[uality, or it could not exist. But such observations arc only of use 
as guards against a too wooden and matter-of-fact classification ; 
the great general differences of the periods remain, and can never be 
removed in imagination without loss and confusion. 

What then is this difference between Classical” and “Romantic ” ? 
What w\as it that for the time succumbed, and what was it that for the 
'*time prevailed, in the battle, of which the first artillery salvo was the 
Lyrical Ballads ^ The cjuestion is one still unsettled, one never likely 
to be settled completely. Yet, amid endless individual differences, 
there is perhaps much more general agreement than might be sup¬ 
posed. In the wide sense the debate betweeif Classical and Romantic 
concerns the opposite sides taken on certain theses, of which the more 
important are—that poetry depends upon the subject; that every 
kind of poetry has a prescribed or prescribable form, outside which 
even beauties, as La Harpe said of the beauties of Dante and Milton, 
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are “monstrous”; that convention, generalisation, abstention as 
much as possible from the fantastic, the individual, the abnormal are 
the best principles of literature ; that definiteness, proportion, exact 
solution of the problem proposed, are preferable to the suggestive, 
the vague, the incomplete, or the irregularly beautiful. 

And the h^nglish eighteenth centiir>% with the later part of the 
seventeenth, had, besides taking very dehnite position on the Classical 
side in regard to these ciuestions, added certain purely arbitrary and 
more or less accidental restrictions of its own It had decided that, 
while human nature w^as to be attended to, in at least a good many of 
its aspects, with the most sedulous care, external nature was to be 
a little neglected. It had by piactice always, and sometimes by 
precept, made curious and still more arbitrary limitations in such 
admittedly unessential points as metre, style, literary forms and 
kinds. It had, again without any necessary or logical connection, 
decided that very nearly all non-diamati( English literature before 
the middle of the seventeenth century might be neg’-.^cted, and that 
the dramatic authors of this neglected time w'cre a set of inspired 
but too often ill-behaved babies. Without formally pronouncing any 
decree on the subject, it had shut its eyes to almost all foreign modern 
literature except French and a little Italian, and had studied the very 
classics themselves with a curious eclecticism, postponing Greek to 
Latin, and arranging Latin authors themselves according to its own 
good jdensure. 

The operation of the causes detailed piecemeal in Book IX., 
beginning, as usual, almost as eaily as the convention itself, gradually 
broke i^ up ; and though it would be extremely difficult to piove that 
even one of the great waiters of 1798-1830 deliberately planned the 
change all round- though Wordsworth, wdio certainly did plan a 
change, went waong in some important particulars of revolt, and even 
retained some of the most dubious points of the old creed—yet tlie 
results (which, rather than the efforts, are the things to look at) 
follcwed the lines indicated above. The immense performance of 
these thirty years in poetry was only in the smallest degree deliberate, 
and when it was deliberate, as in the case of Wordsworth’s “ silly 
sooth,” it was very often at its worst. The new wine shaped the 
bottles, when it did not burst them, by its own fermentation. Except 
in some metrical points—the chief of which w'crc the Cliristabd 
experiment an4 the gradual, though by no means universal, disuse of 
the sharply divided cotiplet—very little of the poetic change began 
at the formal end. The accumulation of new subjects—Medijeval, 
Eastern, and what not; the crowd of new models—German, Old 
English, Celtic, true or spurious, and what not again ; above all, the 
diversity of new talents, broke ground in every possible way in verse. 
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As far as “ orders of the day ” went, the only order of importance, 
taken for granted if not formally pronounced, was that you might 
write as you liked ; that it was not necessary to imitate anybody 
in creation ; that in criticism what pleased yourself, and not what 
Aristotle, Horace, Pope, Johnson had laid down, was to be the rule. 
In so far as any one saying of any one person is the motto of r 798- 
1830, it is the saying of Hlakc, poet and painter, that in painting, 
and no doubt in poetry too, “every man is a connoisseur who has 
not been connoisseured out of his senses.” 

In point of genius the period is a period of poetry; in point of 
mere form the remarkable change in it concerns not poetry but piose. 
It IS possible that since the death of Milton there had never been 
alive in England a poet of the absolutely first rank ; but there had 
been many writers who might in prose have attained such rank if it 
had not been for the traditions of prosc-writmg. Prose even more 
than verse had expiated the short excesses of 1580-1660 by a period, 
nearly twice as long, of sober correctness, and it was now to have its 
fling, its series of flings, for nearly a hundred years from Landor and 
Wilson to Stev^enson and Pater 

Put the rush of new or altered kinds is almost as noticeable as 
'the plethora of genius and the changes of literary etiquette. In 
poetry the land, from possessing a few sober rills, becomes a land of 
springs and waters ; the novel, late found, develops enormously; the 
essay almost outstrips it in development ; history fills whatever gap 
may be caused by the dwindling of philosophy and theology as 
contributors to literature ; fresh varieties arise every decade, almost 
every year. Undoubtedly there is something of Pabel in all this ; 
the time, at any rate to living eyes, admits of no clear description ; its 
characteristics, if they exist distinctly, have not yet emerged like those 
of earlier ages. Put we know that it was an age of very great 
literature, and that it was not destined to be ill succeeded. 
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TENNYSON AND BROWNING 

Tennyson* his early work and its character—'I'lu volumes of 1812-—His later 
life and works— I'he — hi Memonani—Maud —The Idylls of the 

h etc - - Robert Drowning—Periods of hi.s ^\ork— His f.ivounle method 
Ills real poeticMl appeal—Edward FitzGciald—Elizabeth Bairetl browiiiiig. 

There is no contrast of contemporaries in English Literature, not 
even the half-imaginary one between Shakespeare .intl Ren Jonson, 
so curious as that which for some two-thirds of the nineteenth 
century i; provided by the poetry of Alfred Tennyson and that of 
Robert 13 rowning As in the former case, the men were friends ; as 
in that, their methods were at once curiously unlike and curiously 
complementary. 

Tennyson, the third son of a large family, the father of which. Dr. 
George Tennyson, was, though disinherited, the real head of an old 
house, was born at his father’s living of Somersby on the Lincolnshire 
Wolds in 1809. His elder brothers, Erederick and Charles,^ , 

1 *11 • 1 11 1 11 1 1 ‘ennysonrhis 

were also poetically given, and all three collaborated early work and 
in the so-called Poems by Two Brot/iers wliich appeared 
in 1826. Alfred was educated at the Grammar School of Louth, and 
then went to Trinity College, Cambridge, where he obtained the 

^ P’rederick, the eldest,^who was born in 1807 and lived till 1898, published 
a volume of verse much above the avcTage, Days and Hours, 111 1854, and two 
or three more in the last decade of his long life. C'hailes, who was born in 1808, 
took the name of 'Eurnei, and died in 1879, was all but a very great master of 
the sonnet, and a large collection of his work m this kind appeared posthumously 
m 1880. 



728 


VICTORIAN LITERATURE 


r.ooK XI 


('hancellor’s Prize for a poem which was altered in subject from the 
liattle of Arma^^eddon to Timbuctoo. In 1830 he published a 
volume of Poems, of which all that he chose to save appear, with 
others, in the later editions as Juvenilia. These pieces, which were 
rigorously revised later, may perhaps include—v^ith the capital 
exceptions of the “ Ode to Memory,” where the intensely accurate 
and yet thoroughly translated observation of the poet apjiears ; “ The 
Dying Swan,” winch is a good early example of his command of 
concerted metre ; and “ Mariana in the Moated Grange,” which com¬ 
bines both —none of his very best and most characteristR work, unless 
the “Recollections of the Arabian Nights” be allowed a place. 
J^ut “ Claribel,” the opening piece, is characteristic and original, 
if not best, and the other ideal girl-pieces (“Onana’' stands apart, 
and is better than any), the Sca-Fairies,” and still others, also 
appeal from this judgnnent. Astonishing powder of visual presentation, 
and a still more astonishing skill of musical accompaniment, marked 
the poet already. But his touch was extremely uncertain ; he would 
constantly mar it with the mawkishness and gush which Keats had 
learnt from Leigh Hunt and handed on ; the jew^clled and polished 
perfection of his work as w'c now^ know it simply did not exist. 
At the end of 1832, but with the date of 1833^ he issued another 
volume, wheue the same defects of detail w'cre relie\’ed by a far greater 
height of aim .and range of delivery. 'Phis containe d, and indeed took 
title from, “ The Lady of Shalott,” not yet in its full perfection of 
tapestried scene and ringing, waving rhyme, but still beautiful already ; 
the wonderful “ Lotos-K.aters ” ; the great pair of picture-galleries, the 
“Palace of Art” and the “Dream of Fair Women” ; tlie splendid, 
forceful, new blank verse of “CTnone”; “Mariana in the South” 
(the poet had made a dying visit to the Pyrenees the summer before), 
a maiveJlous pendant to tlie Northern; the fiery “Fatima,” one of 
his few excursions in the line of direct passion, but a great one ; the 
“ Two Voices,” a piece usually rated far too low^; and the inferior and 
popular, but ])retty, “Miller’s Daugjiler” and “ i\lay Queen.” 

But in this the faults of execution still remained ; and both 
volumes were savagely, but not quite unfairly, criticised for faults 
‘Avhich in most cases were removed by the poet in consequence of 
these very criticisms. They acted, indeed, not as a killing frost, only 
as a frosty but kindly nip to a too precocious and exuberant growth, 
keeping the plant back and causing infinite improvement in flower 
and fruit later. For all but ten years Tenn^’son wrote a good deal, 
altered freely, but published nothing, and it was not till 
^ ^of^842?^*'^ 1842 that he reappeared with two small volumes, one 
containing a selection of the earlier pieces thoroughly 
revised and enormously improved, the other a collection of new 
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“ English Idylls and Other Pocms.’^ It is customary to fix on some 
of thcsp latter as his first perfect work, and it has not been 
uncommon for judges of importance to put them above anything 
that he produced later. But nothing in the Tennysonlan kind can 
surpass “ Manana,” or the Lotos-Eaters,” or the “ Dream of Fair 
Women.” Still, it is not wonderful that such things as “Ulysses” 
and the first “ Mortc d’Arthur” confiimed old admirers and obtained 
hosts of new ones for the poet. The “English ld>lls” of the title, 
“The (jardener’s Daughter,” “Dora,” “Walking to the Mail,” and 
others, were exceedingly jiopular, though they cannot be called very 
great poi'tiy, exquisite as are some of the pictures in the first-named ; 
and “'rhe Day-Dream,” and “ W ill Waterproofs Monologue^ (the 
latter the poet’s best light thing) also fall short of the grand style. 
But this IS perfectly attained in “ Ulysses,” in the “ Morte d’Arthur,” 
in “Love and Duty,” in “ Locksley Hall,” in the batch of other 
pieces, perhaps to be called Ballads for want of any better name— 
“ St. Agnes’ Eve,” “ Sir Galahad,” “ Sii Lancelot and Queen 
Guinevere ”—in “ The ^bslon of Sm,” and the still more exquisite batch 
of .songs and fragments, “Break, break,” “ Come not, when I am 
dead,” “The Poet’s Song,” and others. In these, eais not tingin- 
ally deaf to poetry, and not obstructed by any special prejudice, 
could not fail to detect the notes of a jioctiy newer, more individual, 
and richer than had been heard, except in the great writers of the 
generation immediately preceding, for the best jiart of two centuries. 
The main notes of this poetry, once mtire, were, first, the felicity of 
presentation of the visual picture, whether 111 the sharp, succinct 
fashion of the compartments of the “Palace” and the “Dream,” or 
111 larger groups or smaller touches ; secondly, the new modulation 
of vowel, syllable, word, line, and stanza, so as to jiroduce a running 
musical accompaniment at once to the image and to the idea. 
Subsidiary to the first gnft was the also mentumed faculty of observa¬ 
tion of small details of nature; to the second, a rich but not 
promiscuous store of words both simple and compound, and a 
metrical gift wdnch showed itself in many measures, but specially in 
a new and magnificent kind of blank verse, ranking be low, if below, 
Milton’s only bccajise it owes a certain amount of debt thereto. 
These gifts and others had not yet been set to the composition of 
any long poem, but had produced numerous and singularly varied 
handlings, m the special taste of the century, of things past and 
present, scenes, charafters (though character was not Tennyson’s 
forte), emotiems, incidents, thoughts—each placed for itself and for 
ever in an eternising frame and setting of poetry. 

Tennyson lived for exactly half a century after the publication 
of the volumes of 1842, and increased immensely the bulk, the variety, 
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the scale of his productions ; but, as g^encrally, though not always, 
happens with poets of the first rank, he produced little that was new in 
kind, and perhaps nothing that was at once new in kind 
and of the very first value. For this last estimate can 
certainly not he allowed either to his dramas or to his 
poems in Lincolnshire dialect, though the latter were very effective, 
and the former have received praise, higher than that generally 
accorded to them, from some good judges. Jlut the success, not 
striking or popnl.ir, but certain, of the 1842 issue was m many ways 
a turning-point in his career. By degrees the sale of his verse gave 
him first a small, then a moderate, and latterly an ever-increasing 
income. Before this happened, and when his private means, which 
had always been very narrow, were threatened by an injudicious 
investment, he received a Crowm pension w^hich placed him above 
want. Neither at this time, nor at any other, did he ever desert 
poetry for Ilk rativc avocations of any kind, even literary. He slowly 
elaborated tlie important collection of Elegies wdiich was to appear 
as In Metnoriam^ and he completed, and in 1847 published, the 
, “medley” of The 7 Ttnie\s —his first long poem, his 

longest, if w^e except the congeries of the Jaylis—Ant^ 
consummate expression of his mastery in blank verse, and, at least 
in its second and slightly altered form, wdth inserted songs, one of the 
most charming, if not one of the greatest, poems in English. The 
exceedingly difticuU kind of the playfully-romantic, if not mock- 
heroic, in which it is written, is not universally relished ; it is too 
serious for some, not serious enough for others, and prejudices of 
various sorts have interfered with Us reception. But it is as much 
at the head of its own division of poetry on the Romantic side as 
The Rape oj ihc Lo( 7 c is on the Classical, and it has appeals which 
are unknown to Pope’s glittering little masterpiece. 

Three years later, in 1850, Tennyson not only married, and was 
appointed J^oet-Laurcate in succession to Wordsworth, but published 
In Menioriafn. This volume—composed of a large number of short 
I Memoria four-Iined octosyllabic stanza rhymed abba^ 

which had been sparingly employed by seventeenth- 
century poets, but out of wdiich they had only by accident, and once 
or twice, got the full metrical value—has been often put forward as 
Tennyson’s greatest work, and has been hotly attacked and defended 
as not merely a rite of friendship, but a theological eirenicon between 
faith and scepticism. The first judgment ^is one of will-worship, 
and the second practice is merely an instance of the apparently 
ineradicable habit of shrinking from the judgment of poetry as poetry, 
and endeavouring to drag it into another court. As poetry In 
Memoriam contains things which are equal to Tennyson’s best; but 
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It is necessarily less varied in subject, more sombre m hue and 
imagery, and pervaded by an atmosphere \\hi(:h, when it ceases to be 
impressive—if it should happen to do so with this or that mood or 
character—becomes slightly oppressive. Its highest praise is that 
It applies and expresses in a new field those gifts of the poet which 
have been already described, and shows that, like all true poetic gifts, 
they are capable of universal application. 

His next two woiks, the Ode on the Death of the Duke of 
Welli7i(^ton (1852) and JJa//d (iSy^) were rather violently attacked, 
as generally happens when a man has lately risen to any eminence. 
There is no nobler passage in the poetry of patriotism 
than part of the first 'I’he second showed, and fortu¬ 
nately for almost the last time, that uncertainty and inequality of taste 
and touch, at the first time of asking, which had ahvays distinguished 
the poet. Developing out of some earlier verses, “ O that ’twere 
possible,'' which arc still its central and most exquisite passage, it 
aimed at too much political and social satire in the style of Carlyle’s 
contemporary Latter-day J\implets^ denunciation of “ peace at any 
price," commercialism, and the like, neglecting for these its legitimate 
theme of “ love that never met its earthly close,” despair, madness, 
and reconciliation. It w’as improved later, and contains some of 
the most passionate and echoing things that the poet ever did, but 
it is as far below 77 /c Prtficess in homogeneity and adjustment to its 
aim as it is above it in these parts. 

The detraction died, and the next volume, the IdylLs of the Kinyt 
(1859), estated Tennyson securely for the rest of his life as not merely 
the officirl but the unquestioned head of English poetry. It was 
devoted to the Arthurian Legend, which it treated, not 
consecutively, but m four episodes—the Welsh story of 
Geraint of Devon and his patient wife Enid, the less 
poetical version of Merlin s enchantment, a variant of that adventure 
of Lancelot which he had earlier touched in “ The Lady of Shalott,” 
and (greatest of all) the parting of Arthur and Ciuinevere. In later 
issues fresh episodes w^ere added, and the whole was in a manner 
framed by a new “Coming of Arthur,” and by the otiginal and 
splendid “Mortc” eked with less precious matter in a “Passing” 
to match. Next came Enoch Arde 7 i (1864), containing among 
larger but lesser things the lovely “Voyage,” “Tithonus,” “In the 
Valley of Cauteretz,” and others, as well as the first of the dialect 
pieces alluded to. And? in the nearly thirty years which remained to 
him Tennyson rounded off the Idylls to an Arthuriad in twelve books, 
began in 1875 and continued a scries of chiefly historical plays ^ 

^ Qufen Mary^ 1875 ; Harold, 1877 I Lhe Promhe of May, 1882 ; Becket, 
1884; The Clip 2 iTil\ The Falcon, 1884; The Foresters, 1892. 
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of more dubious value, and at intervals issued by themselves, 
or with instalments of the Idylls^ volumes of miscellaneous verse,^ 
the last of w^hich, the Death of CKftofie, was not published till after 
his own death on 6lh October 1892. No one of these failed l(^ 
contain thin^^s w^orthy of his best days, and that of 1880, called 
Hathuis and other J*oe?n^^ wsas especially rich in them, wdiile the last 
issued in his lifetime, Demeter^ closed wath the marvellous swan-son^ 
of “ Crossing the Bar.” 

Tie had added to English poetry a body of work which, though 
not the greatest (ontributed by any man, though falling short ol 
Chaucer and Coleridge in fresh and original gift, of Spenser in 
uniform excellern e and grasp of a huge subject, of Shakespeare in 
universality, m height and depth and every other creature, of Milton 
in grandeur anrl lonely sublimity, of Wordsworth m ethical weight 
and grip of iiatuH' behiiul the \eil, of Shelley in uncarthlinciss, and 
of Keats m independence and voluptuous spontaneity, yet deserves 
to be rankl'd with the best of these, except Shakespeare only, in 
virtue of Its astonishing display of poetic art. Tennyson had never, 
no rnattei w'hat his detractors may say, come short in poetic 
thought ; m poetic style he had shown a uniform mastery not 
elsew'here to be equalled, and a quality hardly elsewdiere to be sur¬ 
passed. He had carried the special poetic mission of the nineteenth 
century in luiglish—that of apiplying the powers of colour, foi inland 
music to the investment of the largest possible number of themes wath 
the imaginative suggestion of poetry —to a point not reached by any 
othei, and in all his long and fertile career had never tinally failed 
in a single application of them, putting the dramatic attempts, in 
which he was merely a stranger, aside. lie had justified that 
“return to nature” —of which the danger was th.it it should become 
as conventional, as cut and dried, as the generalising .away fioni 
nature which h.id jireceded it—to a pitch, not merely by an infinity ot 
fresh and felt observations, but by invari.ably touching these observa¬ 
tions wath the necessary point of generalisation itself. He is always 
real, but never realist ; never conventional, but also never photo¬ 
graphic. His music is more difficult to praise, because the ear is a 
* more arbitrary sense than the eye. To those who h.ave ears to hear 
there is absolutely no poet so inexhaustible and original in harmony 
as Tennyson. The story told in his Idfe of a hearer who knew no 
English, but knew Tennyson to be a poet by the hearing, is probable 
and valu.able, or rather invaluable, for it poihts to the best, if not the 
only true, criterion of poetry. 

^ The Holy Grail, 1870; Gareth and Lynetfe, 1872; Ballads, 1880 
Tire^ias, r88t;; Locksley Hall Sixty Years After, 1887, Demeter, 1889, were 
the chief oi thc^ 
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The life of Robert Browning was as wholly devoted to liteiature 
as that of Tennyson, but he was rather more attracted by society ; 
much of it was spent abroad, whereas Tennyson never 
left England save for trips ; and it lacked the usual 
introductory experiences of an Englishman. Browning 
was born in May 1812, in the southern suburbs of London, went to no 
regular school, nor to Oxford or Cambridge ; and though his reading 
was wide and apprcciatn'c, it lacked throughout his life the touch of 
scholarship in the full and liberal sense which distinguished Tennyson. 
Nor was this circumstance by any means unimportant in condition¬ 
ing the peculiarities of his poetical style. Ills hrst poem was 
PauUiic^ written m his nineteenth and published in his twenty-first 
year; his next, Paracelsus^ appeared in 1835. Pauline^ though not 
consummate, is characteristic ; neither the verse, nor the style proper, 
nor the substance, could be affiliated on anybody, except perhaps 
Shelley, and on Shelley to a limited extent only. Certain passages 
have a regular beauty not common later with the author, and 
assuredly not to be found in any contemporary work except that of 
Tennyson ; but the chief interest of the ])iece is its early revelation 
of the breathless, intense, “ monodramatic ” manner, eschewing 
incident but delighting in analysis, which was to be one of the poet’s 
points throughout, and ultimately to prevail over all the others. 
Panacelsus has far more direct charm. Here the form is openly 
dramatic, at least the personages speak personally. I’he blank verse 
is still more breathless and peculiar; there are lyrics showing some 
beauty and promising much, and the characters are projected in an 
entirely novel fashion. 

From this time the poet’s vocation may be considered as fixed ; 
and though his public was at first smaller even than Tennyson’s, and 
took far longer to increase, he always had his devotees, and never 
allowed detraction or neglect to check him. The play— 
a play in a manner actable and acted- of Strafford c ame 
in 1837 ; then the poem of Sordcllo (less distinguished 
now among its author’s w'ork, perhaps, since his last thirty years of 
vogue, than it was as an “ awful example ” or a cherished idol during 
the previous thirty of contempt) and the collection called Bells and 
Pomegra 7 mfes^ which appeared between 1841 and 1846. After the 
publication of the pieces contained in this last, it was no longer 
permissible for any catholic judge of poetry to dismiss Browning s 
claim to the position if a poet, true certainly, and probably great. 
The plays, after his own strange mode, which were included, might 
still have left a doubt, and sometimes more than a doubt. But the 
pieces called Dramatic Lyrics^ especially “ In a (jondola ’ and 
Porphyria’s Lover,” should have settled the question. The public 
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reception was, however, still cold or totally wanting. He married 
the poetess Elizabeth Barrett at this time. 1850, the year of In 
Alemorianij saw the great monodramatic piece of Christmas Eve and 
Easter Day; and 1855, the year of Maud^ the still greater Men and 
Women. In these three books Browning had taken his place once 
for all; and the poet of “ 'J’he Last Ride Together ” and “ Love among 
the Ruins ” could speak in the gate with any one, enemy or friend. 
He still wrote rather sparingly, and his next publication was prob¬ 
ably checked by his wife’s death in 1861, after which he returned 
to England. In 1864, however, came Dramatis l^ersonae^ the last 
of his middle period, and the last volume containing his very greatest 
work. “James Lee,” “Rabbi Ben Ezra,” and “ Prospice ” are 
among the greatest poems of the century. This volume, and a 
collected edition of the previous work which had ushered it, produced 
a great effect on the generation which had been growing up for 
Browning ; and it was probably with some confidence, though with 
a defiant acknowledgment of his earlier, if not still existing, un¬ 
popularity, that he attempted to convert the public with one of the 
most audacious of advances, Jltc Diny and the Book (1868), a 
collection of pieces in some twenty thousand lines, telling the same 
story over and over again so as to exhibit different pci sonahties in 
a dozen different w.iys. 'fhe public “came to heel,” and for the 
twenty years more during vhich his life lasted Biowning, though 
still anathematised by a very few, was grudgingly tolerated by more, 
admitted by the general, and wildly and foolishly adored by a certain 
sect. lie could not throw off things too rapid, too apparently 
crabbed, too really flimsy and ill-digested for them ; and though he 
seldom during this time put out a book without something good in 
it, he did nearly as much to damage his fame as he had previously 
done to build it up. Fortunately, his lyric gift remained, showing 
Itself at times charmingly, and in his last volume, Asolando (published 
at the very moment of his death 111 i88c^), with sufficient volume and 
variety to end by reconciling those who had been for a time estranged 
by the verbiage, the pretentiousness, the leal vacuity, of things like 
Red Cotton Nii^hiiap Country (1873) and The Inn Album (1875); 
not much charmed by the inequality and tapage of Balaustiorls 
Adventure (its companion of the year 1871, Prince Hohenstiel- 
Sc/iwangau^ is better), Aristopkanes’ Apology (1875), I.a Saisiaz 
(1878), Dramatic (i879-80), EerislitaRs Fancies (1884), and 

Parleyings with Certain People of Importafice (,1887); and alternately 
reconciled and redisgusted by Fifme at the Fair (1872), Pacchiarotto 
(1876), and Jocoseria (1883). 

Despite, however, this unfortunate inequality, or rather this unfor¬ 
tunate yielding to temptation, even Browning’s aberrations from the 
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true poetic provide at least passages which are poetry. Their plan 
is, with an appearance of diversity, very much the same from 
Pauline to the Parleying^. The poet takes a character, 
an anecdote, sometimes little more than a name ; and 
instead of focussing it from the outside, or making it 
speak in simple dramatic fashion, with such passages of ornament as 
he can give, he shakes it about, dissecting, or trying to dissect, its 
“soul,” analysing its constituents, folding and unfolding it to get 
different lights and aspects, but never exactly summing up or giving 
us the whole. In this process—using as he does for the most part 
blank verse of great variety and vigour, but breathless, somewhat 
prosaic in rhythm and cadence, or else rhymed arrangements fluid 
enough, but with their fluency much chequered by verbal tricks, and 
rhyming in the most audacious, though rarely m any positively 
incorrect, fashion—he produces effects which perhaps seem even more 
formless than they are, but which certainly dispense with the exacter 
graces of form to an extent very unwise, if not also distinctly illegi¬ 
timate for the poet. A green or a jaded taste may sometimes relish 
his phrase and period ; but the finer palate at once declines the labour 
that IS required, and fails to rank very high the pleasure that results. 

But in his shorter, and especially in his lyrical, pieces, where the 
imperative melody of stanza and rhyme not merely sweetens his 
acerbity and makes his jejuneness succulent, but applies a positive 
check to his verbiage, his prolixity, his headlong rcadi- 
ness to accept the first word that comes. Browning is poetuai 

usually a poet, very often a great poet, not seldom a 
poet almost or quite of the greatest. Some surprise was expressed 
when a cntic, soon followed by others, designated him at his death 
“ the poet of love,” for his later worshippers had been wont to extol 
his “ thought ” and philosophy, not his passion. But the conversion 
of at least some of the fittest was soon effected. It is always on this 
subject, and on a certain optimist view of the triumph of life, that 
Browning is happiest, while in connection with both he has the 
faculty of the century for giving what Dr. Johnson scornfully called 
“the streaks in the tulip.” “The Last Ride Together,” innumerable 
as are the g^reat love-poems in English from “ Alison ” to “ Rose 
Mary,” admits no superior and very few equals. “ Rabbi Ben Ezra,” 
the praise of age, of failure, of approaching death, the triumphant 
assertion of— 

All I couW never be, all men ignored in me, 

is practically unique, though no doubt it owed a certain suggestion 
and start, such as is common with poets, to passages of FitzGerald’s 
Omar Khayyam (see below). Of Browning we may say, Timor 
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mortis non confurbabat. In a hundred other pieces hardly inferior, 
in the browner shades of age as well as in the spring of youth, he 
sang, not like most poets, Love and Death, but Love and Life. 

That he was a great, a consummate master of poetic music, 
as well as of yioetic thought and vision, meets more gainsayers. It 
is certain that he was dangerously prone to indulgence in discords, 
and that for long stretches of his verse, especially in his later lucubra¬ 
tions, he seems to be indifferent to any music at all except that of the 
horse-fiddle, or at best the hurdy-^iirdy. But in the class of lyrics 
just referred to—and even in others—there is no softness that he 
( annot insinuate, no crash or clanj^our that he cannot reach. That 
he too often contemns the demand of his passenger to be “ carried 
softly along in the melodious coach ” is true likewise. But when he 
cared to use it he had a chariot of that kind which yielded in pure 
voluptuous caressing movement to none, and which is perhaps all 
the more enjoyed when the passenger is shot into it from the jolting 
tumbrils of his more ordinary rolling-stock. 

d'he almost unprecedented fashion m which these two poets at 
once lead and sum up the poetic production of two-thirds of a century 
has made it necessary to treat them at greater length than is usual 
in these later Books. We must now be briefer, yet not 
brief, w’lth the most lemarkable of their more imme¬ 
diate contemporaries, the wife of the one and a very early 
and intimate friend of the other, Elizabeth Barrett Browning and 
Edward Fit/(lerald. Fit/Gerald was born in 1809, at Woodbridgc 
in Suffolk, a distric t which was his residence by choice as well as 
chance during almost the whole of his life. He was the younger 
son of a man of [iropcrty, and spent great part of his childhood in 
France, but was sent to the Grammar School of Bury St. Edmunds, 
entered 'rnnity College, Cambridge, m 1826, and during his days 
there knew 'I'ennyson cmly by sight, though he w'as intimate wifh 
Thackeray. Of independent though small means, and intolerant of 
general society and business, he entg/ed no profession, and gradually 
settled down on the banks of the Debcn, smoking, reading, dreaming, 
and at times using the sea a good deal, until his death on 14th June 
t,8<S3. He had married, rather late in life, the daughter of Lamb’s 
friend, Bernard Barton, the Quaker poet. 

FitzGerald’s literary interests, though a little crotcdiety, were 
intense, and he was at different times an intimate friend of the three 
greatest men of letters of the Victorian age Tennyson, Thackeray, 
and Carlyle ; but he published comparatively little, and that little 
had a rather false appearance of want of originality. His delightful 
letters, published after his death in two collections, first made him 
known to the general. He had written earlier an exquisite Platonic 
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dialogue, of deep if not wide or commanding originality, called 
Euphranor (1851), had translated divers plays of Aeschylus and 
Calderon (1856), and had in 1859 issued a version, also in appear¬ 
ance a translation, of the Rubaiyat of the Persian poet, astronomer, and 
Epicurean, or rather Cyrenaic, Omar Khayyam. The first edition of 
this was published in small numbers, and did not become generally 
known, but its eftect upon those who did become acquainted with it, 
and who were prepared for its reception, was extraordinary. It is 
not in the strict sense a translation at all, FitzCierald having combined, 
transposed, omitted, and even inserted, to such an extent that the thing 
IS almost as much his own as another’s. Ikit the poetical value of it 
is extraordinary. The note, somewhat resembling that of the later 
English Renaissance as presented by Donne, but with a marked 
difference, showing its Oriental suggestion, is one of a musical 
sensuality, intensely fatalist, yet, with the usual inconsistency of 
fatalism, ringing the changes on Ca/pe diem as well. Nothing in 
English had been quite like the melancholy and voluptuous clangour 
of these rolling quatrains, rhymed as a rule aaha^ with the b sound 
left ringing in the air, and not caught up in the succeeding stanza, 
but sometimes monorhymed throughout. His other renderings of 
Persian, Salaman and Absal and the Bird Parliament^ less known, 
are only less charming. 

FitzGerald did not admire Mrs. Browning. And indeed no two 
writers could be more unlike, in anything but devotion to literature 
and faculty of poetry. Elizabeth Moulton Barrett, the daughter of a 
wealthy West-Indian, was born in Durham on 6th March j^i,,ai)eih 
1806, and brought up chielly in Herefordshire, but n.i*rrett 
afterwarcs lived much in London. She had, after i^rowning. 
her first youth, very bad health, and was an eager though rather 
amateurish reader and student. She published poems at nineteen, 
but she was thirty-two before, in a second volume, entitled The 
Seraphim^ she developed a distinct poetical character; and it was 
not till the middle of the century was approaching, and her own 
fortieth year was past, that the pieces which really speak her talent 
appeared. In 1846 she married Robert Browning (somewhat after 
the fashion of an elopement). The pair lived chiefly at Florence, 
and had one child. In 1851 she published Casa Guidi Windows^ 
and in 1857 Aui'oi'a I^eigh^ a verse novel-with-a-purpose. Poems 
before Congress came a year before, and Last Poems a year after, her 
death in 1861. Perhjyps she had never done anything better than 
“ The Great Ciod Pan,” which, written just before, appeared in the 
Cornhill Magai:ine during its brilliant opening year under Thackeray’s 
editorship. 

There is scarcely any writer in English deserving the name of poet 

3 B 
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who illustrates by defect the importance of poetic style so well as 
Mrs. Browning. The word is constantly used in reference to poetry 
with a sense too general and even improper, but here it can be used 
with exact propriety. In all the qualities (with the exception of ear 
for rhyme) which distinguish the poet from the prose-writer she was 
a very considerable proficient, though even in these she lacked 
self-criticism. She could think as a poet, could feel, though rather 
too gushingly, as a poet, could see, sometimes with eminent clearness, 
as a poet should see, and in some respects had an equally eminent 
gift of jioetic music. But m the qualities which the prose-writer 
shales with the poet, and the absence of which, because less common, 
IS even more distressing in the latter, she was extraordinarily defi¬ 
cient. The dulness or falseness of her ear for consonance of sound 
was quite unparalleled, and she, wath all the advantages of gentle 
birth, feminine sex, country breeding, and an almost scholarly educa¬ 
tion, confuses rhymes in a manner usually supposed to be limited to 
the lower class of cockneys. And this insensibility to pure sound 
finds Its counterpart in slipshod and tasteless vocabulary, in awkward 
and solecising uses of phrase—in short, in a general slatternliness as 
regards all the minor, and some of the major, points that constitute 
style. 

This carelessness or numbness of feeling extends also to some 
things which lie deeper than style. At hardly any time, except when 
the beneficent lestriction of the sonnet braces her up, is Mrs. Brown¬ 
ing’s composition or her conception clear, well-knit, and orderly. 
This flaccidity is indeed a symptom in all the poets of the second 
Romantic school. It had been threatened in Keats ; there were 
dangerous appearances of it, fortunately exorcised by the kind cruelty 
of criticism and his own good sense, in Tennyson ; Robert Browning^s 
verbosity, his lawless abundance, was perhaps in fact only a rather 
more healthy and vigorous variety of it. But over Mrs. Browning it 
ruled, except in the Satinets from the Portui^ucse and a very few 
other pieces. Still, despite the^^constant imperfection, there is, 
on the whole, a pervading charm, the sense of the vision though 
sometimes not of the faculty. In “ Cowper’s Cirave,” in “ The Rhyme 
..of the Duchess May,” in the “ Lay of the Brown Rosary,” in the 
“ Romaunt of Margret” (where the different cadence given to the 
refrain “Margret! Margret!” by the form of the name adopted, 
contributes a marvellously new music to the piece, and where, 
terribly as the whole is in need of compressio'a and concentration, the 
separate effects are sometimes quite miraculous), in the ‘‘ Vision of 
Poets,” in “The Soufs Travelling” and the “ House of Clouds,” in a 
hundred others, we never want more poetry, we only want more 
criticism. 
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A paragraph of mention must suffice for some verse-writers more 
than one of whom may be justly called a poet, and who were nearly 
contemporary with these, or at any rate born between Mrs. Browning 
and Mr. Matthew Arnold . the too famous Martin Farquhar Tapper 
(1810-89), the enormous and almost incomprehensible popularity of 
whose worthless Pi'oi'crbial l^hilowphy has secured him an uncom¬ 
fortable immortality, and who wrote much else ; Archbishop Trench 
(1807-86), a popular philologist of ^reat acuteness, an admirable 
judge of Latin Medi.i val poetiy, and himself a poet ; Thomas (Gordon 
Hake (1809-94), author of much verse, ratliei too mystical and diffi¬ 
cult, but .dways high and often sweet ; Richard Monckton Milnes, first 
Lord Houghton (1809-85), a friend of'ftMinyson and the immediate 
procurer, though at Carlyle’s instigation, of his pension, a great figure 
in society, literarv, political, and othei, a good cTitic and an admir¬ 
able song-writer; Sir Samuel Ferguson (1810-86), an Irish bard of 
humour as well as of romance; “Father Front,” Charles Mackay, 
Mrs. Archer Clive (“V’’)—but especially Willi.iin Edmonstoune 
Aytoun (i813-61;), joinl-.iutlior of that admirable book of light verse, 
the ecjual of anything e.uher and ceitamly not surpassed since, the Bon 
Gaultier ballads, and author of the Lays of the Scottish Ca'i'ahcrsy 
Linnihan (a parody-diaina of astonishing ele\erness directly ridiculing 
the s])«ismodic school, but prophetically satirising many more recent 
developments, and not generally rated at anything like its true 
value), Botlrawlf etc. Beside Bon Gaultier^ though of a some¬ 
what different hishion, must be ranked the In gold shy Legends of 
Kichaid Harris Barham (1788-1845), who by birth belonged to an 
older generation, but wiote the Legends late. In grotesque poetry 
no langiaige holds their superiors. 



CHAPTER II 

THK VICTORIAN NOVEL 

Dickens—'^hackcra^ - TIisrarl\ work—( hai lotto Hronu*—Mrs Gaskell - Charles 
Readc — Anthonv 'J'rollopc—George Eliot — Charles Kingsley — Others — 
k L JStevenson 

There can be little doubt that, great as have been its achievements 
in poetry and history, and not small as they have been in literary 
criticism and the essay generally, the nineteenth century, as a whole, 
will take future rank as the age of the novel. But there was a 
time, covering about the fourth decade of the century, when it might 
have seemed, and did seem to one very acute and well-informed 
judge (Lockhart), that the progress of fiction would be arrested. 
The immense impetus given by Scott appeared to be e.xhausted with 
himself; the hardly less real revolution introduced by Miss Austen 
was so quiet as to be very nearly imperceptible. Not a few of the 
novelists mentioned in the hist Book were writing, and one or two. 
Lever and Bulwer especially, had their best work to come in 1837, 
and even in 1850. But between 1814 and 1836 no one of absolutely 
the first class put in his titles. 

At this very time, how'ever, there were breeding up, and not even 
in their very first youth, two of the very greatest w'riters of English prose 
fiction—perhaps, indeed, the only two who can pretend to rank with 
Fielding, Miss Austen, and Scott. These were Charles Dickens and 
William Makepeace Thackeray, who were very nearly of an age, 
^ . though Dickens, a little the younger of the pair, made 

his mark first. He was born in 1812 at Portsmouth, 
where, as subsequently at Chatham, his father was a clerk in the 
dockyard. This father, the original of the “Mr. Micawber” of 
David Copperjield, a novel in great measure autobiographical, lost his 
post in some departmental reconstruction ; and the family for some 
time experienced straits which have left their mark both here and 
elsewhere, especially in Little Dorrit (for Dickens senior, like old 
Dornt, was a prisoner for debt in the Marshalsea). After a time, 
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however, he found work on the press, as did his son, whose education 
was not more irregular than might be expected. Charles himself 
learnt shorthand and became a reporter at seventeen, but wrote, or 
at least published, nothing till his twenty-second year was nearly 
finished. At the end of December 1833 he began to contribute 
papers, of the descriptive-fanciful kind that Leigh Hunt had intro¬ 
duced, to magazines, and the Skekhes hy Boz were collected out of 
these and issued as a book early in 1836, while before the spring of 
that year was over Dickens began the Pickwitk ]\ipcrs and married. 
He was ever afterwards a prosperous man as far as money was con¬ 
cerned, and Pickwick immediately made him famous. He was soon 
able to leave off all work but book-writmg ; he made, by his novels, by 
the periodicals of Ifouschold IPords and All the Year Rounds which 
he edited, and by reading his own work in England and America, a 
very large fortune for a man of letters, and died suddenly in July 
1870, the most popular author of his day, and with no failure of 
mental powers, though his actual death was due to bmui disease. 

Dickens’s w'Oik w'as very considerable, and the book part of it, 
after those just mentioned (^Pickwick w'as published at the end of 
1837), appeared as follows — Oliver Twisi^ 1838; Nicholas Nickleby^ 
1839 ; The Old Curiosity Shop (this and the next at first appeared 
with a framework, afterwards discarded, as “Master Humphry’s 
Clock”), 1840-41 ; Barnaby Rudge^ 1841 ; American Notes^ 1842 ; 
Martin ChuzNewit^ 1843 ; a series of Christmas Books betw^een the 
latter year and 1848 (this was continued in a way later by his con¬ 
tributions to the Christmas numbers of his periodicals); Pictures from 
Italy^ 1^45; Dombey and Son, 1846-48; Daifid Copj/erfield, 1849- 
50; Bleak House, 1852-53; The Child's History of Jiupland (his 
only worthless book), 1854 ; Hard Tunes, same year; Little Dornt, 
1855-57; A Tale of Two Cities, 1859; 'The Uncommercial'Traveller 
(a better ^^7£r), 1861 ; Clreat Expectations, same year; Our Mutual 
Friend, 1864-65 ; and the unfinished Edwin Drood, w^hich was ap¬ 
pearing when he died. Most of these, except those contributed to 
the two periodicals, came out m numbers with illustrations, a plan 
very popular in the middle of the century. 

Although from the first to the last there is unmistakable unity in 
Dickens, and although nobody who had ever read Pukwick could 
mistake Our Mutual Friend for the work of any other author, his 
genius submitted to certain changes, without perhaps ever attaining 
any great expansion.^ He had been as a child an enthusiastic 
student of Smollett, and Smollett’s peculiar construction, or absence 
of construction, was reproduced exactly in his earlier work, and did 
not disappear from his later. Nor, though this is less generally known, 
does he owe much less to Theodore Hook, who influenced his early 
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novels as much as Hunt influenced his early essays, Pickwick itself 
is merely the picaresque adventure-novel in a modern, more good- 
natured, and slightly softened and exalted fonn a set of scenes 
haidly connected at all except by the presence of the same figures in 
them. If Oliver Twist ixxviii Nnholas Nuklehy \\?^\^ some ^approach 
to greater unity, it is only because of the melodramatic interest of the 
fortunes of Nancy m the first case and the jioetical justice of the 
downfall of Sfjuecrs in tlie second. Even Martin Chn^zlewit^ nay, 
even Pa7>i<l Coppcrjichl^ are chronicles merely. 'The Old Curiosity 
Shop is not even this ; it depends sentimentally u])on Little Nell, 
really on the immortal Dick Swiveller. Jhnnbey and Son attempts 
something but does not succeed. From Bleak I/ou^c onwards 
Dickens did make a strong effort at connected plots —plots some¬ 
times, as in the case of Little Dorrit and even Bleak House itself, so 
elaborate as to be m parts unintelligible. But, either as a consc- 
cpicnce or as .i cone omitant of this, the sc;parate scenes and characters 
lost a great deal of their early freshness and ease, though the real 
appeal, the real merit, of the books alw.iys lay in them. 

If we examine Dickens carefully, and without inepossessions, we 
shall find certain gifts the presenc'e of which cannot reasonably be 
disputed, and certain grave faults or hicks neaily as certain as the 
merits. No writer has ever had .i more marvellous faculty of 
dejncting what m.iy be (.died town-scenery than Dickens. He can 
give the interior of a house or room, the “atmosphere” of furniture, 
the general air of a street, as no one had given these things before 
him. Further, he can peojde these scenes wuth figures winch at 
their best have a viv.acity, an arresting power, again inferior to none. 
And he can adjust scenes and figures for several purposes, but 
above all for the puipose of humcH'ous action tending slightly to the 
faicical, wnth a felu it>' in his earlier and belter days almost unerring, 
and even in his later seldom far out. Yc*t it has been C|uestioncd 
wdicther the life with wdiich his scenes and characters are provided is 
altogether human life —whether *his world is not rather a huge 
])hantasmagona of his own creation. 

His main faults again are hardly denied, save by extravagant 
“'adorers. Dickens’s range of character, though extensive, was also 
peculiar and strictly limited. He certainly did not draw, with any 
success, persons beyond the lower and the lower middle classes ; and 
the defence sometimes put, that he did not wash to do so, must 
be ruled out, foi he tried and failed to do it. ^ His characters of the 
upper and ujipcr middle classes (with whom, it must be remembered, 
he had, in the time when he was “making himself,” hardly associ¬ 
ated at all, while later he was too busy, too much set in one groove, 
and it may be too prejudiced, to study them with impartiality) have 
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not merely the fantastic quality, the doubtful reality of his Sam 
Wellers and his Dick Svvivellers. They are not creatures who, in 
another and slightly altered world, might be real, and are still 
delightful; but monsters not suited to any conceivable scheme. The 
relations of the second Mrs. Dombey (except Cousin h^eenix, who is at 
least a genial improbability), the society of the Dedlocks, the guests of 
the Dorrits in their prosperity, and some of those of the Veneermgs, 
have hardly a touch of life —they arc to the human species i\Iiat the 
fancy birds and beasts, by creating which the late Mi. Waterton used to 
amuse himself and display his skill in taxidermy, were to the actual 
fauna of this earth. Nor is it reasonably deniable that Dickens had 
many irritating mannerisms, a lack of anything like real acquaint¬ 
ance or sympiathy with great and high reg^ions of thought, and an 
unfortunate proneness to talk about what he did not undeistand. 
But he remains the greatest fantastic novelist of England, and, with 
Balzac, the greatest fantastic novelist of the woild ; and his three 
best books, w 4 iich may be taken to be Piilc'ivuk^ Dai Ui Coppcrjield^ 
and Great hxpcc'atnms^ are the masterpieces of their special kind. 

William Makepeace 'J'hackeray was born at Calcutta (where his 
father, a cadet of a family originally of Yorkshire, and grandson of a 
headmaster of Harrow, was a Company’s servant) in July i8ii. 
His father died when he was hve years old, and his 
mother marrying* again, the boy was sent home, and 
after living at 'J'unbndge Wells and afterwards in De\onshire, went 
to Charterhouse. He proceeded m 1829 10 'J’rinity College, Cam¬ 
bridge, but took no degree. He contributed, however, to an under¬ 
graduate's’ paper. The Snob^ and parodied Tennyson’s “ "I'linbuctoo,” 
or at least wrote a burlesque poem in competition with it, the first 
couplet of which is a pleasant foretaste of his style all through 
life-— 

In Africa,—a c|uarter of the world— 

The men are black, their locks are crisp and curled. 

After leaving Cambridge he travelled in Germany, and began to read 
lor the Bar ; but the loss of a competent, though not large, income 
which he had inherited, made some more sjieedily remunerative 
occupation necessary, and he look to journalism, sinking most of his 
remainmg^ property m running, instead of merely writing for, papers. 
He went to Pans, wdiere his mother and stepfather were living, to 
study painting, for he %as much more set on art than even on litera¬ 
ture, and had, as his illustrations show, great, though curiously 
warped and incomplete, ability therefor. He married in 1836, and 
settled after a time m London, writing busily for all sorts of papers 
from the Times and Fraser downwards. But, after the birth of his 
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third child, his wife’s mind gave way, and she never recovered, 
though she survived him for some thirty years. 

Despite what seems, on looking back, the unmistakable, and 
indeed unique, quality of Thackeray’s most immature work, it was 
very long before it attained popular recognition, while it never at 
any time brought him anything like the substantial re- 
early^work wards earned by Dickens. But, while the latter never 
much excelled his first distinct essay, it was years before 
Thackeray gave his full measure. IIis first book, the Paris Sketch 
Booky published m 1840, and consisting of reprints of his work as a 
Paris correspondent for newspapers, is extremely unequal, much of 
it mediocre, some poor, and very little of the best. It had no suc¬ 
cess, nor had the much more characteristic collection of Tales which 
followed next year, though this contained the Velhnvplush Papersl^ the 
admirable extravaganza of Major Ga/iagan^ and The Bedford Row 
Conspiracy^ a story owing^ a little to Charles de Bernard, but a master¬ 
piece m itself. Catherine^ The Hoggarty Diamond.^ and The Shabby 
Genteel Story had the same inequality ; while Barry Lyndon^ though 
it has long been fashionable to rank it very high, attracted no great 
attention at first, and to some of Thackeray’s most fervent admirers 
has always seemed chiefly noticeable as his first display of that 
extraordinary faculty of simulating, or rather re-creating, eighteenth- 
century thought and feeling which he afterwards showed. The Irish 
Sketch Book of 1843, though a book almost peerless in its kind, did 
not please greatly, nor the admirable From Cornhill to Grand Cairo^ 
or Eastern Sketches^ of three years later. Thackeray had reached 
the full limit of thirty-live before thiiving in any real literary sense 
seemed possible for him. 

But his luck was now turned by three different publications—the 
charming trifle of Mrs. Perkins's Batl (1847), which seems at last to 
have converted the public coldness into appreciation ; the wonderful 
Book of Snobs (1848), published in Punch ; and most of all the great 
novel of Vanity Fair (1S48), Thi? last, though at first coldly re¬ 
ceived, and perhaps not at first displaying its full equality, could not 
fail to win over whatever critics there may have been in England 
(Vhich, by the way, as it happened, was at the particular moment 
by no means overstocked with that article). By the beginning of 
1848, Thackeray was established, in the estimate of the best judges, 
as the greatest living novelist, and he had made himself popular 
enough to secure profit as well as fame. * He lectured a little, 
and the lectures gave the admirable essays, rather than lectures, 
known as The English Humourists and The Four Georges (not pub* 

* The " Yellowplush Correspondence’' had appeared even before the “ Paris” 
book in 1838. 
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lished till later). He continued his Christmas books. But it was of 
more importance that he also continued his great series of novels. 
Pe/idenms (1849-50), which followed Vanity Fair^ was a more 
amusing and genial, if not a greater, book than its forerunner ; and 
Esmo 7 id (1852), which followed J^enden 7 iis, is among the very 
summits of English prose fiction, exquisitely written in a marvellous 
resurrection of eighteenth * century style, touched somehow with a 
strange modernity and life which make it no pastiche^ containing the 
most brilliant passages of mere incident, and, above all, enshrining 
such studies of character, in the hero and heroine in particular, but 
also in others, as not four other makers of English prose and verse 
can show. 

After a tour to America, Thackeray produced The Newcomes 
(1853-55), ^ book resembling Pe 7 idennis^ with which it was 
connected by the reappearance of some personages, but with more 
pathos, though perhaps <i little less freshness, lie had a bad attack 
of Roman fever in the wintei of 1855, and it is believed that his 
health was permanently afiecled ; but this stay at Rome .saw the 
writing of The Rose and the Rin^^ the last and best of his 
extravaganza-romances. The V/r^/n/afis^ the novel of the next 
two years (in one of which he stood for Oxford and was beaten), 
exhibited something of the inequality of his earlier w^ork, but has 
much of the excellence of the later. At the beginning of tS6o, he 
undertook the editorship of the new' ( \) 7 'nhill Mayazine^ a task in 
Itself very uncongenial to him. He contributed to it, how'cver, the 
Roundabout Papers^ which show' him to the very last at his very 
best as an essayist ; and furnished it with the slight but amusing 
novel of Lovcl the Widower^ and the much longer but much less 
^ood Ad7/e7itu7-es of Jdiilip. lie gave up the editorship after two 
years, but began and carried some way a third novel, the unfinished 
De 7 i 7 S /Ju 7 'a/, In this, tlie old f.uulty of le-creation, as regards 
scenes, manners, and speech, is unimpaired, but the book is hardly 
long enough to give ground for judging whethei the old wizardry of 
character-drawing would have been retrieved. He was found dead 
in his bed at his house m Kensington on Christmas Eve, 1863. 

Both in prose and m verse (for in a certain humorous-pathetic 
variety of the latter he displayed gifts which very nearly, if they do 
not quite, give him positwe and high rank as a poet) Thackeray^s 
characteristics, both of conception and expression, are wonderfully 
distinct and extremely original. During his lifetime some foolish 
persons called him cynical; since his death, others not more wise 
have called him a sentimentalist. Both judgments w'ere comple¬ 
mentary exaggerations of the fact just glanced at, that his is the 
extremest known development of that mixture of the pathetic and the 
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humorous which is latent in all humour, which Shakespeare had 
brought out occasionally—as he brought out everything—which had 
been driven in and turned to a furious indignation by unhappy fate 
in Swift, and which both the time and his own temperament had 
allowed only occasionally to appear in Fielding. An intense 
appreciation of the ludicrous aspects of actual human life exists in 
'fhackeray, not so much alternately as side by side with an ectually 
intense appreciation of “the pity of it.” At times he may shock 
the weak, at times he may disgust the strong ; but hardly ever in 
his master-work is there a real excess in cither direction. The 
verse, as usual with the higher form, gives the simplest and best 
expression of this mixture, as in such pieces as the “ Ballad of 
Bouillabaisse,” “The Age of Wisdom,” “Vanitas Vrmitatum,” and 
others ; but it constantly suffuses the larger and better part of the 
prose with a “humanity” not so much “terrible,” though FitzCierald 
called it so, as wonderful 

'fhis peculiarity of thought, however, he shares ; his peculiarity 
of expression is, as always with the greatest ones of literature, wholly 
his own. Owing to whatever cause—for his education was not 
irregular, and his literary taste was exciuisite—'I’hackeray was at 
first a rather “ incorrect ” writer, in the school sense, and he never 
became a ^ery correct one; but this was of the slightest possible 
importance. We can see in his very earliest writings a peculiarity 
of phrase, of style in the greatest sense, w'hich is nowhere discernible 
before him, though its easier and more tangible mannerisms have 
been copied by some after him. It is an extremely conversational 
style, and at even its highest pitches it always seems to be 
addressed to a listener, rather than, like some of the great literary 
styles, those of Shakespeare’s soliloquies m paiticular, to be com¬ 
posed without reference to reading or hearing at all. Thackeray 
always presiqqioses an interlocutor or at least an auditor, and in so 
far as we can lay the finger on any really formative peculiarity of his 
style, it is this, that he is constantly meeting, as it were, the fancies, 
objections, assents, and the like which he supposes to arise in this 
double of himself. This peculiarity is observable not more in his 
^ elaborate digressions of “ address to the reader ” (suggested, as no 
doubt they were, by Fielding’s more set exordia) than m the smallest 
turns of his phrase in novel or essay alike. His play on words—a 
point in which he is again Shakespearian—his broken sentences, the 
rapid zigzag turns of liis thought and fancy} are all due, partly at 
least, to this intense excitement of brain, w'hich overhears beforehand, 
as it were, the coming repartee, comment, annotation, and half 
annexes, half parries it ere it airivcs. It follows from this that 
there is no phrase in English so nervous, so flutteringly alive, as 
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Thackeray's. It stands at the very o})posite pole from such other 
phrase as Landor’s, which is complete, majestic, impctsing, but a very 
little dead —to be contemplated, to be even received with respect and 
admiration by the reader, but separated from him by a ^ulf. Whereas 
between Thackeray and his reader there is a constant pulse and 
current of sympathetic feeling and llioughl. I'he reader knows that 
the author is all attention to know wdiat he will think, what he will 
feel, and he is all the more sensitive to the thoughts and the feelings 
of the author. If we find this anyw'here before in English literature, 
we find it in the great fanlasls—Burton and Browne of the seven¬ 
teenth century, and just before Thackeray in Chailes Lamb, from 
wdioin, if from anybody, he may have derived hints for it. It may 
also be noticed that he was a constant student of Howell, who has it 
in a far inferior degree, but aflei somelhing the same kind as Jus 
greater contemporaries. These gifts, and that other singular one of 
simulating the style of former times, do not fully expLnn 'J'hackeray’s 
mastery, but they are hist(>ucally noticeable. 'J'hey would not have 
made him what he is, the recordcu' lor ever of the higher English life in 
the middle nineteenth century, and the creator, in that period and out 
of it, of Becky Sharp and of Beatrix Esmond ; but they helped him 
to be this, ancl they made him one of the very greatest of English 
writers. 

The determination of genius and talent towards the novel, of 
which these two great wTitcrs w^ere the greatest and earliest expres¬ 
sion, affected, as w'e have said, older men like Bulwer and Lever, and 
extracted from them better w'ork than they had at first produced. 
But It was, naturally, shown with more distinctness in younger men 
and women, wdio may in some caises have imitated 1 Sickens or 
Tharkcr.iy directly, but who in most w^cre not their children so mucli 
as their younger brothers and sisters. 

Among the earliest of these was Qn^r lotte Br onte , a novelist 
whose life has received rather disproportionate and even unfortunate 
attention, but whose work is still very variously judged, and in fact, 
from Its peculiaritic': of circumstance, will piobably 
always remain a problem. She was liorn m i8i6, the 
daughter of a clergyman of Irish cxtraLtion, but beneficed 
in Yorkshire, and she had two younger sisters, Emily and Anne. 
The three in 1846 published a volir.ne of poems under the names of 
Currer, Elhs, and Acton Bell. It attracted no attention, and, so far 
as Charlotte’s and Anile’s verse was concerned, did not deserve any. 
But Emily had a narrow intense vein of poetry in her, and her 
“ Remembrance ” and one or tw^o other things are almost great. They 
then tried prose fiction, Charlotte writing The Professor^ Emily, 
Wuthering Heights^ and Anne, The Tenant of Wildfetl Hall and 
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Agnes Grey. These two last are otdmary tliinj^s ; Wulhering Heights 
an extraordinary one, though its merits may be variously judged ; 
The Professor did not in the least give Charlotte’s quality, and she 
could not get it published. Nor was she at first more fortunate with 
Jane Eyre, which, however, was at last^ accepted by Messrs. Smith 
and Elder, and issued in 1847. It was extravagantly attacked for 
“ impropriety ” and other crimes, but was popular. Yet its author, 
though she lived seven or eight years longer, wrote little more, 
Shirley \n 1849, Jind Vil/efte m 1852, neither of them long books, 
being her only completed work. She married Mr. NichoiLs, who was 
her father’s curate at Haworth, in 1854, and died next year on the 31st 
of March. The Professor also found its way at last into print, but 
her remains ” were quite fragmentary. 

It will thus be seen that the circumstances of Miss Bronte’s work 
aie rather peculiar. Critics have often to judge from a small amount 
of work, when the .author has been precocious and has died young. 
But Charlotte Bronte published nothing of importance till she was 
past thirty, and though she was not far off forty when she died, and 
had a great success to encourage her, increased her work but little. 
In such a case it may at le.ast be doubted whether longer life would 
have given much more work or whether there was indeed much more 
to come. 

But other and more intimate features also point to the same 
inference. Of the talent—in fact of the genius m a certain flawed 
and limited sense—of “ Currer Bell” there can be no doubt. She 
followed no one, and many have followed her. Her work stands in 
the middle of the century, obviously transitional, distinguished as 
much from Thackeray and from Dickens by a curious spirit oi 
irregular and stunted romanticism, as from the romantics proper by a 
realist touch no less unmistakable. 

And yet her hmit.ations arc extnaordinary. It seems as if, unless 
in the grim-grotesque of parts of Ja?ie Eyre, she could never get 
beyond her personal experiences. «^The exacter and less dre.amy part 
of fane Eyre itself is merely a half-vindictive record of her sufferings 
as a school-girl and a governess. Shu'hy is, in the heroine, a por¬ 
trait of her sister Emily; Caroline, it is believed, w.as another, hardly 
less direct; the curates and their chiefs are a series of almost libellous 
likenesses. YiUette reproduces her stay in Brussels with the same 
audacious fidelity. When she cannot copy she can only dream. 

This indicates, if not a grave fault, at an/ rate a distinct want in 

' Note to Second F.ditUm —Thib statement has been challenged hs inaccurate. 
If so, the inaccuracy is Charlotte Bronte’s own. “ C. Bell” wrote to George 
T.,ewes on 6th November 1847 : “Jane Eyre was rather objected to at first on 
the same grounds, but finally found acceptance.” 
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her artistic nature. 'riie transcript of personal experience is not 
only a legitimate, but an almost invariable, part of the novelist^s re¬ 
sources. We have it in Fielding as in Smollett, in Sterne as in Miss 
Burney, in Miss Austen as in Scott, in Dickens as in Thackeray. 
But’the'novelist cannot, like the poet, “look m his heart,” and his 
memory, and write exclusively. The result, save in a person of 
almost supernatural experience and cjuite supernatural character, 
must be monotonous, and can hardly fail, even in its monotony, to 
be scanty. Every life (it has been said in many forms) will give 
one book if the liver knows how to wiite it; but few lives indeed 
will give more than one. 

There are other things in this curious writer which might be 
noted as faults, as well as some which might be set to her credit. 
But her great merit is that she really did initiate. We had the 
picaresque novel, the romance of adventure, the prose comedy of 
manners and character, the extravagan/a, the historical novel, the 
novel intensely domestic. She introduced a new cross and blend 
which was at once domestic and romantic, analytic and imaginative, 
pathetic and ethical—the novel neither namby-pamby nor goody- 
goody, nor idly handling .sham terrors, nor clumsily, and without 
magic, trying to emulate the Great Magician’s dealings with the past, 
nor decorating the present with mawkish sentiment and third-hand 
rhetoric. In a word, she showed the way, though in her own work 
she hardly discovered the country. 

She was followed, and pretty close, by a group (T remarkable 
novelists, most of whom cannot be said to have owed each other 
anything, because they were \ery nearly of the same age. The 
eldest oi the group, who became the biographer of Char- ^ G. k ll 
lotte Bronte herself, was not the most remarkable, though 
she has her partisans. This was Elizabeth Stevenson, a name in 
which few will recognise Mrs. Gaskell. She was born in 1810 at 
Chelsea, but was brought up at Knutsford, near Manchester, and in 
1832 married a Unitarian minister of that city. Her first novel of 
importance, Mary Barton (1848), was also almost the first attempt 
(though Disraeli had touched the subject in his meteoric way in Sybit, 
and others otherwise) to make the lower life of a great manufacturing 
town, faithfully pictured, into the substance of a novel, rather in the 
way in w^hich Miss Austen had used the life of English parsonages and 
manor-houses than in the fantastic manner of Dickens. It was a 
great and a deserved success. AV/M, five years later, develops the 
more theatrical side of the talent shown in Mary Barton., but Cran¬ 
ford., its contemporary (1853), is nearer to the actual subjects and 
manner of the mistress—for there can be very little doubt that it 
would hardly have been what it is if Emma had not been written, 
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though Mrs. (jaskell replaced the slightly merciless satire of the 
original with an amiable sympathy, less potent but hardly less agree¬ 
able. Of the books which follow-ed, till her death in 1865, North 
(wd South (1855), and Syhnifs I.oi>c 7 's (1863), with the unfinished 
IVh'cs and Daughters (1866), may be especially mentioned. In Mary 
Barton the labour-troubles of her scene give her something of the 
extraordinary interest and excitement to which the elder novelists had 
thought it almost obligatory to have recourse ; but in most of her 
other work she dared the dangers of the obvious, and found them 
vain. 

Next in order of birth was a slightly eccentric but very powerful 
tale-teller, Charles Reade, who tried all styles, and never did any¬ 
thing commonplace in any, though perhaps he never turned out an 
actual masterpiece. He was born 111 1814, at Ipsden in 

Re?u!r Oxfordshire, of a family of the squirearchy, became a 
Demy and then in due course a Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford, and was called to the Ear, but neither ])ractised nor 
took up any regular employment. After the manner of a French 
rather than of an English man of letters he began with play-writing, 
which he never gave u]), though he was not more successful in pro¬ 
ducing literary drama than most of his contemporaries ; and he did 
not make his maik as a novelist till he was nearly forty, when, in 
1852, he published Peg Woffington. 'riienceforward he was a 
frecpient, but not too frequent, producer of novels, which he wrote on 
the modern system of doc ument ^^-collectmg—gatheiing from news¬ 
papers and books every particular, about things past or present, that 
he thought might give principal or auxiliary interest to his talcs, 
but infusing into each louches of remarkable idiosyncrasy. His best 
books beyond all question are Jt is Never too Late to Mend (1856) 
and 'Lhe Cloister and the Hearth (1861): the one a story, first of 
brutality towxirds prisoners m gaols, and then of the new Australian 
gold-fields ; the other a wonderful adaptation, m the special spirit 
of the later nineteenth century, cjf the Colloquies and other autobio¬ 
graphical or semi-autobiographical writings of Erasmus, which are 
drawn upon to give a romantic picture of that humanist’s father. 
But It may be questioned w'hether the already-mentioned Peg Woffing¬ 
ton and Christie Johnstone (1853), also an early piece, to which 
may be added Love nic JMth\ Love me Long (1859), do not show 
him at his very best, if they are not his very best hooks, because 
they are less overladen than the others, and,, still less than his later 
works from Griffith Gaunt (1863) to A Woman-Hater (1877), with 
“ purpose,” wMth “ document,” with episode, and with digression. 
He died in 1884. 

Yet another year, and in 1815 was born Anthony Trollope, a 
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novelist immensely prolific, popular for a time, thouj^h not quite till 
his death, a good deal underrated since, never perhaps rated or likely 
to be rated by good critics among the first, but sure 
with such critics, sooner or later, of recognition as 'f^oU^pe. 
interesting and singularly typical. He belonged to a 
literary family, for his mother was herself a popular and prolific 
novelist, and his elder brother, Thomas Adolphus, was a miscellaneous 
writer of industry and merit, chiefly on Italian subjects. Anthony 
himself, though he went for a tune to two ^rcat piiblu' schools— 
Winchester and Harrow—was rather irregulaily educated on the 
whole, and entered the public service early, reaching a high position 
in the Post Office, and deriving not a few of his scenes and char¬ 
acters from his experiences there. He had also a lather wide know¬ 
ledge of different kinds of English upper middle-class society and 
of some of the lower, was an enthusiastic fo\-huntcr, knew London 
society, literary and other, well, and at the same time had a knowledge 
of the peculiar and characteristic life of calhedial towns winch would 
not have disgraced h^ielding or Miss Austen. After some initial 
experiments, in vdiich he did not show himself at his full strength, he 
began in 1855 to make his mark with I'hc \\'a 7 and made it 
unmistakably a little later with Jiarchesier Towers^ wliu h wants only 
a jc-ne-sais-quoi to be one of the greatest English no\els. The new 
development of magazines, with serials running through them instead 
of appearing separately in parts, exactly smt(‘d I'rollopc^'s business¬ 
like fashions of composition, and contributed enormously to his profit, 
though It may be doubtful whether it did not injure his fame by 
tempting him to over-production. He lived too long e\cn for his 
profit, and he wrote far too much for his fame ; but his truth to life, 
and not merely to external life, was extraordinary, his fertility in 
scene and character wonderful, and his positive power far greater 
than it has recently been usual to admit. As the piince of a whole 
class of novelists who have flourished throughout the later nineteenth 
century, he at least must occupy a representative position when the 
rest of his tribe are forgfotten ; and it is by no means impossible that 
some who go to him merely out of the curiosity aroused by this 
representative position will continue to read him for his intrinsic 
merit. 

1819 saw the birth of two greater writers, though the uncertainty 
of reputation which seems to affect the novelist more than any other 
class has attacked Ihenj too, especially the elder. Mary Ann Evans, 
later Mrs. Cross, known in literature as George Eliot, 
was born at Arbury, in Warwickshire, and till the age 
of thirty lived in the same neighbourhood. She wrote, 
or at least published, nothing early, but, having altered her religious 
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views, translated Strauss's Life of fesus^ and in 1849 went abroad to 
Geneva. When she returned she began writing for the Westminster 
Review^ her essays, reviews, and some further translations of anti- 
Christian work, showing ability, but no very great talent, and not 
even an approach to genius. But she met, was attracted by, and in 
a short time went to live with (icorge Henry Lewes (1817-78), a 
somewhat Bohemian man of letters, of great attainments and remark¬ 
able critical power, who, though apparently unable to produce original 
work of merit himself, seems somehow to have discovered, developed, 
or accidentally started the faculties of his companion. The tales 
called Scenes of Clerical Life began to appear in BlackivoocPs Maga¬ 
zine at the beginning of 1857, and next year the more ambitious 
novel of Adajn Bede was published. The humour, pathos, and un- 
copied distinction of this, hit both the critical and the public taste of 
the moment, and the author (who retained her pseudonym, though 
attempts to claim the credit of her work made it necessary before 
very long to disclose her identity) strengthened her fiosition by 7 'he 
Mill on the Floss (i860) and Silas Marncr (r86i). There are 
those who think that, had she died at this time, her reputation would 
have been less exposed to danger than it has actually proved to be ; 
and it is certain that in all her novels after this time there is a shift¬ 
ing of the ground from the humorous-pathetic treatment of the lower 
or lower-middle provincial classes, which had hitherto been her 
stronghold, and of which she had pci haps exhausted the capabilities. 
But public taste came for a time more and more to her, and Romola^ 
an Italian Renaissance story (1863), Felix Holt (1866), and Middle- 
march (1871) were novels which brought in more fame and more 
profit than any of their time. Indeed this last, appearing as it did 
just at the time when an engouement (as the French term it) for 
undogmatic religion, unconventional morality, and apparently free 
thought had set in, made her sort of coterie-idol. It was for a 
time almost treason to “ culture ” not to admire her. Then the tide 
turned, and though her next and Jp.st novel, Daniel Deronda (1876), 
had a great sale, yet its rather preposterous subject (the delight of a 
supposed young English gentleman in finding out that he is really 
a Jew), and the appalling semi-scientific jargon in which it was 
written, turned most tastes against it. Miss Evans's only later work 
(her marriage with Mr. Cross took place after Mr. Lewes's death 
m 1878, and shortly before her own) was the Impressions of Theo¬ 
phrastus Such (1879), better than \\ seemed to be, but was 

not popular. Her posthumous memoirs (she died at the end of 1880) 
were rather instructive as biography than interesting as literature. 

In the years which have passed since her death, though her works 
are believed still to be widely read, her repute with the critics has 
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decreased out of all proportion to her real merhs, though in pretty 
exact proportion to the extravagant heights to which the same critics 
or their likes had formerly raised it. This factitious hciglit she can 
never recover in the estimate of a competent judgment. But it is 
probable that her four first fiooks m fiction,^ with passages in all her 
later, will gradually rero\ cr for her, and leave her safely established 
in, a high position among the second class of English novelists, those 
who have rather observed than cre ated, rather unlocked a hoard of 
experience than developed a structure of imagination, who h«ave no 
\ery good or attraiiive st\Ie, but write eleaily and with knowledge. 
And the most saving gr.ice of all will doubtless be found in her 
humour, a variety of th.it gieat gift which is not itself of the greatest, 
being paitial, entirely absent at limes, and never of the most 
abounding or original c\cn .it its best, but real, true, and at times 
singularly h.ijipy. 'I'he same description, though in a less degree, 
will apply to her ]).ithos. 

Cdi.arles Kingsle)', a littb- (Jcoigc Eliot’s senior Hic w^as born in 
the sfimc year, but earlier, at Holne in Uevonshire), might almost be 
described as the counterpart, complete in difference, of that remarkable 
w'oman. He had the poetiy, the elocjuence, the varied 
glow and c'olour, the interest in active life, sport, tra\el, 
adventure, which she lacked ; but he was destitute of the 
philosophical aptitudes wdin h, not always to her jic.ice, she possessed. 
And though it would be almost as untrue to rcpiesent him as desti¬ 
tute of the power of creating character as it would be to represent 
hcj* as destitute c^f that of depicting incident, yet he is eminently the 
romrincc r, she eminently the novelist of their resp -ctivc time, the 
features of which each reflected with uncommon though divergent 
fidelity. 

Kingsley w^ent first to King’s College, London, then to Magdalene 
College, Cambridge, obtained first the curacy and then the rectory 
of Eversley in Hampshire, and spent there a busy and happy, though 
not very long, life, which cdosed in 1075. Besides his living, he held 
at different times a canoniy of Middleham, the Professorship of 
Modern History at Cambridge, canonries of Chester and West¬ 
minster, and a chaplaincy to the Queen. And he was busy, all his 
life, with literary work rather unusually excellent, considering its 
variety in kind. His verse is not voluminous, but his Sainfs 
Tragedy (1848) is much above the average of the semi-dramatic 
work of the century,^nd the small volume, Andromeda and other 
(1858), which chiefly contains the rest of his work outside 

* She wrote a good deal of verse, of very little merit as poetry, though 
touched occasionally with a certain fervour of undogmatisni and other will- 
wortthips. 

3 c 
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prose, includes in the title-poem the best, and almost the only good, 
continuous hexameters in the English langUcage ; some of the most 
exquisite songs for music—“The Three Fishers,” “The Starlings,” 
“ The Sands of Dee, ” and others—that have ever become popular ; 
ballads, from “The Last Buccanier” and “The Red King” down- 
vi^ard, of extraordinary force and fire ; and not one single bad thing, 
nor hardly a weak one, in the whole volume. His sermons, in the 
plainer kind, arc of singular goodness ; his miscellaneous essays 
of unusual interest and brilliancy, except when definitely critical, a 
function for which his prejudices, and his defect in logical power, 
together with a certain tendency to inaccuracy of fact, unfitted him. 
He was for the same reasons not very successful as a historical 
writer, and on one unfortunate occasion, engaging m controversy 
with nearly the most formidable controversialist of the century. 
Cardinal Newman, he experienced a discomfiture which was rather 
due to the blundering of his tactics than to the weakness of his 
case. But his special vocation was fiction, and though his failings 
and inequalities appear fully m his novels, those readers are to be 
pitied who are prevented by them from enjoying work which some¬ 
times apjiroaches, if it docs not actually equal, the veiy best in 
English, and never leaves the reader long without brilliant consola¬ 
tions for any disajipointment it may have inflicted. Kingsley began 
life as an enthusiastic Cailyhan, but with a belief in “the people” 
which he certainly did not learn from Carlyle ; and though his early 
crude “ Christian Socialism ” was a little toned down by experience, it 
left him to the last a politician more generous than exactly wise. 
At first, however, it helped to inspire, just after the great Chartist 
year of 1848-49, two novels— Locke (1849) and 1 \\csi (1851), 
the one embodying his experiences of University life and of the 
slums of London, the other touching on Tractarianism, English 
country life, sport, and passing politics, all blended with a passionate 
love-story—which v/ill bear comparison with the first attempts of any 
writer. Indeed, prose fiction had^ never given anything like the 
splendid pictures of Yeasty inspired partly, no doubt, by Mr. Ruskin, 
though Kingsley was far above mere copying. The power shown 
in these books was applied, in perhaps increasing measure, to a 
dangerous subject, the break-up of the Roman Empire, in Hypatia 
(1853), a book of extreme brilliancy, where the author almost 
entirely eluded the curse that rests on most classical novels. But 
the full range and reach of Kingsley’s facvlty was not seen till 
Weshvard Ho I (1854), a novel of Elizabethan adventure, written in 
the full glow of that return of patriotic fervour which came upon 
Englishmen with the Crimean War, exhibiting hardly any of his 
defects, and on a wonderfully sustained level of excellence. Some 
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have found it ‘‘ dull,” while others, or even the same, have been 
offended by its religious, political, and national enthusiasm. The 
last is not a literary objection ; the first can best be compared with 
Gabriel Harvey’s opinion of ‘‘ that Elvish Queene.” Kingsley was 
never again at his best except in the best parts, which are not the 
whole, of the delightful fantasy of The Watc 7 ‘-Babics (1863), where 
his magnificent descriptive power, his poetic fancy, and his not 
quite trustworthy, but at best exquisite, blend of humour and pathos 
find scope. Two Year^ Ago (1857), a modern novel referring to 
the time of the Crimean War itself, mingles good and bad in an unsafe 
proportion; and Herewa^'d the Wake (1866), a new rendering, with 
additions, of the adventures of the historical or legendary defender of 
the East Anglian fens against William tlie Conqueror, does the same 
thing in diffeient material. In inequality Kingsley has few equals, 
in goodness not many more superiors. 

His brother^ Henry (1830-76) had some of his merits, was a 
better humourist, and perhaps a better novelist, if not so good a 
romancer ; but be had to write for bread, and never succeeded, save 
perhaps once in the Australian novel of Geoffrey Hanilyn 
(1859), m doing himself justice so far as an entire book 
is concerned. But his best and most charming things are to be 
found in Rai’cndioc (1862), which, chaotic as a novel, contains 
character, humour, and chivalry that would do credit to the very 
greatest. Wilkie Collins, who was born in 1824, and died in 
1889, was the son of an estimable painter of the English school, 
was a friend and close follower of Dickens, and, during the time 
between 1850 and 1870 chiefly, composed novels, The Dead Secret 
(^ 857 )> Womaji in White (i860), No Najfic (1862), The 

Moonstone (1868), etc, which had a great deal of popularity, and 
may be said to stand about midway between Dickens’s and Charles 
Reade’s in kind, but a good deal below both in humorous and 
romantic quality. Wilkie Collins, however, was in pure literary 
gift inferior to his brother, Charles Alston, who did various things, 
especially the Cruise upo 77 Wheels^ a sort of new “Journey,” neither 
wholly sentimental nor wholly humorous, which has a singular 
combination of truth with fanciful grace. Other novelists, Mrs. 
Craik, Major Whyte-Melville, “the author of Guy Livingstone 
(that is to say, (j A. Lawrence), Frank Smedley, can but receive the 
notice of bare inclusion. But a little more is due to Margaret 
Oliphant Wilson, Mr^j. Oliphant (1828-97), who is among women 
novelists the parallel to Anthony Trollope among men for prolific 

^ A third brother, George, was part author with the Earl of Pembroke of a 
remarkable record ol their South Sea experiences, Seuth Sea Bubbles, of The Earl 
and the Doctor, 
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and popular production, for diffused talent, and for having at one 
period (in her case that of the Chnmicles of Carlingjord (1863-66), 
as in his of the Chy'onicles of Barsct) shown something like genius. 
Mrs. Oliphant too, like Trollope, but more copiously, wrote things 
outside fiction, and her last work, the posthumous House of Black- 
7000 f was a singularly successful attempt m a very difficult kind. 

Many of the novelists born in the second quarter of the century, 
including their acknowledged chief Mr. George Meredith, are 
still alive, and therefore not to be noticed here. 'J'hey have all 
exhibited, in different degrees and blends, that characteristic of the 
novel, as it was reconstituted towards the middle of the century, 
which has been noticed above—the preference (wuth occasional 
divergencies and flights into the historical, the fantastic, and other 
varieties) of strictly ordinaiy life. It so happened, how^ever, that at a 
still later period, and when a third generation had grown or was 
growing up, popular taste veered somewdi<it round to the adventurous, 
and in the strict sense romantic ; and as it happens likewise, the most 
leinark.dile practitioner of this kind by far—-a w'riter not less note¬ 
worthy strictly as such than as a teller of tales—has passed away and 
abides our censure. 

This was Robert Louis Balfoui Stevenson, wdio dropped his third 
name on his title-pages. He w'as born on 13th November 1850, 
was educated at Edinburgh, and called to the Bar, but had tastes 
neither for science nor for the professions, and before long 
K. I. Steven- p, wandering and literature, which remained his 

occupations during the too brief remainder of his life. He 
did not make himself very early know n, and, peihaps because he was 
somewhat slow in settling to his real vocation of romance, the public 
did not find him out for some time after he actually presented him¬ 
self. Before 1883 he had published five volumes, partly reprinted 
matter. 

The first two of these were accounts of eccentric travels, Au 
Inhmd Voyage (1878) and 7 ravels^ 70 zth a Donkey (1879); then 
followed two others of essays, Vitginibus Puerisque (1881) and 
Fazniliar Studies of Men and Books (1881) ; only at the tail (1882) 
cqpie Ne 70 Arabian Aliyhts^ which he had contributed earlier to a 
periodical called London. The first four were less noticeable for their 
matter (though a strong- originality, a pleasant humour, and a great 
faculty of enjoyment were all evident in them) than for a style some¬ 
times curiously tormented,” never entirely ,free from labour, but 
always of the most ambitious kind, and constantly on the verge of 
a success, from which it was only debarred by the prominence of 
struggle and reminiscence. The last, with something of this also, 
showed a daring fancy, a command both of the grotesque and the 



THAr. II 


THK VICTORIAN NOVEL 


757 


terrible, in short a hold on the true Romantic, \\hich escaped the 
vulgar judgment, but was unmistakable to those who could see. 
Both appeals were combined, and forced home upon the most careless 
reader, in the famous story of Treasure hhmd^ which appealed at last 
in 1883, and established Mr. Stevenson’s reputation. 

He lived eleven years longer, wandering, partly in search of health 
(he was hopelessly consumptive) and partly from natural errantry, all 
over the world, till he finally fixed himself in Samoa, where he 
bec ame a sort of white chieftain, interested himself, wdth characteristic 
intensity and half-conscious whim, in native politics, and died 
suddenly in the winter of 1894. He had in the interval published, 
sometimes in ostensible collaboration, many volumes of prose, and 
three of verse. 

These last, A ChiUPs Garden of Verse (1885), Vndenvoods 
(1887), and Ballads (1889), had the note of not always quite 
disengaged originality, which he could not help giving, but do not 
show him to the same advantage as does the prose (^f Prince Olio 
(1885), Dr, Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (i886j. Kidnapped (1887), The 
Black Arrow (1888), The Master of Ball an true (1889), and Catriofia^ 
the second part of Kidnapped (1893). This was his List completed 
story, and perhaps his best. At Ins death he w'as engaged on two 
others, which he left unfinished, IVeir of Hoiniskm., an altogether 
masterly fragment, where the presence of his native soil, and the 
strong charactei of the apparently intended story, seemed likely to 
have got him free altogether from his trammels ; and Si. Ives.^ a much 
inferior performance, which reads oddly like an imitation, not of him¬ 
self, but of some of his own imitators, who by this time were numerous. 

Mr. Stevenson presents foi us, m a new and extremely interesting 
form, the problem whether it would not have been better for him to 
have been born in a period not “literary” at all. In such a case he 
might have wTitten nothing; but in such a case, had he written any¬ 
thing, his native fund of humour and of imagination, his hardly surpassed 
faculty of telling a story (though not exactly of finishing one), his wit, 
his command at once of the pathetic and the horrible, must have 
found organs of expression which would not have been choked and 
chained and distorted as they were by the effort to imitate—to make a 
style eclectic yet original. But we may very well be thankful for him 
as he was, and hope that the first great novelist of the coming century 
W’lll be half as good as he, the last exclusively of the nineteenth.^ 

^ Although she just readied the twentieth, at least a note must he given to 
Charlotte Mary Yonge (1823-1901), one of the most prolilie, one of the most 
stainless morally, and one of not the least gifted by natural wit and acquired 
accomplishment, of all English novelists. 



CHAPTER III 

HlSTOk\ AND CRinClSJVl 

Carlyle— IT155 life and woiks -llis tjenius—His style—Kinglake—Buckle —Free¬ 
man— (ireen - I'Voude — Matthew Arnold- Mr Kuslvin—Ait in Knglish 
literature—Jsynioiids— Pater. 

There is a certain advantai^e in taking the prominent departments 
of jirose, in any given period, together; that the prominent depart¬ 
ments, apart from fiction, of English prose, during the last two-thirds 
of the nineteenth century, have been history and criticism, there will 
be little question ; and, moreover, the two are connected by more than 
this chance link. As a matter of fact nearly all permanent historians 
of the time, Macaulay, Carlyle, F'roude, have been critics, even 
literary critics, while Mr. Ruskin, the most prominent critic, pure and 
simple, has paid constant, if .sometimes fantastic, attention to history. 
Sometimes, indeed, we may meet ^ith a historian like Mr. Freeman, 
whose taste is not mainly for literature, or with a critic like Mr. 
Arnold, who has a positive distaste for history. But these are 
exceptions which make, not unmake, the rule. As stated before, 
this chapter will be headed by Carlyle, who, though an older man 
than almost any mentioned in this Book, hardly made any definite 
mark till the thirties, and maintained his primacy during no less than 
forty-four years of the reign of (^)ueen Victoria. 

Thomas Carlyle was born on 4th December 1795, at Eccle- 
fechan in Dumfriesshire. He was the son of a stone-mason, and 
both his father and his mother were persons of strong character, not a 
few of theipfamous son’s phrases and ways of speech being, 
^ it would seem, traceable to them. The parish school, 
the Academy or Ciiammar School of Annan, and the University of 
Edinburgh, which he entered in his fifteenth year, saw his education ; 
and then, having no fancy for the Church, and less for the Law, he 
became a schoolmaster, and practised that office, against the grain, for 
some years in different places. He did some hackwork for ency¬ 
clopaedias, etc., and wrote a little for the London Magazine^ as he 
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did later for Fraser and the Edinburgh. Blackxuooa^ a more con¬ 
genial place than any of these, he seems never to have tried, and its 
Toryism would probably then have repelled him. He lived for a 
time in London, knew Coleridge, wrote (m the orthodox late 
(Georgian style, as different from his later and characteristic way as a 
wax candle from a Roman one) his respectable Life of Schiller 
(1825), and in 1826 secured his future career by marrying Miss Jane 
Welsh, a young lady much his superior in position, possessed of a 
small property, attractive, though no beauty, m person, and albeit pro¬ 
vided, as became a descendant of John Knox, with a quick temper and 
an exceedingly sharp tongue, yet also endowed with something like 
genius, with extraordinary resolution and devotion, and with the prac¬ 
tical wits necessary to nurse or mother (for it very nearly came to that) a 
dyspeptic, desponding, and extremely unpractical man of genius him¬ 
self. The small, and probably not very exceptional, unhappinesses of 
the pair have been unfairly made known, and unduly exaggerated by 
comment. But it is not very certain that Mrs. Carlyle would have 
been happier widi any one else, certain that she received, as none of her 
contemporaries except Mrs. Tennyson did, the position of “ wife to a 
man of genius,” which she coveted, and certain also that this genius 
would very likely have come to little or nothing but for her. Carlyle 
retired to his wife’s farm of Craigenputtock, in his native county ; 
and between 1828 and 1834, at Craigenputtock, he digested (in so 
far as he ever did digest) the chaos of thought and doubt that had 
been seething in him for a third of a century, acquired his own style, 
and applied it in Sartor Resarius., The Ff'cnch Revolution {;c\X\^diSX 
most of It), and by far the greater part of the articles and reviews 
which compose his Miscellaneous Essays. 

The hrst of these—one of the wildest books in appearance (so 
much so that it c^isgusted and frightened most of the subscribers to 
Erasers, in which it appeared), but original and memorable as few 
are—contains, in the guise of an account of the (ierman philosopher, 
Diogenes Teufelsdrockh, and his “philosophy of clothes” (a notion 
borrowed from Swift, as much of the nomenclature is translated from 
Scott), a good deal of autobiography. Entepfuhl is Ecclefcchan, and 
the spot of the revelation of the “Everlasting No,” nominally the 
Rue St. Thomas de PEnfer in Pans, has been authoritatively identi¬ 
fied with the junction of Leith Walk and Pilrig Street, on the 
outskirts of Edinburgh. But it also contained the first and almost 
the definitive manifelfco of Carlyle’s celebrated “Gospel”—-a gospel 
very negative in general and not in detail very positive, but wholly 
tonic and healthy in its denunciation of the shams which at no time 
in the world’s history have been more prominent than in the nineteenth 
century. 
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In 1834 the Carlyles moved to London, and soon established 
themselves in the C helsea house which continued to be their home. 

TJu: French Revolution^ .after being destroyed by acci- 
dent and rewritten, appe<ared in 1837, and there could 
be no doubt about Carlyle after this. No such coiD- 
bination of historical research and vivid dramatic quality had been 
seen before. It stands, and ever will stand, alone—at once a 
history of remarkable accuracy (the errors detected since are all 
trifles) and a romance of hardly equalled splendour. Carlyle lec¬ 
tured a good deal in his early London years, but only one course 
was published by himself, the /Zeroes and //ei-o-Worship of 1841. 
Between this and /'he d'lrnch Revolution he had issued the short 
jiiece on Chartism (not his happiest); and with the JZeroes^ or 
nearly so, appeared the first collection of his admirable Fssays. His 
peculiar historical method icappeared in J^ast and /^resent (1843), the 
earlier part of which is an astonishing imaginative, yet not fabulous, 
reconstruction of the Middle Ages ; and then he set it to a new and 
severe task in /'he l.ettei’s and Speeches of Oln’cr Cromwell (1845). 
'I'hese latter documents, many of which aie written in the most obscure 
jargon that ever called itself English, are by Carlyle not merely 
woven up, after the fashion which Boswell h.id begun .and Lockhart 
jierfectcd, into a continuous biogr.iphy, but interpreted with alto¬ 
gether marvellous jialieiKc, ingenuity, and devotion. He did not 
publish anything more till 1850, when the Lattei'-Pay /\imphtets- 
things more like the Sartor in style th.an .anything he had written in 
the interval, and .among the greatest of political s.itires—appeared, 
while he followed them up next year with the quietest, .and m the 
common sense most human, of all his books, the /a/c of his friend 
John Stei/iny;. And then he grappled \Mth the /listoiy of /^Vederick 
the Create which jiiactically exhausted e\cn his energies for fourteen 
years. The result was a book as to winch some extreme Carlylians 
.are in doubt whether to wash or not that he had never written it. The 
hero is quite unwairthy of him, the '*c.ale and scheme could not be 
made other than scrappy, .and few of the incidents .and characters are 
of the very first interest. Yet out of the v.ast miscellany, for that is 
what it really is, almost innumenable things of the first excellence 
may be picked. It wais finished m 1865. Carlyle was soon after 
elected Rector by the students of his old University, and, again a 
little later, his wife died. He passed the remaining years of his 
life, which ended in 1881 . in arranging hist owm and his wife’s 
memoirs, publishing only a few things— Early Kings of Norway 
(1875) the best His autobiographic.al remains were published after 
his death by Mr. Froude—in undoubted good faith, and not to the 
direct annoyance of any reasonable disciple, but with the certain effect 
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of for a time alienatinj^ the foolisher folk by their nature, and with the 
too probable one of deterring posterity by their bulk. Some day, no 
doubt, a Carlyle will arise for Carlyle himself, and do for him what 
he did for Cromwell if not for Frederick. 

About his genius there can be no doubt from the true com¬ 
parative and historical view, whatever temporary disturbances and 
displacements of opinion may have been or may be. It has three 
aspects—the first, which concerns us least, that jj 
general tone ; the next, which concerns us more, that of 
handling and treatment of subject ; and the last, winch concerns us 
most, that of style. It is because of his peculiar handlin'^ and treat¬ 
ment that Carlyle almost alone, of jiersons ])orn befoie the end of the 
eighteenth century, has been included iii this liook Whether the 
nineteenth has developed remarkable t\])es of its own, m life and 
character, may be a cjuestion less confidently to be answered in the 
affirmative than most of its children seem to suppose ; that it has 
endeavoured to enter, and to a gie.it extent has succeeded in entering, 
as no other has done, into types and characters of the past, is certain. 
And in this respect no writer has expiessed its tendencies more 
powerfully than Carlyle. He may almost be s.iid to have been the 
first to present histone cliaracters “realised” after the fashion of the 
novelist, but with limitation to fac:t. In other words, he wrote 
history as Shakespeaie long before and Scott in his own time wrote 
drama or romance, though he tasked his imagination not to create 
but to vivify and learrange the particulars. 

The style whic h he used for this purpose, and which undoubtedly 
had not li little to do with the success of the method, ^ouid hardly 
have come into existence except at the time of the revolt of prose 
following that of poetry, against the limitations and ^ ^ ^ 

conventions of the eighteenth century. Representing, as 
it did, that revolt pushed to its very furthest, it naturally shocked 
precisians, some of whom are not reconciled to this day ; and it must 
be admitted that it was susceptible of degradation and mannerism 
even in its creator’s hands, and has proved, almost without exception, 
a detestable thing in those of imitators. Rut Carlyle himself at his 
best, and sometimes to his last, could use it with such effect of pathos 
now and then, of magnificence often, of vivid and arresting presenta¬ 
tion in all but a few cases, as hardly any prose-writer has ever ex¬ 
celled. His expression, like the matter conveyed in it, may be too 
strong for the weak, tc^ varied and elusory in its far-ranging purport 
for the dull, too much penetrated with ethical gravity and clear-eyed 
recognition of fai.t for those who like mere prcttiness and mere 
aesthetic make-believe ; but both are of the rarest and greatest. 

Its characteristics, like those of nearly all great styles, are partly 
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obvious, partly recondite, or altofjether fugitive, even from the most 
acute and persevering investigation. In the lowest place come the 
mechanical devices of capitals -a revival, of course, of an old habit 
—italics, dashes, and other recourses to the assistance of the printer. 
Next may be ranked ceitain stenographic tricks as regards grammar 
—the omission of conjunctions, pronouns, and generally all parts of 
speech which, by relying strictly on the readers ability to perceive 
the meaning without them, can be omitted, and the omission of 
which both gives point and freshness to the whole and emphasises 
those words that are left. Next and higher come exotic, and specially 
German, constructions, long compound adjectives, unusual compara¬ 
tives and su})erlatives like “beautifullei,” unsparing employment of 
that specially English idiom by which, as it has been hyperbolically 
said, every verb can be made a noun and every noun a verb, 
together with a certain, though not very large, admixture of actual 
neologisms and comings like ‘‘(ogmanity.’' Farther still from the 
mechanical is the art of arrangement in order of words and juxtaposi¬ 
tion of clauses, cadence and rhythm of phinse, all of which go so 
far to make up style in the positive. And beyond these again comes 
the indefinable pait, the jiart which always remains and defies analysis. 

The origin of the whole has been much discussed. It is certain 
that in his first published book there is, as has been said, no trace 
of It. The Life of SiJiilIer is not very distinguishable from the 
more solemn efibrts of Lockhart or Southey ; w hile in Sartor Rei^artus^ 
written but a short time afterw^ards, the style is full-blown and 
in its very wildest luxun.ince. It used to be put dowm almost wholly 
to imitation of the Germans, especially Richter; but though some 
influence from jean Paul is not to be denied, it may be very easily 
exaggerated. Undoubtedly there are some reminiscences of Sterne, 
Jean Paul’s master. Carlyle is said himself to have attributed much 
of it to family slang caught from his father and mother, and it is 
J certain that there are strong resemblances in it to Scottish writing 
of the seventeenth century of the mwe fantastic kind, such as that of 
Sir Thomas Urciuhart. Rut we find premonitions of Carlyle in many 
places, even such unexpected ones as Johnson, and on the whole 
‘ the manner may be most safely and accurately described as in the 
smaller part a mosaic from his immense reading, in the larger part 
due partly to the creative, but more to the arranging and transforming, 
power of his owm genius. 

The historical production of the latter hjllf or two-thirds of the 
century has been very considerable, but there are perhaps not more 
than four or five other writers wdio can secure a place here, while 
even in the case of one or tw^o of these objections might be raised. 

Alexander Kmglake, not exactly a great historian, and a con- 
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spicuous victim of the temporary craze for devoting histones of 
enormous length to periods of short duration, occupies a very im¬ 
portant place in the history of English style. He was ^ ^ 
born in 1811, was educated at Eton and Cambridge, ^ ’ 

an^, Vjeing a man of easy means, spent the rest of his life partly 
as a member of Parliament, partly in travel abroad, and partly in 
London club-life at home, till his death in 1891. lie set a certain note 
of style, with more distinctness and effect than has been always recog¬ 
nised, in the brilliant volume of tiavel called EolJicn^ which appeared 
in 1844. Of the brilliancy, and to a great extent the novelty, of the 
style of this there can be no cjuestion. But of its positive goodness 
there may be much. The hard brassy flash of almost swaggering 
epigram, which Matthew Arnold later denounced in the History of 
the Crimean JVar, is already apparent, and is ])artly induced by the 
author’s affectation of a sort of “ thorn-crack!mg pc 7 ‘siflagc over things 
in general,animated by a suj'erhcial and deliberate cynicism. Nor 
are the contrasted passages of fine writing more agreeable, being 
even more than Bulwers (which they partly follow) gaudy and 
insincere, while in both keys there is a determination to write unlike 
other people, to be clever at all costs, to unite surprising epithets with 
unexpected nouns. The general effect is certainly “ Corinthian ” ; but 
the length of the book is not sufficient to make it positively disagree¬ 
able, and King lake’s influence, direct and transmitted, has been enor¬ 
mous. It was perhaps unfortunate foi him that he ever undertook his 
vast History of the Crimean I Car ( 1863-87). He had many things in 
his favour- -personal knowledge of part of the matter, almost unlimited 
access to cheuments, vivid interest, and, as Rot hen had shown, a pen 
which, to whatever dangers it was exposed, had almost superabundant 
energy, facility, and resource. But all the faults of his style and 
attitude (except that he exchanged that of a cynical flaneur for 
that of a prose epic-maker) reappeared in exaggerated form, and 
were aggravated further by two fatal faults of handling. In the first 
place, going beyond even his models Thiers and Macaulay, he mag¬ 
nified the scale of his book to a ciuitc intolerable extent; and, in the 
second, he allowed personal passion and animus to transform parts 
of it into laboured panegyric, and other parts into virulent lampoon. 
In short, great as aie the powers which the book displays, it must 
be called, on the whole, an imposing failure. 

Another, though a very different, instance of the influence of the 
idols of the middle of ^;he century is to be found in Henry Thomas 
Buckle, who was born in 1823 (or 1821 was privately educated, 
followed no profession, and died young at Damascus in B^^kle 
1862. Apart from some unnotcworthy Mhcellanies^ his 
work is contained in his unfinished History of Civilisation in Europe^ 



764 


VICTORIAN LITERATURE 


BOOK XI 


of which two volumes (1857-61) only appeared. Buckle, who was 
a kind of disciple of French Positivism, emulated French writers 
even more in the audacious and fallacious sweep of his generalisa¬ 
tions, attributing effects in bulk to the simple operation of certain 
physical causes, forcing facts to agree with his theories wherever an 
agreement, even in appearance, was possible, and unceremoniously 
neglecting them where it \\as not. His style is neither picturesque nor 
elaborate, but very clear and forcible, admitting no doubt about his 
meaning, and at the same time putting that meaning with a vigour 
which the extremely clear styles very often lac:k. He had no taste, 
not miidi judgment, a great deal of jirejudice, and was almost entirely 
dominated by the unintelligent iconoclasm and anli-siqiernaturalism 
of the eighteenth and tlic early part of the nineteenth centuiy. But 
Ills faults (except a certain violence) were not English, and he had 
merits which also are not the commonest in English writers, so that 
he may be treated by orthodox entus with moie chanty than he 
showed in his own unorthodox criticism. 

Eduard Augustus Freeman (1823-92) and John Richard Green 
(^^37’^'^3) -^tood to each other in the relation of master and pupil, 
while both, though they devoted their chief energies to a period 
i rceirjiii INlacMulav clespised, owed him a good deal-- 

Grecn a very gn-eat deal—in method and style. Mi. 
I'leeman, uho as a boy was privately educated, but went to Oxford 
and became a bellow of 'J'rinity ('ollege, first distinguished himself 
by work on church architecture ; but this Avas m his case chiefly a 
means to the study of History, and he soon concentrated himself 
u])on that of England before, during, and for a century 01 so after 
thc period of the Norman Conquest. His Hntoiy of that event, the 
publication of which occupied the decade between 1867 and 1876, 
was not only the most thorough examination of the subject ever made 
up to Its own time, but, whatever minor alterations or supplements 
it may require, is not likely to lose the position of classical work on 
that subject. Also Freeman, whosiS time was his own, and who was 
a very facile writer, produced largely in book form, and in contri¬ 
butions to newspapers (only a small part of which was ever collected), 
’on the subjects of history, historical geograjihy, historical politics, 
and architecture. He was a very learned, and generally, if not 
invariably, a very accurate writer; and the value of his writings for 
reference and as materials is not easily to be exaggerated. Unfor¬ 
tunately, he was both prolix and pedantic in hU general handling, was 
extremely violent and unfair in the controversies m which he delighted, 
and, besides other defects of style, had almost from the first an irritat¬ 
ing habit of allusive periphrasis partly caught from Gibbon, but used 
without any of Gibbon’s matchless judgment. 
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He was, however, hardly to be called a picturesque historian by 
direct intention ; his pupil, John Richard (ireen, was tins first of all. 
He was a native of Oxford, and educated first at Ma^- 
dalcn College School, and then at Jesus College. He ' 
took orders, contributed a good deal to the Sati(?'day Keview^ and did 
a certain amount of parochial work in London. His Short History 
of the EnyiiHi appeared in 1874, and became more popular 

than any other historical work of the century except MacaulayN. This 
book he afterwaixL expanded somewh.it, and supported with a series 
of monographs, which wxis jirobably only prevented by his early death 
from forming a valuable historical lilaarx. Rut liis fame will rest on 
the Short History^ which has, if not a few'of the tlefects, all the 
merits of its populant)'. As in Mac.nil.iy’s case, the accuracy of fact 
is usually scrupulous, but, also as in Macaul.iy’s case (and even to 
a g^reater extent, inasmuch as Mr. Creen look further liberties of 
picturesque style), the f.u ts are generalised, grouped, and rhetorically 
presented in a way not jierhai^s invariably tending so much to exact 
apprehension of the fact as to striking exhibition of it 

An almost infinitely gfreater writer than cither of these (who w'erc 
his invctenitc and hostile critics), not jierhaps m n^ality muc h more 
of a partisan advoc ate than either, but unfortunately the inferior of 
l)Oth, to an altogether suiprising degree, in accuracy of ^ 

statement, was James Anthc)ri> Froude. He was boin 
near 'Lotnes in 1818, and died near vSalcombe, 111 the same county, 
in 1894. He was the younger brother of Richard Hurrell Froude, 
Newman’s companion in the Oxford Movement, and was, after his 
brother’s death, himself for a tune much under Newman’s influence. 

I Jut the c itastrophe of tlie iiioxcincnt sent him not to Rome but to 
freethought; be lesigned his I’ ellcnvship and began to write for 
a living. He had already publi'^bed \wo books, Sho//o7os of the 
Clouds (1847) and the Ncnu'iis of I''aiih (i84()). llis maga/ine, 
and review contributions included the admirable Essays, afterwards 
collected as SJund .SV/rc/?c.r (1867-83). lJut he had more ambitious 
designs, and being, like most of his contemporaries, bitten with the 
mania for history on .in enormous scale, began a great History of 
Enghmd from the Eat I of Wolscy to the Defeat of the Armada^ which 
appeared in twelve volumes between 1856 and 1869, and, though 
attacked with alm^ist frantic bitterness by Freeman and his disciples, 
made a great reputation. This was deserved, despite the faults of 
inaccuracy, of paradox, and of partisanship, which are undeniable, 
because of the merit — at times the transcendent merit—of the 
style, the novel and intense kind of patriotism, and above all, the 
wonclerful gift of historic realisation which it displays. This last 
gift Mr. Froude perhaps got from his following of Carlyle, and he 
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possessed it as no other historian of our time except Carlyle has 
had it. 

For a time Mr. P>oude edited Fraser^s Maga::;ine^ and when his 
great book was done he undertook another, extensive but not so 
extensive, The F.V£i;lish in Ircla?id, which appeared in three volumes 
between 1871 and 1874. In this latter year, and again in the 
following, he was sent on a (Government mission to the Cape, and 
he extended his journeys to other English colonies, with book results 
— Oceania (1886), The How of I lysses (The English in the West Indies) 
(1888). In 1889 he published an Irish historical novel, The Two 
Chiefs of Dunboy. At the death of his enemy Freeman, he succeeded 
him as Trofessor of Modem History at Oxford, and died holding the 
post, his lectures in which had given birth to his two last books— 
Erasmus (1894) and Kuolish Seame?i (1895). Even m this list not 
a few books have been omitted, such as his admirable<^7^/(1880) 
and the less good Caemr His discharge of his duties as 

Carlyle’s literary executor from 1881 onward had brought on him 
much obloquy, and even some accusations of treachery to his friend 
and master; but these latter were absiiid, and it probably is for 
yiostenty to judge w^hethcr the apparently ruthless publication of 
private matter was judicious or not. It is indeed probable that in 
his own ironic and rather cynical mood,^ which had been brought 
about in his case, as in some others, by the shock of religious loss, 
Mr. FToude did not fully anticipate the cflfcct which the disclosures 
wx)uld have on an age as sentimental in reality as it is pessimist in 
affectation. This temper of his, which is well vouched for, and 
which escapes m a tell-tale manner now and then at corners of his 
books, by no means colours them as a whole, being for the most 
part subordinated to the intense enthusiasm foi heroic conduct of all 
kinds which he had learnt from Carlyle himself, and which was of 
the utmost service to him as a historian. In the long run, however, 
he is certain to survive chiefly by virtue of his marvellous style, the 
greatest simple style among English writers of the latter half of the 
century, unless that position be accorded equally— it cannot be awarded 
alone—to his other master, and in a spiritual sense “lost leader,” 
..Newanan. 

Mr. Froude’s chief Oxford contemporaries, Arnold and Ruskin, 
were not historians, but the transition from historian to critic, and 
especially from this historian to these critics, is smooth and natural 
enough. Not only did all “feed their flocks upon the self-same 
hill,” and in very neaily the self-same years, but all in different ways 

’ Tlu* best, or nt lenst the pleasantest, expression of this is the quite charming 
('ai's Pilgrhna^s^e, which appeared onginallj' m the Leader (1851), and was 
afterw ards incorporated w ith the Short Studies, 
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were products of that incalculable ocean-wave of English thought, 
not even yet half enough allowed for, called The Oxford Movement; 
and it was merely an accident of individual temperament which led 
one to history, another to literature, and the third to art, as their 
special provinces-—provinces fiom which, however, each dnerged 
not a little widely, and in the cases of Arnold and Ruskin not a 
little disastrously. In all, too, whether nominally historians or not, 
reigned the dominant historical spirit of the nineteenth century- -the 
iirif'oncpierable desire, even in those who think thcniselvcs most busy 
with the present, to know first of all what the past has said and 
thought and done, if only under the pietext of applying the discovery 
to their own times. 

The chief dates and events of Matthew Arnold’s life will be given 
below in connection with his poetry. He was not very early known 
to the public as a critic or as a prose-writer on other than official 
subjects, though the Ihrface of 1853 revealed him in 
both these characters to those who could read. F>y 
degrees his contributions to magazines, and his growing 
reputation at Oxford, widened the circle of those who could appreciate 
him, and the main doctrines of his Essays ui Cninism (1865)—the 
good influence of Academies, the Philistine” tendencies of English 
thought and style, the necessity of adhering to the ancients and the 
grand manner, the dfcficiency of his countrymen in ideas, and the 
like—may be seen to some small extent in the writings of those who 
had read him before the publication of the book. 'I h.it publication, 
however, established his position- a position which he held, and to 
some extent enlarged, during the next twenty years. lie was, 
moreover, Ih'ofessor of Poetry at Oxfoid betwa'on 1857 and 1867, 
and his lectures took book form, print ipally in two very interesting 
works of criticism, O// I'raiislaiuiy nomr7' (1861) and On the Study 
{)/ Ce/t/e JJterature (1S67). It cannot be said that at any time he 
was popular, or that any of his waitings had a very wide sale. Put, 
speaking as he did from the very first as one w’ho had no dcuibt of 
his owai authority, that authoiity was gradually accepted never, 
indeed, without dissents—in his proper province of literature. 
Unfortunately, he was tempted, according to his owai revival of the 
Greek doctrine of the philosophic position—which he practically 
identified for modern times with that of “ culture ” or literature—to 
stray from this proper domain into others. The quaint and long 
unreprinted Friendships Garland (1871), in which, on the text of 
the Franco-Prussian War, he took occasion to reproach his country¬ 
men with their inferiority to Germany in politics and practice 
generally (just as he had reproached them with their inferiority to 
France in Ideas, Sweetness, Light, and so forth), redeemed, indeed, 



VICTORIAN LITERATURE 


BOOK XI 


* 70 ^ 


:in excessive affeclation of tone and style, and some rather ephemeral 
jocularity, by great liveliness of rather mannered satire, and by a 
considerable undercurrent of truth. But a senes of works, mainly 
on theological subjects —Culfmx n/uf Amr?r//y (1869), SL Paul and 
Protestantism (1870), Literature and I)opna (1873), God and the 
Bible (1875) -occupied too much of his time and was not fortunate. 
The air of jaunty infallibility, which had sometimes janed even in 
matters where the speaker’s competence could not be denied, and 
which, after all, were matters of taste or nothing, sat but ill on one 
sjieaking as an amateur on the gravest subjects. 

Fortunately, Mr. Arnold returned before his death to his proper 
sphere, and, in ways not always free from the defects acciuircd m this 
theological escapade, added not inconsiderably to his total stock in 
his real business MiAed Essays (1879) hlssays in Criticism 
(second series, 1888) contained much admirable work; Irish Essays 
(1882) and Disiourscs m Ameriia (1885) contained some. This 
business was in effect the inculcation —by dint of exhortation in a 
very peculiar, slightly u'cansome, and often very f.iultily-mannered, 
but at its best inc omparably dainty, elegant, and fascinating style—of 
a literary attitude whic h had perhaps always been too rare in England, 
and which, during the Romantic revolt, as well as during the Classical 
domination, had been almost iniknowm. This was what may be 
called the comparative attitude m literary criticism, the comparison 
taking in not merely the ancients but moderns of all times. By 
virtue of one of his characteristic crotchets, Mr. Arnold declined to 
infuse this comparison with the full historic^al sense which it, in fact, 
recpiires, and of which it is m reality the child. He erected certain 
standards and barriers, sometimes just enough, sometimes quite 
arbitrary, w'hich he called “the grand style,” “high seriousness,” and 
so forth. \Vc were to admire the Greeks and m a less degree the 
Latins; but we were not to admire, save very moderately, the men of the 
Middle Age other than Dante. The French were held up as models 
m some ways ; but Mr. Arnold coi^d not honestly recommend French 
poetry. Shakespeare had the grand style only by accident. Chaucer 
had not high seriousness. In short, no criticism, judged by individual 
utterances, is much more piecemeal, arbitrary, fantastic, and unsane 
than Mr. Arnold’s own, austere demander though he be of order, law, 
and sanity in literature. Nev^ertheless, the general effect of this 
criticism was wholly useful and good; and if it be somewhat 
unhistorical to say that it changed critical hi^bits in England for the 
better, it is not in the least unhistorical to say that it was the first 
important symptom of such a change. The criticism of the 
Romantic school had been great, but by force of genius rather 
than learning, and it had, even in the hands of such men as De 
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Quincey, much more of Hazlitt and Lamb, been far too insular. The 
crilicism of the second generation had not been great at all, or where 
it had possessed greatness, as in the cases of Macaulay and Carlyle, 
had not been strictly literary. Even Fiench criticism (to which Mr. 
Arnold resorted for help, especially from Sainte-lieiive) was in his 
own time (hanging for the worse, and becoming, m the hands of Tame 
and his followers, a barren branch of pseudo-science, busying itself 
with question-begging" and otiose prol)Icms of race, tendencies, and 
the like, instead of attending to the pure art of literary comparison. 
Accordingly his theory, if not his practice, especially at a time when 
study of the classics was being ousted from the place which it had so 
long rightfully held, was valuable. And though the style m which it 
was expressed w’as by no means faultless, yet it could not but gain 
from that style — one of almost impec cable correctness m formal 
points, glittering but not gaudy at its best, possessing the mdesciib- 
ablc rhythm, which is never metre, of the best prose, pure without 
being pedantic in vocabulary, and at least sometimes attaining the 
very and mere salt of classical elegance 

The other writer wdio has been specially mentioned (one who 
took his place here of right wink still li\mg) exhibits most excel¬ 
lent differences. Mi. John Ruskin w'as born in London on 8th 
February iSicj and educated at home chiefly, his father, . _ 
who was a wane-merchant and a man of means, having 
a house at Denmark Hill. He w'ent to Oxford as a gentleman- 
commoner of Chiist Church, gamed the Nuwdigate for a poem on 
Salsctte andElephanta in 1839, and took his degree in 1841, being thus 
entitled to describe himself m his first work, Modern rinfers^ which 
followed next year, as “a graduate of Oxford.^’ Mr. Ruskin was an 
ardent student of art, m which, as far as drawing, if not painting, 
wamt, he attained considerable proficiency ; but his real weapon was 
the pen, not the pencil. His first purpose m using it was the 
extolling of Turner above all painters of his own day and most of 
days past ; but the book, wdnch extended to five large volumes and 
occupied seventeen years in composition and publication, turned to a 
vast assemblage of what the Middle Ages would have called “ quod- 
libctal questions”—discussions on all matters connected, and some 
hardly connected at all, with art. Nor did the author confine himself 
to this ample channel for discharging his opinions and employing his 
unicpie style. A much shorter treatise, The Sevefi Lamps oj Archz- 
iecture^ appeared m 1^49, and The Stones of Venice^ in scale and 
character almost as ambitious as Modern Painters itself, in 1851-53 ; 
while between 1855 and 1859 Mr. Ruskin took up, as he had done 
earlier, the cudgels for the English Pre-Raphaelite school in a series of 
“Academy Notes.” He issued two sets of Lectures on Architecture 

3 ^ 
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a7id Painting (1854), and began to diverge into somewhat alien 
paths with The Political Economy of Art (1857). He had also 
written, with other things, Notes on the Construction 0/ Sheeffohh 
(1851), the title showing an ingenious perversity which gained on 
him ; a fairy story, 'J'he A'mg of the uolden Rtvei'^ in 1854, etc. 

In the succeeding decade or so he wiote no larg^e books, but a 
( rowd of small ones, most of them titled m the fashion above noted— 
The EthiiS of the Dust and 7 'he Crown of Wild Olive^ 1866, 
Sesame and Allies^ 1865 ; 77 te Queen of the Air^ 1869; Unto this 
7 .ast, 18('>2 ; 7 'nnc and 7 'ide hy linear and 7 'y?u\ 1867—m which he 
ajiplied his peculiar method, always intertwisting a strand of reference 
to nioials and another to ait, to almost e\cry conceiv^able subject— 
literature, jiolitical economy, mytliology, and physical science, in fact, 
the whole encyclopaedia, with the contents of any daily newspaper 
thrown in. Yet another decade saw' him Slade Professor of Fine 
Art at his owm University (' i 8()9-79'), and witnessed the addition to his 
miscellanies of Munera I 7 ilvem^ 1862-63 ; Aratra Pentelici^ 1872 ; 
The Eagle's Nest, 1872 ; Love\ Meinu\ 1873 ; Aiiadne Floi'cntina^ 
1876 ; 7 'he 7mzvs of Ju'sole, 1877-79, etc. ; while between 1871 and 
1884 he issued what can perhaps best lie called an autobiographic 
chionicle, watli digressions, entitled Eor^ Clavigera. He established 
himself after a time at lirantwood, on Coniston Lake, and in his 
last few yeais no new publications were issued by him, though new 
editions, and more than one or two rec.istmgs of the mighty Modem 
Painters^ his magnum opus, have to be added to the list already 
given, which is itself not nearly complete. He died in 1900. 

An inlluence of such \olume, of such peculiarity, and directing 
Itself in so many w'ays, could not but have great and manifold results ; 
and It IS not entirely easy to separate those wdneh directly concern 
literature from those which indirectly concern it. Mr. Ruskin had 
written a great deal on literature itself, and had said many very true 
and beautiful thing^s, but also not a few rather false and silly ones. 
But he is most important for nsj-^first and chiefly because of the 
unique character of his style, and secondly because of the way in 
which he not only once for all gave the subject of art a firm hold 
-upon English literary treatment, but affected literature itself most 
pow'erfully by influences drawm from painting and sculpture. 

Ujj to the time of the appearance of Modern 7 '*ai:iters^ the arts of 
design liad had but little literary treatment in England, and had 
exercised still less influence upon literature itseT. Tow'ards the end 
of the seventeenth century livelyn, Pepys, and Roger 
North had shown an intelligent connoisseurship, and 
l)r>^den had written a remarkable, if rather “ outside,” 
essay on the parallel of Poetry and Painting. Horace Walpole had 
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had for the subject not the least sincere of his many fancies, 
and Sir Joshua Reynoldses very remarkable Discoi(rsc<s liad bestowed 
on it formal state and rank. The two greatest of the Romantic 
critics proper, Lamb and Hazhtt, had had a gieat love for, and the 
latter a considerable knowledge of, it; while Hartley Coleridge, if not 
his father, had the same bent. But despite all this, and despite 
the further fact that it had been the fashion, ever since Charles I. 
set it, for men of rank and wealth to import objects and make col¬ 
lections, the subject had taken no real hold of literature ; and the 
general attitude of men of letters to artists was, if not one of posi¬ 
tively sneering superiority, yet one of patronising condescension. 
The position, the genius, and the intimate connection with letters and 
men of letters of Reynolds himself, with the establishment of the 
Royal Academy, and the favour (if not a vcr\' discriminating favour) 
shown by (George III. to art, began to alter this ; the half-mis¬ 
understood “ Ihcturescjue ” of Cilpin and his followers helped the 
alteration ; and when, after the cessation of the Napoleonic wars, the 
English began to return to the C'ontinent and investigate its treasures 
in a less conventional fashion than that of the old “ grand tour,” a 
much greater impetus was given to art-study. This also helped, and 
was helped by, the determination of the poetry of the younger 
Romantics—Shelley, Keats, and most of all Tennyson—to the visual 
effect. When Mr. Ruskin was a mere boy, the marvellous gallery 
of landscapes and figure-pieces m 'rennyson’s Pidace of Art and 
Dream of Fair \\^omcn had definitely method 

in poetry ; while Landor, I)e (juincey, and, in his splashy and un¬ 
certain vay, Wilson, with such minor and very dilTeivnt figuies as 
Wainewright and Dailey, had even earlier done the same for prose. 
But Mr. Ruskin gave the method an extension which could hardly 
have been dreamed of by readers of the men just mentioned. In 
his three great earh' books almost every aspect of natural scenery, 
almost every masterpiece of pictorial and architectural art, in Europe 
was described with a fervour, with a minuteness, wnth a poetic con- 
A’incingness of imagination, and above all, in a style, which had never 
been known before. From that time the blending of the two arts, as 
far as literature was concerned, and the place of the younger sister 01 
sisters in literary treatment, was assured. 

The most important agent in this, of course, was the style. 
Here, as so often in very great style, there is no single or obvious 
trick—no Lylyan anti#iesis and simile, no Johnsonian parallelism and 
balance, to put the finger on. Rhythm, as in all the great prose artists, 
is, of course, Mr. Ruskin’s principal weapon ; and it is of a piece 
with the wilful lawlessness and want of self-criticism which distin¬ 
guish all his work that he too often transgresses the boundary between 
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rhythm and metre. The imbedded blank verse is altogether too 
frequent in his prose. But the fault is rendered less apparent by the 
extreme length of his sentences. lie is the first writer since the 
seventeenth century who has dared, not once or twice in a way—Burke 
did that—but constantly, to indulge in sentences of twenty or thirty 
lines, nay, of more than a whole page, in length ; and while the 
metrical passages act to some extent as buoys and corks to keep this 
length floating, they are also to some extent lost in it, and do not 
offend the ear as they would in smaller units. This extreme length 
is also partially justified by the fact that Mr. Ruskin, even when 
nominally arguing, is for the most part building up |)ictures for the 
eye by successive strokes, and that that faithful organ retains the 
earlier and accepts the later touches with docility. It is also to be 
said as one of his highest commendations that, magnificent and vari¬ 
coloured as is the effect, he is by no means a “ fine writer” in the 
ordinary sense. He does not affect unusual words ; he is by no 
means juodigal of adjectives, unless they are, strictly speaking, 
wanted ; and, above all, he is entirely free from the besetting fault of 
the generation which has succeeded him—the quest for unusual and 
surprising conjunctions of phrase. That he learnt a good deal from 
Carlyle is not disputable ; but he used what he learnt in quite different 
material, and with a totally different literary, though not a very 
different moral, effect. 

Although, as usually (and negligibly) happens, Mr. Ruskin’s 
ideas, when their first stage of unacceptance and their second of 
acceptance were over, came to be cavilled at and pooh-poohed, 
nearly all writers since have in some ways been affected 
Symonds them. The two most noteworthy of these were Mr. 

Symonds and Mr. Pater. John Addington Symonds was born in 
Bristol in 1840. He was the son of a local physician of very high 
repute, was educated at Harrow, whence he passed to Oxford (Balliol), 
and as a Fellow to Magdalen. lie succeeded rather early to more 
than a competence, and, suffering from consumptive tendencies, spent 
most of his later years at Davos in the Engadine. He died at Rome 
in 1893. He wrote both in verse and in prose, but in verse pro- 
"‘diiced nothing of real importance. Even in prose his work was 
marred not merely by an extremely flowery style, which did not 
attain to the higher characteristics of Mr. Ruskin’s, but by a flux of 
verbose prolixity with which, copious as has been the production of 
the author of Modern Painters^ no one couH charge him. Even 
Symonds’s chief and really important book, the History of the Renais¬ 
sance in Italy (1875-86), would bear much compression, and almost 
every one of his numerous volumes of essays imperatively calls for it. 

This could not justly be said of Walter Horatio Pater, who was 
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born in London in 1839, was educated at the King’s School, 
Canterbury, and passing to Oxford, became in due time a Fellow of 
Rrasenose, which position he held for the rest of his life, ^ 
though latterly he lived a good deal m London. He 
printed nothing except contributions to magazines till he was nearly 
thirty-five, and his Studies in the History of the Renaissance^ which 
appeared in 1873, was a very carefully selected, and still more care¬ 
fully revised, body of essays, scarcely exceeding two hundred pages 
in length. It displayed a most elaborate and novel style, and in 
its few words conveyed something like a complete life-philosophj', 
inculcating the cultivation of, and carefully-measured indulgence in, 
.esthetic pleasures, as practic.ally the one thing to be heeded. liut 
the book rather attiacted the .attention (and not always the admira¬ 
tion) of the few than the worsliip of the many, .and Mr. I’ater 
published no other for all but ten years. Afteiwards he was a little 
more prolific, and some posthumous publications (he died m 1894), not 
always adjusted for press with his own anxious care, h.ave appeared. 
His manner and matter are best seen in the Studies^ .afterwairds 
reissued, with some slight .alterations; m Manus the Epicurean 
(1885), a longish novel, not .at .all of action, of the second century ; 
and in the volume of essays called ^Ippree/at/onsj which opens wath 
a delibenate essay on “ Style.” ^ 

On this last point Mr. Pater’s theory and practice coincided 
with, but w'ere hardly cleriv^ed from, those of the gre,at French 
novelist Fl.aubert, whose doctrine of the “single word,” or unique 
phrase w hich alone will express the author’s meaning, he almost fully 
accepted, though he saw some of its dangers and (in fa t) absurdities. 
Ills own piactice included the caieful building up of clause, sentence, 
and paragiapb, the (onstitucnls and the total being equally regarded ; 
a cunning scheme of rhythm, which never transgresses the bounds of 
metre; and an almost excessively sifted vocabuhiiy, in which epithet 
and noun are chosen with attention to a certain effect of strangeness 
—a slight shock of not unpleasurable surjirise 'Phis is an old trick, 
to which, fiom its earliest important practitioner m their language, 
the Frencli had applied the term Marn>audagt\ Its general effed in 
Mr. Pater’s own best jiassages is one of extreme beauty ; indeed, 
these ptassages rank with the choicest in English. But not very 
seldom in himself, and very frcciuently indeed m his imitators, there 
resulted a new Euphuism which is rathei disastrous. 

^ Mr. Pater’s other w^iks in his lifetime weie Imaginary J'oriraih (1887), 
a book of remarkable imagination, more nearly approaching the creative than 
most of his work, tnit unequally written , and Plato and Platonism (1893) 
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POETRY SINCE THE MIDDLE 0 }< THE CENTURY 

Matthew Arnold—The “ Spasmodics *’—Clough—Eocker—The Earl of Lytton 
--The Pre-Raphaelites—T'heir prcp.iration—Dante and Christina Rossetti- - 
William Morris--(J'Shaughnessy—Others. 

There ran be little hesitation in dating a change in attitude towards 
poetry from about the middle of the nineteenth century, when the 
pow'ers of Tennyson and of Drowning, if not universally recognised, 
were still thoroughly manifested. This change, which has resulted 
in verse, sometimes not far, if at all, below the level of the best of 
the first and second Romantic periods, exhibits, except in the single 
instance of ]\lr. Swinburne, a somewhat greater resort to extrinsic 
sources of interest a kind of relapse upon the classics in Matthew 
Arnold, a double dose of Medievalism and Kar]> Renaissance touches 
in the Pre-Raphaelites, and Liter still sporadu and spasmodic excur¬ 
sions or leturns to sciencT, to Wordsworthian gravity of expression, to 
this or that reinforcement or crutch. In other words, there is a 
blight want of confident originality and independence. 

The most interesting names, or groups of names, here, are those of 
Mr. Arnold by himself, of the abortive “ Spasmodic School ” a little 
later, and of the by no means abortive Pre-Raphaelite group later 
still; while, though many of the later-born individuals, including the 
great poet referred to in the last paragraph, are alive, and so excluded 
from treatment, the abhorred shears ” have already given us but too 
’ many subjects. 

Matthew Arnold was the eldest son of a man not less well known 
than himself, and already registered in this book, Thomas Arnold, 
headmaster of Rugby, and historian of Rome. He was born in 
1822, and educated at Winchest^ir, Rugby, and Balliol, 
'^\uil!iTr winch last college, having previously obtained the 

Newdigate, he passed to Oriel, where he was elected 
Fellow in 1845. He did not, however, lake college work or 
remain in Oxford long, but after serving as private secretary to 
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Lord Lansdowne, married, and accepted an inspectorship of schools 
in 1850. He had already—with “By A” only on the title-page 
published in 1849 The Strayed Reveller and other Poems.^ The 
same initial appeared on the title-page of Empedocles on Eina^ 1852. 
But it was in 1853, when he was just over thirty, that he gave, with 
his name, the measure at once of his creative and critical powers 
by a collection of verse, ])refa( cd by an extremely noteworthy dis¬ 
cussion of poetry, the first of his attempts at critical disquisition. 
In this he took, and for the rest of his life ne\er ostensibly 
abandoned, an attitude tow'ards poetry which was partly a r(‘\'ersion 
to, and partly an extension of, the Aristotelian theory, making it 
depend wholly upon the choice, conception, and conduct of the 
subject. Mr. Arnold did not indeed, like Wordsworth, dismiss 
metre as merely facultative, but neither did he, on the other hand, 
like Coleridge, actually, if not explicitly, point out its necessity. 
And his criticism, like that of every one almost without exception of 
the same school, is accordingly vitiated by the glaring contradiction, 
that while as examples of poetrv he invariably takes works of metre, 
there is not, on his principles, *iny reason why he should not take 
works in prose. 

His poetical piactire displays something of the same inconsistency, 
or at least dichotomy. He is most consistent in employing, or at 
least endeavouring to employ, a severer kind of diction and versifica¬ 
tion, drawing itself back from the floiid and flowing T'ennysonian 
schemes lowaids the suffer moxement and gia\ei tones of Words¬ 
worth, (iray, and fin his later years) Milton. He eschews—on 
principle or from a secret sense of inability to arrange them—the 
looser lyru measures, and sometinuis seems to seek, especially in The 
Strayed Rei’cHer^ for a substitute m simple decasydlablcs, broken up, 
for no sufficient reason, into fragments He also attempts, here and 
elsewhere, unrhymed measuies olhci than ordinal y blank verse, and 
with the usual iinsuci ess. 

But, like his nearest master W'ordsworth, he is seldom or never 
really successful except when he discards, 01 at any rate conveniently 
forgets, his theories. It is a little suipiising that he did not oftener try 
the sonnet, which in itself meets his views better than most things, from 
the happy compromise it affords between iniportam e of matter and 
beauty of form, and in which he gm\e one sjjlendid exam[)le - that on 

^ Since his death llu ^ewdigau poeiii on " Cioiiiweil ” (as usual, in couplets), 
and the earlier " Alaric at Rome,” a Rugby prize poem in six-lmed stanzas written 
m 1840, have been reissued, with all the poems up to 1853, by Di Garnett 
(London, 1896). As for hio later poeti'.il publications, a second series of Poems 
followed m 1855, Meropc in 1858 , then piose absorbed him mainly till the Xcw 
Poems ol 1867, and he wiote little verse later, though some fine things. 
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Shakespeare—and others that are fine. But even here, and still more 
elsewhere, he is an unequal poet—a poet who frequently breaks down 
And in the direct teeth of his theory he is, as much as any poet of 
the century, a poet of fine things, of passages, of fragments, separ¬ 
able to the greatest advantage from the wholes in which they appear. 
The splendid blank-verse perorations of “ Mycerinus ” and ‘‘ Sohrab 
and Rustum ” ; the outburst on “Isolation”—“Yes, in the sea of 
life enisled”—which, with some other things, redeems the inequality, 
and in parts the doubtful taste, of “ Switzerland ” ; the beautiful 
snatch of “ Rcquicscat ” ; the gorgeous stanzas of “ 'I'he Scholar 
Gipsy,” “ Thyrsis,” “ Westminster Abbey ” ; the musical, if ever so 
little fantastic and insmceie, melancholy of “Dover Beach” and “A 
Summer Night”; and above all, the famous “Forsaken Merman,” 
the one completely successful monument of liis combined poetic 
feeling and art—all these are better on the theories he combated than 
on the theories he held. In all of them Mr. Arnold was different 
rather in intention, and in a certain deliberate, but not always 
maintained, dialect than in real kind, from the seniors or juniors 
whom he regarded with very lukewarm admiration, and whose \va,y 
he did not hesitate to pronounce wrong. The elaborate simile 
at the end of “The Scholar Gipsy’’—some twenty lines long—might 
take place as well in a poem on “ Timbuctoo,” and could be 
transferred thence to one on the “Battle of Aimageddon.” His 
longer things— Mcro/)e^ a stiff pseudo-Greek play ; Ewpcdoclcs on 
Etna^ a chaotic and unequal medley with delightful buists; Balder 
Dead^ a simple - seeming narrative; Tfdstrnm and Ise?//f, an un¬ 
achieved romaunt—besides those named, are always unsuccessful as 
wholes. But when we remember such bursts (and there are scores 
of them) as the distich— 

Still musing the unconqueiablc hope, 

Still clutching the inviolable shade— 

then we know that Mr. Arnold W?is a poet of the true nineteenth- 
century fashion, and a great one almost against his will. He has 
the real throb and cry, the indispensable “moments,” the faculty of 
transforming and transcending ; and if these gifts are beset with 
hesitancy and checked by theoretic rules, this is rather our loss than 
his disqualification. His criticism, invaluable as an intention and 
exhortation, will soon be, if it is not already, little more; his poetry 
is poetry, and therefore immortal. w 

7 'he “Spasmodics” of the middle of the century—Mr. P. J. 
Bailey, the long-lived author c/f Eesfns (1839), Sydney Dobell, Alex¬ 
ander Smith, and perhaps a few others, such as Ernest Jones, the 
Chartist lawyer—included some men of talent, but they are chiefly 
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interesting because they show a premature and unsuccessful attempt 
to do in one direction what Arnold attempted in another—to improve, 
though in this case rather by advance than by reaction, 
on the form of 'J ennyson. Their desire was to be more ‘*spaSiodics 
modern, more “thoughtful,” and at the same time 
slightly more ungirt in form. Sydney Dobell, born at Cranbrook in 
Kent in 1824, was privately educated, succeeded his father as a 
wine-merchant at Cheltenham, and was well favoured by circumstance 
except m the matter of health. He published a closet drama, The 
Romani^ in 1850 ; and anothei, Balde7\ in 1853 ; a little later he pub¬ 
lished poems on, and inspired by, the Crimean War; but nothing further, 
though he lived for twenty years, dying in 1874. His best ant. best- 
known thing IS the ballad of “ Keith of Ravelston ” (not called by 
that name), where, as sometimes elscw'here, he has touched a string 
of half-unearthly music, redeeming a total w ant of self-criticism in his 
general work, and a tendency to rant and gush and frigid triviality. 
In fact, to read Dobell as a wdiole (his works were posthumously 
published) is a disastrous experiment. Alexander Smith, w’ho, born 
at Kilmarnock in 1829 or 1830, ended his days as secretary to the 
University of Edinburgh in 1867, began about the same time as 
Dobell with a Life Drainn^ also showing a slight tendency to rant, 
but truer and less unec|ual as a whole than Dobelhs work, though 
without Its occasioned “cry.” He followed this with City PoeftLs 
(1857) and Edwin of Ih'ira (1861), his last consumptive years 
being chiefly occupied by prose. These men .arc rather more 
interesting historically than individually, but they do not lack indi¬ 
vidual interest 

Arthur Hugh Clough bears some (airious resemblances to Matthew 
Arnold, whose intimate friend he w'as, and who celebrated him in a 
famous following of Lvcidas and Adotiai\, He wxis a slightly older 
m.an, ha\ing been born in 1819, .and was educ.ated at 
Rugby and L dliol, the ferment of the Oxford Move- 
ment sending him into freethinkmg. lb' resigned, m 1S48, a Fellow¬ 
ship to wdiich he had been elected at Oriel, and betook himself first 
to teaching and then to tiovernment work in tl e Education Office. 
He died in i86r. Clough was an odd mixtuie of Arnold and of 
the Spasmodics, with a kind of distorted and cankered Tractarian 
element differentiating him still further. This sort of distraction 
could find no satisfactory poetic utterance. In his early work, 
Ambaf'ihilici (i849)jfind the Boihte of 7 'obcr-na~Vuohch (1848) (the 
latter written in bad hexameters), as 111 the later Amours de Voyage 
and Dipsychus^ there are good bits, scraps, passages. But he has 
hardly written a single poem, however short, which can be said to be 
good as a whole, and perhaps his greatest title to poetic fame is the 
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one exquisite and exquisitely expressed image of tlie rising tide quoted 
at the beginning of Book X. p. 653. His “ New Decalogue and 
one or two other things seem to show that, wdth more detachment 
and self-command, he might have done better in satirical than in 
serious verse. 

No doubts choked or chequered, or were, at least in appearance, 
allowed to appear in, the sunny work of Frederick Locker-Lampson, 
who was born in 1S21 and died m 1895. His books are two only, 
, , London Lyrii^ ^857) and Patchwork (1879), while 

Patchwork is in part only a commonplace-book of verse 
and prose. In the original parts of it, and in the verse of London 
Lyrics^ Mr. Locker obtained a secure position among the little band— 
half a dozen strong at most, if so many- of the w nters, with capital 
effect, of verse and prose “ of society ” in English 

Very much more ambitious and prolific was Edward Robert, tjie 
first Earl of, and second Lord, Lytton, long known 111 literature as 
“ Owen Meredith.” Horn in 1831, and educated at Harrow, but not 
at Oxford or Cambridge, he entered the diplomatic 
.service at an unusually early age, discharged its duties 
in various paits of th(,‘ world, became Viceroy of India 
in 1870, and died at Haris, wheie he was Ambassador, in 1891. 
“ Owen Meredith ” published, under that name, Clytemnestra in 1855, 
followed it with 'Phe Jfandcrer (1859), Linile {i860). Songs oj 
Sowta (1861), Or7'al (i 869;, Chrotnclcs and Characters (same date). 
Fables in Sonci (^874), Glenai'cnl (1888), After Paradise (1887), 
while he had earlier collaborated with his friend Julian Fane in a 
poem on I'annhatoser: and aftci his death two remarkable \olumes 
of posthumous poems, Marah and hLiny^ appeared. In this 
large bulk of verse many lyrics of great, though seldom quite unflawed, 
beauty are contained, the longer poems yield an abundance of inter¬ 
esting and not a few fine pass.ig-cS, and the author constantly displays 
command of two very excellent gifts — passion and satiric power. 
He had, however, a pair of drawbacks vdiich sorely mar his work, 
and have sunk it in general estimation to an unfair degree—the first of 
them a strange tendem y to imitate and echo c\en when he had ample 
notes of his own ; the second an utter inability to criticise, retrench, 
and correct. As 'fennyson is of all poets that one who has used 
knife and file with most advantage, so Lord Lytton is he who has 
rejected their usr with worst elfecl. 

'Lhere can, iiowevei, be no comparison tin point of historical 
importance between any of these figures, or the imperfect schools and 
tendencies which they represent, and the group which arose a little 
later. In calling this group ‘‘Pre-Raphaelite” certain guards and 
provisos must be appended to the designation. There is no other 




CII. IV POETRY SINCE TIIK MIDDLE OF THE (T^NTURV 779 


term so convenient, or on the whole so approi^riate ; but the Prc- 
Raphaelitism of poetry rather overlaps, or coinciaes with, than directly 
resembles the Prc-Raphaehtism of art. It is, howevei, a 
direct and legitimate development of the great Romantic UaphacUics. 
revival m England. I'he chief notes of this tliird stage 
have been a generally, though not universally, medueval tone ol 
thought, colour, and in part subject, with, in method, a still further 
elaboration of the two appeals 4 o imagination by the way of exact 
and vivid visual presentation and by that of subtle and varied musical 
suggestion of sound—which had been so largely carried out by 
1 'ennyson, and to some extent originated by Keats. 

'I'hese had had to educate themselves and their readers. ICven 
Coleridge hesitated about Tennyson’s prosody, e\en Wordsworth was 
uncertain about his fidelity to nature ; w'hile full study 
of various readings ‘ is required to see how much he had to 
do before he got his owm style into perfection. But men 
who were born about 1830 or later found that style ready to their 
hand, they found Its examples already brought to perfection, they 
found the public taste, if not fully yet partially, educated to it. 

So, too, even I'ennyson, much more Scott and Coleridge and 
their generation, had entered only very partially into the treasures of 
Mediaeval literature, and were hardly at cdl acquainted with those of 
Medueval art. Conybeare, Kemble, 'Phorpe, Madden were only 111 
Tennyson’s own time reviving the study of Old and Middle English. 
Early French and Early Italian were but just being opened up 
Above all, the Oxford Movement directed attention to Mediaeval 
architectu’-e, literature, thought, as haid never been the case before 
in Englanfl, and as has nevci been the case at all in any other 
country. 

The eldest poets of the school w'ctc brothei and sistci, Dante 
Gabriel and Christina Georgina Rossetti. 'Fhey belonged to England 
wholly by birth and education, but only [lartially by blood. 'Pheit 
father, Cjabriel Rossetti, was an Italian refugee, a teachei 
of his native language, a real though fanciful student of chnstm.^ 
literature, something of a poet himself, and a man of 
sterling character. lie married a Miss Folidori, who was English 
half by blood and vvhcdly by associations. His eldest son, Gabiiel 
Charles Dante, who rearranged his Christian names for public 
use, was born in 1828; his second daughter Hhe eldest, .Maria 
Francesca, was alscj^ literary, as was the younger son, still .dive, 
William Michael) in 1830 The life of neither was in the ordinary 
and outward sense eventful, and it was almost entirely spent in 
London by both. Dante, who was married to a lady of great beauty, 

^ Supplied in Mr Chuiton Collins’s .1 /'. (London, 1900; 
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Elizabeth Syddall, but lost her soon after marriage, died in 1882. 
His sister, who was all her life a fervent member of the Church of 
England, survived him, and died unmarried at the end of 1894. 

The mam, or at least the professional, occupation of Dante 
Rossetti’s life was not poetry. He was educated at King’s College 
School, but left it early to study drawing, and, young as he was, 
became one of the most enthusiastic membeis of the Pre-Raphaelite 
Brotherhood, which was at the middle of the century to convert 
England from conventional art. His own form of painting was, and 
remained, the most characteristic of all, never admitting reconciliation 
with convention, as did that of IVlillais, and m part of Mr. Holman 
Hunt, while it possessed far greater charm than that of any other. 
His drawing was always cavilled at ; as to the magnificence of his 
colour, no one with eyes could doubt. But these characteristics, and 
others which have the indefinableness of genius, found expression 
also in another art. Rossetti wrote verse very early (“'I’lie Blessed 
Damozel ” itself dates in the first draught from boyhood), but the 
death of his wife in 1862 postponed for a time the publication of his 
original work. He had contributed, however, to the Pre-Raphaelite 
magazines, the Germ and the Oxford and Camlnid^Q^e Magazine,^ and 
had in 1861 published a volume of translations from early Italian 
poems, which disfilays part of the source, and still more of the nature, 
of his manner. His Poems appeared in 1870, with great acceptance 
from the competent, though with coarse and foolish abuse from 
others. He issued another volume of Ballads and Sonnets the year 
before his death, and the contents of the two, with alterations and 
additions, have been collected since. 

Although the earlier publication of work by his sistei, and by his 
friends Mr. Morns and Mr. Swinburne, had made the manner of his 
work familiar to the public before it appeared, there can Vjc little 
doubt that it was most original in his case. Naturally, he put more 
of the pictorial element into it than any of the others could do, and, 
perhaps naturally also, he paid less iittention than some of them to 
the direct aspect of things in nature No similar professional 
explanation, however, can be found for the almost equally remarkable 
m’astery of mere resonance, of mere verbal and literal music, which 
his verse displays ; and this must be set down partly to the tendency 
“ in the air,” partly to individual gift, and partly to the new instru¬ 
ment afforded by the stately varied harmony of English to a genius 
prepared ancestrally by the sweet, intense, bqt slightly monotonous 
melody of Italian. 

Like the w^ork of most of the greater poets of this century, 
Rossetti’s IS not very easily or profitably to be classified, save perhaps 
as regards his very remarkable sonnets, in mastery of which form he 
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ranks with his sister and Wordsworth. It is possibly unfortunate, 
though in his case it was more than excusable, that he adopted the 
Fetrarchian form, which is somewhat less suited to the genius of the 
English language, and not at all better suited to the genius of the 
sonnet, than the Shakespearian. Hut liis excellence in it, like that of 
Milton and Wordsworth himself, justifies the indulgence. Of the two 
great divisions of the sonnet, the meditative and the ])iLtonal, the 
latter, as we should expect fiom Ins double vocation, was his special 
forte. The “ sonnets for pictures ’’ of the first volume have never betm 
excelled, if they have ever been equalled. Rut he was hardly inferior 
m the other—the great sonnet-sequence of “The House of Life*’ 
coming perhaps next after Shakespeare’s as a scc|uence, while such 
single examples as “Refusal of Aid between Nations,*’ and the 
marvellous “ Monochoid,” aic sLqiremc. 

Another group might be formed of his ballads—longer and almost 
miniature romances in form, like Jlfary, The IVInte and 

The Ktn^s Tragedy; or shorter, like Troy Towft^ hdc 7 t and 

Sister Hele 7 t. Bui the really important thing is to recognise in all 
these forms, from sonnet to ballad-romance, the imposing presence 
of a joint pictorial and musical appeal different from, and in parts 
intenser and stranger than, that of any other poet. 1 le could also write 
things like The Btn'd€ 7 i of Kuiei'ch and fe/i/zy^ \ery great poems of a 
simple cast in language and imagery, direct, with haidly any display 
of gorgeous colour 01 intricate music, almost satirical in a sense. 

But he seldom developed this vein, and chiefly wrote in one of 
mystical Romanticism, melancholy in lone, but suffused with such 
sunset splendour of hue, and ch.irged with such a buiJcn of elfin 
music, as only the greatest things of C'oleridge and Shelley, and perhaps 
Keats, had shown before. “The Blessed Damozel ” sets the key-note 
of tone and colour, and it is maintained throughout to the “ beryl- 
songs ” of To^e Mary and the last revised sonnets of “ The House of 
Life.” The colour was richer, though the drawing was less exact, 
than Tennyson’s ; the music, less perfect and less varied, had even 
more of half-articulate charm ; and the younger poet was prodigal of 
those appeals to passion and to mystery of which the elder’s more 
Northern nature had been, though far indeed from incapable, yet 
somewhat chary, and more than somewhat shy. That the charm of 
Rossetti is a 77 iorbidezza^ a beauty touching on and partly caused by 
disease, is perhaps indisputable; but it is still more indisputably 
beauty. The dreamj^*magnificence of “The Blessed Damozel,” the 
soaring beat of “ Love-Lily,” the concentrated despair of “ The Wood- 
spurge,” the reality, as of a picture actually hanging on the wall, in 
“ The Wine of Circe,” the etherealised description of the dead Rose 
Mary, and scores of other things, stand, and probably ever will stand, 
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as the furthest achievements of poetry in a certain direction. Only 
in a certain direction, of course, and leaving endless new paths open 
to the poet; but final in that. 

The greatness of Miss Christina Rossetti’s genius is best shown 
by the fact that while she naturally displayed a temper akin to her 
brother’s, and for some time undoubtedly wrote to some extent under 
his inspiration, large parts, and some of the best parts, of her poetical 
accomplishment are quite distinct from anything of his. Nor is this 
distinction to be in the least sufficiently or reasonably accounted for 
by her sex, her piety, or any other conventional and obvious explana¬ 
tion. At points, of course, the brother and sister touch—they even 
oveilap. The sonnet exercised its strong restraint, in the same 
Italian form, and with the same characteristics of colour, music, and 
meditation, on both : her sonnet-sequences are, with allowance for 
their different subjects, by no means unlike his. Hut her lyrics have 
a lighter, more bird-like, movement and voice than his stately 
descants ; she is less prone to an extreme regularity of metre, and 
her whole tone is often different. She began, as fiir as publication 
goes, with Goblin Mankel ami other Poems in 1861, followed it with 
anoth(*r volume. The Prince'^ Proprss^ m 1866, and after a much 
longer interval with A Pageant and other Poenn in 1881. Later, 
her verse vv'as collected more than once, and it was supplemented by 
a posthumous volume after her death. But a good deal of it remains 
in two books of devotion (partly in prose, of which she was an 
exquisite mistress, partly in verse), entitled Time Flies (1885), and 
'The Face of the Deep (1892), which she issued in her later years. 

'Fhe poem in which, by order of publication and title, she 
announced herself. Goblin Market^ though very pretty and almost 
beautiful, has too much of the deliberate and almost trivial fantastic¬ 
ality which Bre-Raphaelitism at first borrowed from the earlier 
Romantic schools. But other things in the same volume, such as 
“Dreamland,” “Winter Ram,” “When 1 am dead, my dearest,” 
“ The Three Enemies,” and above all, “ Sleep at Sea,” are quite free 
from this objection, and gave an astonishingly true and new note 
of poetry, which was sustained, and indeed deepened, varied, and 
sweetened, till the beautiful lines “ Heaven overarches sea and land,” 
which are understood to be her last work, or at any rate composed 
within ii very short time of her death. Her range was distinctly 
wide. She had, unlike Mrs. Browning, and perhaps unlike the 
majority of her sex, a very distinct sense of hup^our; she could sing, 
for music and in simple scheme, quite exquisitely ; her pathos has 
never been surpassed, except in the great single strokes of Shake¬ 
speare and a very few other Elbabethans. But her most characteristic 
strain is where this pathos blends with, or passes into, the utterance 
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of relij^ious awe, unstained and unweakened by any craven fear. The 
;^reat devotional poets of the seventeenth century, Crashaw, Vaug:han, 
Herbert, are more artificial than she is in their expression of this ; 
and hardly even their art, certainly not the art of the last-named, 
strikes out rarer poetic flashes and echoes than those that \vc find 
from “ Sleep at Sea to “ Birds of Paradise.” ^ 

In bulk of work, however, and in popular (which does not mean 
vulg'ar) charm no writer of the school who falls wMthin our limits 
of discussion can approach Mr. William Morris. He was bom 111 
1834, the son of a wealthy merchant, and w^as educated 
at Marlborough and Exeter College, Oxford He 
not take up any profession, though later he founded a famous snop 
or school of decoratue art, which directly or indirectly helped to 
revolutionise the interior of English houses. It w^as in 1858 that 
the once neglected, but now’ famous, Defeiiu of Guenevere and oiJici- 
Poems appeared, a book almost as much the herald of the second 
school of Victorian jjoetry as Tennyson’s early work was of tlie first. 
Nor did he, perhaps, ever suipass it in pioetic note, though he improved 
veiy much upon it in some wa)s. As in Christina Rossetti’s first 
book a little later, the ciuaintness w'as a little aggressive, and, unlike 
hers, the mediawalism was more aggressive and exclusive still. But 
the charm both of picture and music was astonishing, and after forty 
years “The Blue Closet,” “The Wind,” and other pieces remain 
alone, in a poetic country neighbouring and friendly to the domain 
of the Rossettis, but independent of it- a country lit w’ith lunar rain¬ 
bows and ringing w'ith fairy song. He had previously written both 
prose and verse in the above-mentioned Oxford and Cainbridge 
Magazine. Eight years later, in 1866, Mr. Morns addressed a larger 
public (for the Defeyice and its companions could perhaps never be 
enjoyed by any such) wnth a long poem, J'Jic Life and Death of Jason. 
'fhe subject was sufficiently familiar, the loni', though still archaic, 
made less extensive demands on natural or ai fpiired sympathy, and 
the piece was couched in ihymed heroics of a new-old pattern, very 
much enjambed or ovci lapped, w'hich carnes the reader along wnth a 
singular combination of smoothness and freedom from monotony, 
and which, being ouitc different from most of the metrical media 
recently m vogue, had the attraction of freshness. It secured at 
once a wider audience than any long narrative poem had had for 
many years, and in its turn prepared the public for the poet’s next, 
and most ambitious, peiforniance, which, all things considered, must, 
perhaps, be allowed to be his masterpiece. This was The Earthly 
Paradise.^ which appeared in four volumes, the first tw’O published 


^ An eaily poem, but not printed till after her death. 
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together, between 1868 and 1870. This great book consists of 
four-and-twenty narratives, twelve of Classical, twelve of Romantic 
origin, allotted in pairs to the twelve months, introduced by a 
singularly spirited narratiNC of adventure, and set in a frame of 
equal beauty. The metres varied, and the poet showed himself an 
equal master of the couplet just described, of the octosyllable, and 
of stanza-forms ; nor, perhaps, have any verse-tales since the very 
beginning of the century e(jualled in combined merit such pieces as 
“'J'he Lovers of Gudrun,” the \crsion of the Perseus story, “The 
Ring given to Venus,” and, indeed, the majority of the sections. 
Love is Enough (1873) was less interesting in subject, and, with 
charming passages, macle metrical experiments not too happy ; while 
the poet’s later versions of the Acncid and the Odyssey dissatisfied 
merely classical scholars without greatly pleasing those who can 
taste romrince But in 1877 ke showed that his muse w\as not ex¬ 
hausted by a m.igmficent version of the legend of Sigurd ilic Vo/sung, 
clothed in a swinging anapccstic metre on which he had stamped his 
owai individuality, and tidmirably suited to tlic subject. 

But, though even this by no means closed his issue of verse 
(for he afterwards published Poems by ihc Way (1891) and other 
volumes), the later years of his life w'ere in preference given up to 
prose romance. He had early practised prose translation, rendering 
after his fashion, m company with a Northern scholar, the Story of 
Grcitir the Strong (1869), The Vohunga Saga (1870), and other 
Icelandic work. And his own earliest published w'ork in the Oxford 
and Cambridge Magamne had been a romance. The Hollow Land^ 
with others which he never rej^rinted. But in his last decade (he 
died in October 1896) he began a scries of similar things— The House 
of the Wolfings (1889), The Roots of the Mountains (1890), The 
Story of the Glittering Plain (1891), The I Food beyond the World 
(1894), The Well at the Worlds End (1896), The Water of the 
Wondrous Isles (1897), The Sundering Flood (1898),^ in which the 
vague romantic charm of his earlier ^rse w'as revived with wonder¬ 
ful effect. In all his prose work he used a dialect which may be 
described as English prose of the fifteenth century, strongly dashed 
with Scandinavianisms—a dialect which, like Spenser’s, offended 
pedants and purists as “no language,” but wdnch was exactly 
suited for his purpose. On the whole, there is perhaps no poet of 
the century, since Scott, who has given such a volume of Romantic 
pleasure to his readers as Mr. Morris, while there is also none who 
at his own best is his superior in individuality and poigmancy of 
charm. But his range was not over-wade, and the very bulk of his 

1 Besides Child Christopher and Goldihnd the Fair (1895), a charming varia¬ 
tion on the theme of Havelok, printed at his private Kelmscott Press 
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production prevented it from being always concentrated, or, to use 
an old but excellent phrase, “ in beauty.” 

The life of Arthur Pldward O’Shaughnessy (1844-81) was short, 
and hib period of poetical production w^as still shorter. In four 
years he published three volumes of most remarkable verse —The 
Epic of J Vo men (1870), Lnys of France (1872), and 
A/uszc and Moonli^^ht (1874). But he did not follow 
them up ; his professional work lay in the Natural 
History Department of the British Museum, and the posthumous Songs 
oj a IVorher contained little of his veiy best, much of it being transla¬ 
tion and paraphrase, as the Lays of Fiance^ an adaptation of those 
of Mane, had been earlier. The tale of ^‘Colibn,” his only attempt 
at a poem of length, is too much tinged with the personal sorrow 
which beset his last years, and partakes too much of the unsubstantial 
remoteness of Shelley’s Alasfor^ to be quite a success ; and these 
same characteristics, together with importunate obtrusion of creeds 
or disbeliefs of various kinds, mar the posthumous volume, which, 
however, contains some exquisite sonnets, and one or two lyrics, 
“ Love, on your grave in the ground,” “When the Rose came, I loved 
the Rose,” and others, in his best style. But this style is chiefly 
found in The Epic of Women and Music and Moonlight^ and here 
O’Shaughnessy has a quality which is almost all his own, though he 
owes a very little m form to Poe, a little more in thought and feeling 
to the French poet Baudelaire, and perhaps a little also to George 
Darley. For strange and sweet music, “Exile,” “A Neglected 
Heart,” “Barcarolle,” “The Fountain of Tears,” the “ode” of 
Music ard Moonlight^ “Once in a hundred yeais,” “ Has summer 
come without the rose and others stand quite by themselves. 7 'he 
late Mr. Palgrave, who discovered O’Shaughnessy in time to insert 
some of his work m the second series of the Golden Treasury^ justly 
applied to them Sir Henry Wotton’s famous phrase of ipsa mollUies; 
but they have more than mere softness, they have mystery and magic. 
It is possible that this anthology may at last extend the enjoyment of 
them beyond the few who have from the first tasted their charm. 

A not much longer hie, even greater unhappiness (m this case 
it is to be feared by his own fault), and far more unfavourable 
external circumstances, were the lot of James Thomson the Second, 
who was born, the son of a sailor, at Port-Glasgow m 1834, and died 
in London after breaking a blood-vessel in 1882. He w^as educated 
at the Caledonian A^ lum, and became an army schoolmaster; but 
was dismissed for insubordinate conduct, and after a wandering life 
for some time, turned journalist, and was this—as far as he had any 
regular occupation—till his death. Thomson’s prose work which has 
Vieen recovered is not inconsiderable, and displays undoubted ability 

3 E 
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of the critical kind, marred not merely by crude and violent views, 
and a sour rusticity of tempei, but by the kind of half-knowledge, and 
the conventional pnggishness, which are apt to beset self-educated men. 
His verse is very unequal, but at its best fully earns him a place here. 
Its capital expression in bulk is the almost famous City of Dreadful 
Nighty which first appeared in a freethought newspaper, the National 
Refo 7 'mer^ in 1874 Just befoie his death this was published as the 
title-piece of a volume, and another, Vane’s Story^ followed, with post¬ 
humous pieces, latei. He is in much need of selection, which would 
display his narrow and somewhat sinister, but intense, poetical quality, 
at present too much lost and diluted in a mass of inferior wwk. 

Although, among dead verse-writers who published about or after 
1850, there are not a few of interest, perhaps hardly one can pretend 
to a substantive place here. C'oventry Eatmore (1823-96), after being 
long chiefly known by The Angel in the Douse (1854 
onwaids), a domestic love-histoiy of great beauty in 
parts, but loo fluent, and sometinies <i little bathetic, gave stronger 
notes in the List twenty years of his life with llic Unknown Eros 
(1877) and other things Sir Francis Hastings Doyle (1810-88), 
Professor of J^oetry at Oxfoid, with no very great range of poetical 
powei, showed himself, when touching the ‘‘ heroic lyre ” in “ The Red 
Thread of Honour,” “The Private of the Buffs,” and other pieces, 
the equal of Drayton and Cainjibell in then small and worthy class. 
Lord De 'fabley (1835-95; better known, if known at all, m his 
earlier yeais as Mr. J.eicester W.irrcn, and A\rjting under the name 
of W. P. Lancaster) came, like Patmore, to his own only in his last 
years with two \olumes of Dnunatic and J.yncal J’ocnis 
but had in much earlier A\ork shown poetic power far above the 
average. Those others in whose case entire omission might seem 
most unjust are perhaps Ebenezer Jones (1820-60), whose Studies 
of Sensation and Ei'cnt (1843) even antedated the Spasmodic school 
generally, but is an outlier of it; William Johnson or Cory, whose 
Jonica has originality and classical'Vharm ; Charles Stuart Calverley, 
whose parodies and whimsicalities generally are among the most 
amusing of the centui)', and possess that touch of scholarship which 
“is more especially needed to save verse of this kind from vulgarity 
and to give it permanence ; and Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (1832-98), 
a learned mathematician, but the property of literature in virtue of 
his delightful \erse and jirosc medleys, all published as “by Lewis 
Carroll”— Alice\^ Adventures in ]Vondcrlamf{\Z(iU)^ Through the 
Looking-Glass (1871), The Hunting of the Snark (1876), etc. The 
rest must be silence. 



CHAPTER V 

MTSrKlJANKOUS 

J. S Mil]—Manse!—John Austin—Olliers Vcwni.in—llorrow—Others—Sciente 
-Darwin- 'I'Ik' Hugh Miller—Ihixle*y 

The extension of literary treatment to subjects which had previously 
received little or nothing of it, on tlie one hand, and the contraction 
of literary effort in some where once it was ]:)usy and almost supreine, 
on the other, have been noted as characteristic of modem English 
writing. And both result, in the case of such a historical account as 
this, in the necessity of a sort of “ pool ” for the reception of handlings of 
new or old subjects which have scarcely attained, or ha\c gradually lost, 
llie proportions requiring sepanate treatment lieie. Philosophy and 
theology belong to the last category of inclusion, scholarship and 
physical science to the first, wliile the once all-important name of 
drama must have been included, if it had not seemed better to gi\ e 
It no grouped treatment, and simply to mention the rather rare 
examples of it which have literary mteiest with the other work ot 
their writers. 

In philosophical writing of the wide and “ applied ” kind there 
have b(;en five writers who dominate the second third of the century, 
while two of them lived nearly to its close—the younger Mill, his 
opponent Dean Mansel, Austin, Maine, and Stephen. 

John .Stu.irt Mill, the son of James, was born m London on I2th 
May 1806, educated according to his father’s unnatural fads, and 
early introduced by him into the East India House. But official 
duties were to him merely a profitable avocation : his 
vocation was entirely philosophic and literary. He was 
for some time editor of the J^ondoft and lVest 7 nirj\ier Re^neWy and 
his purely literary \vo?lv in essay is not despicable ; but logic, ethics, 
and political discussion in the philosophical succession of Locke 
and Hume, with a strong dash of French positivism, were what 
attracted him most. In 1843 he published his celebrated System oj 
Los^Cy Ratiocinafive (the substitution for Deductive is important) and 
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Inductive; in 1848 his scarcely less celebrated Political Econoiny —a 
new outlier of philosophy which, from the time of its English father 
Adam Smith downwards, has contributed much more than a respect¬ 
able share of English philosophy which is literature. He entered 
Parliament in 1865, and was a conspicuous though amiable failure 
there, was turned out in 1868, and died five years later at Avignon 
He had always lived much in France, where he was partly educated, 
and there was a certain French strain, as well as a feminine one, in 
his style and thought. His minor works, some of them not so very 
minor, were Liberty (1859), Disscj'tation.^ and Discusswfis (1859- 
75), Utiiitarianisjn (1863), a book on Conifc (1865), an elabo¬ 
rate Examination of Sir William HamiltoEs Philosophy (1865 ; 
much of this was an excited polemic against the religious philo¬ 
sophy of Hamilton’s disciple Mansel), The SubjeLtion of Women 
(1869), and posthumously, an mtcrestmg S!utobioi^’^raphy (1873-74). 
With Mill’s philosophical peculiarities we are hardly here concerned, 
more than to say that he \\as a rigid sensationalist in psychology, 
and in political economy and politics proper a believer in 
“ Liberty,” almost to the full anarchic impossibilities of (Godwin, a 
Utilitarian m ethics, and an Assoc:iationist” everywhere. His 
literary exposition of these tenets deserves all but the highest praise, 
and with a more inspiring creed would probably have merited the 
highest, being clciar without shallowness, popular without vulgarity, 
and precise without any indulgence of that extravagantly technical 
jargon which has put so much recent philosophy out of court with 
literary judgment. 

The opponent just mentioned, Henry Longuevillc Mansel (1820- 
71), a much younger man than Mill, died before him, and wrote 
\’ery much less, while his subjects were, almost exclusively, not the 
exoteric and popular, but the esoteric and technical 
depiartments of philosophy. Yet he was as little of a 
“jargonist” as Mill himself, a far ^closer and deeper thinker, and the 
master of a style which, in his few excursions to the matter of the 
general leader, became literary m the finest sense, while even in his 
more abstract writings it has the most admirable quality. He re¬ 
ceived his education at Merchant Ta)lors’ School and St. John’s 
College at Oxford, became a Fellow of this latter, Hampton Lecturer, 
and first Waynflete Professor of Moral and Metajjhysical Philosophy 
in the University. He was long the leader of the Tory party in 
Oxford, and was made Dean of St. Paul’s m 1868, but held the post 
only a short time, dying suddenly in 1871. His book-work is not 
large: a volume of Pampton Lectures (1858), which were violently 
attacked by freethinkers and others for their so-called Occamism (or 
Occamisin turned upside down) on the relations of the Deity to the 
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moral standard, but which stand almost alone as examples of really 
philosophical theology m our time ; a dissertation on Metaphyms 
(i860); and Prolejromena Lo^ica his chief original contri¬ 

bution to philosophy ; besides some not individually bulky Lectures^ 
Letters^ etc. It is said that he cannot be found m (iernian 
dictionaiies of philosophy, nhich would seem to be so much the 
worse for those repositories of learning. After his death a \olunie, 
interesting but very partially representative of his powers, was pub¬ 
lished, containing a reprint of an extraordinarily brilliant Umveisity 
“ skit’’in verse called Phrontisicrioft^ and some essays : 

with another volume on The Gnostic Heresies (1875). As a man of 
letters he may be more than content with the exact and generous 
encomium of Mr. Pater (a critic as competent in the particular matter 
as alien from the Dean in general tone of thought and choice of 
subjects) that MansePs works “ illuslr.ite llie literary beauty that 
there may be in closeness, and w'ith obvious lepression or economy 
of a fine rhetorical gift.^’ And it is scarcely necessary to say that 
such rhetorical gift (which has not been scanty) as has existed in our 
century has too often not been lepicssed or economised. ^ 

Austin, Maine, and Stephen earned their chief lepulation by 
devoting themselves to the philosophic handling of law -a subject 
which Bentham has at least ihedcditof lescuing from the mere 
“ text-and-margent ” dealing of too many early English 
writers on it. Austin (1790-1859) was a man old 
enough to have appeared m the previous Book, and his great work, 
77 / 6 ’ ProvitiLC of jurifrudeme Determined^ apiiearcd as early as 
1831. But bis lectures were not published till alter his death. 
More philosophical and more literary than Bentham, Austin had a 
harder and stronger intellect than Mill’s, and is perhaps, on the 
whole, the greatest product of Utilitarianism. His clearness is partly 
the result of—is certainly accompanied by—limitations ; and like 
all his school he has a not quite intelligent intolerance of the inex¬ 
plicable. But he was a great mental gymnast and gymnasiarch, 
and hii style agrees with his gifts. 

Maine and Stephen, a younger pair, belong distinctly to the later 
liaif of the century. Both depended very much, though by no means 
in matter of direct pupilage, on Austin, and both exhibit philosophy 
as It busies itself chiefly with politics or the political 
sciences. Henry James Sumner Maine, born in 1822, 
was educated at Christ’s Hospital and at Pembroke College, Cam¬ 
bridge, whence he passed to Trinity Hall, of which he became at 
first Fellow and afterwards Master from 1877 till his death in 1888. 
He was made Professor of Civil Law at five-and-twenty, and soon 
after Reader at Lincoln's Inn; in 1862 he became Legal Member 
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of Council in India. He returned to a place in the Indian Council 
at home, and to the Professorship of Jurisprudence at Oxford. He 
was a rather copious contributor to the newspaper press, but his 
connection with literature depends mainly on four works of great 
importance and admirable style— Ancient Law, his masterpiece 
(1861), Village Communities (1871), Early Law and Custom (1883), 
and JPopular Government (1885). 

His successor on the Indian Council, Sir James Fitzjames 
Stephen, was seven years younger, and survived Maine rather less than 
the same term. lie was son of another Sir James Stephen, a very 
considerable person of his day as an Edinburgh reviewer, an official 
in the Colonial Office, JVofessor of Modern History at Cambridge, 
and author of divers books, the chief being Essays in Ecclesiastical 
History. 'I'lie younger Sir James was called to the Par in 1854, 
and died, shortly after resigning a judgeship, forty years later. He 
was at Eton for a time, then at King’s College, London, and finished 
his education at 'rrimty College, Cambridge. His mam subject was 
that of his profession, and his treatise on the Criminal ].aw is a 
standard book, but he wrote much in theology, in which his thought 
inclined to the negative ; history, Indian and other ; and miscellaneous 
literatuH'. His best literary mark, both in thought and style, was 
jierhaps made in J.iberty, Equality, and Fraternity (1873). 

Theology itself has contributed even less than philosophy to the 
permanent literary production of the century, and most of what it 
has given of this kind is due to the Oxfoid Movement. This not 
merely produced the massive scholarship and striking, if rugged, 
style of its great and never lost leader Pusey (1806-82), the 
exquisite Christian verse of Keblc (1792-1866), the admirable 
literary balance and precision of Dean Church (1815-90), but 
was responsible, as matter of reaction and revulsion, besides the 
already mentioned Froude, for the strange, unattractive, but intensely 
characteristic work of Mark Pattison (1813-89), Fellow and latterly 
Rector of Lmcolij College, Oxfoi 4 , who inadequately represented 
his great learning in humanist and Renaissance literature by studies 
of Casaubon (1875) Scaliger, wTote a great little book on Milton 
{1879), contributed to the once famous Essays and Reviews (i860), 
and left an autobiography showing with admirable literary finish, but 
with somewhat hideous veracity, the trials of a wounded soul, incap¬ 
able of earthly medication and rejecting heavenly. 

But the literary glory of the last two-th\’;ds of the century in 
English theology was the other, the lost leader of the Tractarian 
movement, John Henry Newman, who is ranked by some with, and 
by most competent judges not far below, the greatest masters of 
English prose, and who had no small skill in verse, as is shown by 
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the Dream oj Gerontius and many hymnb and poems, of which the 
chief is the famous “ Lead, Kindly Light.^^ Newman was born in the 
year i8ot, and in London, of an East-Anglian family. 

' j 1 , 1 t Newman 

He was educated at a private school, and went to Trinity 
College, Oxford, early. He was not at first very successful, but 
obtained an Oriel b'ellowship m 1823, whereby, at the age of fivc- 
and-twenty, he became vicar of St. Mary’s, the University church, an 
appointment of no pecuniary value, but as a vantage-point the equal 
at least of any ciiie in England. For some twenty years Newman 
delivered from this pulpit sermons unlike ans thing else of their kind ; 
and he also look all but, or altogether, the greatest part, certainly 
the greatest literary part, in the polemic of the Oxford Movement 
His journey to the Mediterranean in 1832-33, and his resignation of 
St. Mary’s shortly before he left the ('hurch of ICngland, were the 
most important ei ents in his career, which lasted longer after this 
event than before it. He wrote much during his nearly fifty years 
of connection with the Roman ^^'hiirch, where he rose to be Cardinal, 
but, except the of 1864, in which he eagerly av^ailed himself 

of Kingsley’s aw'kward attack, not much of the first importance. He 
died iith August 1890. 

Newman’s work is exceedingly voluminous, and hardly even the 
briefest analysis of it can be attempted here. 'Fhc Plain and Parochial 
Sermons and the Apologia would sufifice for an .appreciation of his 
style, though nothing that he wTote in prose or verse can be ('ailed 
superfluous In the mam he is a representative of that perfected 
plain (icorgian style which has been more than once indicated as 
the best t(W all purposes, in English. It is in him refined still further 
by an extia dose (T classical and academic correctness, flavoured 
with quaint though ne\’cr over-mannered turns of phrase, and .shot in 
every direction wdth a quintessential individuality, rarely attempting 
(though never failing when it docs attempt) the purely rhetorical, but 
instinct with a strange quiver of leligious and poetical spirit. 

The theological school formally opposed to Tractarianism wxas 
not distinguished by literary merit; but it so happens that one of the 
most remarkable literary figures of the century, and one who, as in 
the strictest sense miscellaneous and nondescript, has the best right 
here, was violently anti-Tractarian, and indeed wrote one of his few 
books, and great part of another, almost wholly in that sense. This 
was George Borrow, a novelist, whose novels arc, in 
fact, little 01 nothing more than very imaginative auto¬ 
biographies—which description might also be given to almost the 
whole of his work. Borrow, the son of an officer in the army, was 
born in Norfolk m 1803, and died in the same county in i88r. 
After some curious experiences in quest of literary work, he became 
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an agent of the Bible Society, and travelled much in Spain in the 
exciting early days of the reign of Queen Isabel II. These travels 
supplied him with the materials of his two first books— The Gipsies 
in Spain (1840) and The Bible in Spain (1843), the latter one of 
the most brilliant and original books of travel ever written. In 
Lavengro (1851) and The Romany Rye (1857) he w^ove his earlier 
adventures m England itself, and especially his knowledge of gipsy 
life, with many other strands, of which the above-named anti-Pusey- 
ism wxLs the chief, into a singular fabric, very delightful at its best to 
those w'ho can taste it ; while the later Wild JTa/e? is again avowed 
travel. These arc all his published original books ; but he also wrote 
a vast mass of translation, philological work, etc , only a very small 
part of w^hich ever got into print. Borrow w-as one of the most 
unreasonable of men, and the eccentricity of his genius no doubt had 
something of affectation in it. But it was genius at least as undoubted 
as that of any one mentioned in this chapter, and the flavour of his 
manner and style is as intense as it is unique. 

Close to most of the names mentioned in this chapter, and in 
others of this Book, come yet other names which may seem to demand 
association wnth them —Jow'ett by Pattison ; Professors T. H. Green 
and Wallace among the philosophers ; Seeley among the 
liistorians ; Walter Bagehot (1826-77), a man of singular 
intelligence both in literature and politics; John Forster (1812-76) 
—a bumptious person, but a useful scholar—and Dr. John Brown 
(1810-82), the most Cioldsmithian of recent writers, among the 
essayists ; Richard Jefferies (1848-87), the greatest minute describer 
of English country life since White of .Sclborne, either by himself or 
with the “ pictorials ” like Ruskin and Pater. But we must pass them 
by, as less eminent and representative than others, and end with a 
few specialists m branches less literary as a rule. 

The production of physical science, as might be expected, has 
been very large, but from the increase of technical and specialist 
character seldom literary. Yet it hUs enlisted some persons of real 
literary talent, and one or two of something not unlike 
genius. The most important of these beyond all question 
were Charles Darwan and Thomas Huxley, to whom, as an example 
of popular science, we may add Hugh Miller. 

Charles Robert Darwin, grandson of the author of the Botanic 
Carden^ w^as born at Shrew'^sbury in 1809, and educated there, at 
Edinburgh, and at Christ’s College, Cambridge.^^ One of the chances 
which only come to men at once great and fortunate, 
but of which only men at once great and fortunate take 
full advantage, made him naturalist to H.M.S. Beagle^ during her 
scientific cruise to the South Seas between 1831 and 1836, under 
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the command of Captain, afterwards Admiral, Fitzroy. On his return 
home, having considerable means and no need of a profession, he 
gave himself up entirely to experiment, thought, and literary exposi¬ 
tion of his views m regard to biology, especially in regard to the 
famous theories of Selection and Evolution with which his name is 
connected. The Origift of Species^ his most famous book, ap]ieared 
in 1859, and was followed by cithers. On such views historical 
literary criticism has no opinions . it looks at their authors, from 
Heraclitus to Darwin, with an ecjiial eye, knowing that they dawn, and 
charm, and irritate, and ])all, and pass away, retaining little but 
historical inteiest in themselves, unless they happen to have sought 
and obtained the aid of literature itself in their expression. D.irwm 
seems to have sought little, but he obtained something—an absolute 
clearness, a kind of competency and sufficiency for his own need.s, 
which can never pass unnoticed, and with them an intimation ot 
literary power in reserve, which could have been displayed if occasion 
had served. 

A less sf'icntihc, but more definitely literary, anticipation of the 
Evolution theory, the ) ’ewt/gr^ of Creafton^ which continued to be 
anonymous for some time, but was known to be the work of Robert 
Chambers, a well-known Edinburgh publisher, had 
ajipeared in 1844, and had been opposed by many, * sis. 
including an inteiesting self-made man of science and letters, Hugh 
Miller of Cromarty, who, born seven years before Darwin, began life 
as a : tone mason, became a journalist, and died by his 
own hand in 1856. His Old Red Sa?uision€ (1841) ^ 

unites scientific v<due with popular appeal and literary merit in a 
\ery unusual way, and almost as much may be said of the rest of his 
numerous writings (especially My Schools and .Srhooln/asters, 1852), 
where their matter admits of really literary treatment. There can be 
nothing more hopelessly unhterary than to undervalue Hugh Miller. 

but the greatest man of science from the point of view of literature 
during the century—a man who must have been rcmaikable in any 
literary prose exenise to which he had given himself, and of whose 
perfoimances it can only be regretted that they too often 
had the two most ephemeral of subjects—physical science ^ 

and ar.ti-theological polemic—for their themes, was Thomas Henry 
Huxley, born at Ealing in 1825. He entered the navy as a doctor, 
and visited the South Seas, but he did not find the Admiralty sym¬ 
pathetic, and left th^ service, though he held many public appoint¬ 
ments later. His strictly scientific work was of a more special 
character than Darwin’s. But he used his considerable culture and 
his undoubted literary genius in a copious and rather too aggressive 
abundance of lectures, reviews, essays, biographies, mostly defending 
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science by assuming the offensive, but always curiously alive, full of 
inspiration from the very sources—pure philosophy, pure theology, 
pure literature- -which he would have had men leave for others, and 
displaying a vivid and forcible style, only deficient in the one grace 
of urbanity. If the good points of Huxley and those of Matthew 
Arnold could have been combined, and their weak points eliminated, 
the best literary manner pf the nineteenth century, and one of the 
best of all times, would have resulted. 

Even shorter and more eclectic notice must suffice for the more 
noticeable names of the department between science and literature, 
that of philological study in ancient and modem languages, which 
does not disregard literature altogether. This combination has been 
too much forgotten, yet some names of those who have not forgotten it 
emerge, 'i'he revived interest in Old English literature as literature 
bore its fruit also in the study of English language, and of all the 
formal parts of English rhetoric and poetry. Some linguistic scholars 
have been noted above, as has the most important in the other class, 
the author of the one important book which exists on English Prosody, 
Dr. Edwin Guest. 

In the classics themselves not a little good work has been done. 
The most accomplished sdiolai, in the strict technical modern sense, 
who did not let slip his grasp of literature, was probably H. A. J. 
Munro of Cambridge, who produced an epoch-making edition of 
Lucretius ; the most literary exponents and professors of classical 
literature, who were also scholars, John C'onington of Oxford and 
W. y. Sellar of I'Tlinburgli, the former famous for his edition of 
Virgil, the latter for his scries of books on the Roman Poeti> of the 
Republic and the Early Empire. But the work of scholars in this 
kind must always be more ministerial than creative. They efface 
themselves m introducing others. 



CONCLUSION 

Thk peculiarities of the period immediately noticed m the pr ced¬ 
ing Look resemble those of the earlier part of the (entiiry m defying 
single or simple characterisation Owing partly to the ide expatia- 
tion of literature in respect of subject, partly to the increasing rejec¬ 
tion of narrow or identical regulations as to form, the product is—at 
any rate when seen so close—-a little cliaotic ; and it would be a 
proof rather of rashness than of picscience to undertake to say how 
the firm perspective (3f the past will rcjiresent it to the future. 

Something, however, we can see and say. In poetry, that 
reliance on the combined appeal of poetic expression to eye and 
ear by extremely elaborate and vivid description and colouring, by 
cunningly adjusted symphony of letter and syllable, which in the first 
half disengaged itself from the turmoil of tlie Romantic revolt, has 
been more and more the special method of the second; and though 
the Ih'e-Raphaehte school, which expressed this most fully, is probably 
past its prime, no other has really taken its place, and no poet oi 
anything like commanding originality has appeared for many years. 
New singers are more and more echoes—sometimes direct, sometimes 
blended. We have our Crashaw and our Akenside; we have even 
resurrections of voices so recent, and themselves so little perfected, as 
those of the Spasmodics. But there is no sign yet of a 'reniiyson or 
a Browning, even of a Morns or a Rossetti. Meanwhile, Tennyson 
himself has given to the century an example of a poet permitted by 
fortune to develop himself, using the permission as perhaps only 
two poets before him (Chaucer and Uryden) had done, and leaving 
a life work which, if it come short of Chaucer in originality and 
freshness, of Drydcn in strength, possesses its own superiorities over 
both. And Bi owning has left us a figuie uniciuc, interesting in Us 
very faults, W^ordsyorthian in the difference between its best poetry 
and its worst, and at the opposite pole from Wordsworth^s in its 
restless energy and all-attempting variations. 

In the matter of prose, the still further development of the novel, 
and in the wide sense of the essay, has been the main feature; but 
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the form of prose, not a little affected by this very fact, has given us a 
somewhat more definite phenomenon—one fit to be classed with the 
greater phases of style during the history itself as a whole. The 
revolt from plainness which has been sketched in connection with the 
names of Landor in one direction, of De Qiiincey and Wilson in 
another, of Carlyle in a third, has never exactly subsided, even into a 
Provisional Constitution. But it has passed through at least two 
well-marked phases, corresponding to the second and last thirds of 
the century respectively. In the middle period, though piose of the 
very greatest was produced by Carlyle himself in the more revolu¬ 
tionary, by Ncw'inan in the more academic varieties, and by Kroude 
in a style between them, the general tendency of writing w'as to a 
looseness and slipshodness, not indeed quite Teaching the state 
of things which has b(*en noticed at the end of the seventeenth 
century, but, in the different circumstances, not wholly dissimilar 
Then, between i860 and 1870, but not much before the later date, 
there set in a reaction, not towards a plain style, but towards a sort 
of New Euphuism, very punctilious of detail, elaborately yellow- 
stockinged and cross-gaitered, tremblingly alive to the least shadow 
of the obvious, irrevocably determined that none of its guests should 
take down to the bancpiet of words a partner m whose company it 
had ever found itself bcfoie. Sparely practised at first, this manner 
became common about the end of the eighties, and since the death of 
two of the chief practitioners, Mr. Pater and Mr. Stevenson ("who 
raised it from a mannerism into a style), it has been held rather 
disgraceful not to follow it. Meanwhile it is (juite tlie most distinct 
literary feature of the last quarter of the century, and one of the few 
such features which the century itself presents, comparable to those 
of the centuries before it. 

As we survey these centuries at the end of the strange Herculean 
task of sketching the literature of a thousand years m less than as 
many pages, we need attempt no Pfegah-sight forward. But the 
route behind us is, it may be hoped, fairly clear. All those who 
possess or claim the right to be guides in the journey will not 
agree with this particular road-book; there must be dififerences on 
small points, and there may be differences, not unwarranted, 
even on some great ones. But, as it has been less the object to 
air crotchets than to write with what has been called a “reasoned 
orthodoxy,” or with heresies repressed except ^vhere honour and 
conscience require protest, such differences may perhaps be made 
matter of agreement, of compromise, at least of suspended discussion. 
Those who—and this is the main purpose of the volume—use it to 
supply the necessary minutide of useful information in guiding them- 
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selves or others through the history of which it is a mere epitome, 
may often find the opinions here expressed differing from other 
things that have been written about the books ; but they will, it is 
hoped, less often find difference with the books themselves. It is 
these books, and not the theories about them or the gossip about 
their authors, to which I have striven here to serve as usher, to make 
access to them a little easier, comprehension of them in the initial 
stages a little less arduous. To “ do justice,” m the common phrase, 
to such a theme is impossible ; the biggest book in the language, 
and the greatest genius among its writers, could hardly do that to 
English Literature. But even by as much as this is impossible, by 
so much is it the more to be wished that every one should be helped 
and encouraged to acquaint himself in his measure with the subject 
—to gain some knowledge, as far as concerns his own nation and 
language, of the grace and the glory of the written word that conquers 
rime. 
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Defence cf Ehyme , Daniel's, 353 
Defoe, Danici (1659-1731), 546-8 
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Drgiiillcvilk*, Guillaume de, 136 note 
Dekker, 7 homab ( ?- ?), 341, 343-4 

Delia, 277 

“ Della Cruscans," the, 597 
“ Democritus Junior,” 378 
Denham, vSir j(^hn (1615-69), 405-6 
Defin Dtivat, The, 745 
De Nugi'^ ('urialium, 43 
Dear, The Complaint of, 7 
Deploration of {)//een Magdalene, 179 
De (^Hiincey, 7 homas (178c;-i859), 
702^ 1 

De Dei^inune Puncifum, 161 
Deserted Ci/Di^e, The, 617 
Dednntion of Troy, 'Tht, io<)-7 
De 7 .iblev, Lord (1831^-95), 786 
Devi! IS an Ass, The, 335 
Devil's Laio (use. The, 374 
Dtaloi^ues on Medals, S 3^~7 
Diana, 277 

Dick<*ns, t'liaik's (1812-70). 740-3 
Dittionarv, Johnson’s, 614 sq 
Ihella, 278 

Dighy Mvsfeyirs, The, 221 sq 
“Dm'e.” 673 
Direitions to Sfrvants, 532 
Dnge on lidiOitrd IV , ifuj 
Discoveries, Ik'n Jonson's, 37j 
Diwhedient Child, The, 226 
Dispensary, 'J'he, 555 
Divine Tei:fLition of J/za/’v, The, 632 
Dobell, Sydney (1824-7 U. I'll 
Dobson, Mr Austin, 534 note, 558 note 
Dcutor, The, 707 

Dodfj;son, Charles Lutwidj^e (1832-98), 
786 

Dodslev % MDeelhiny, 582 and note 
Don Carlos, 500 
Dcm Juan, 667 sc], 

Donne, John (1573 ?-i63i), 279, 365-8. 
385 -^> 

Don Sebastian, 408 

Dors(*t, 1st and 6th I'Utls ol. S.itk- 

•• ville 

“ Dotages,” Jonson’s, 335 
Double Dealer, The, 492-3 
Douglas, 637 

Douglas, Gawain (14747-1522), 188-92 
Dowden, Professor, 661 note 
Do-well, Do-bet, and Do-best, 135 sq 
Doyle, Sir Francis Hastings (1810-88), 
786 

Dramatic Poesv, Essay of, 508-9 
Dramatis Personae, 734 
Drant, 77 ioiiias (c/ 1578?), 271 


Drapier s Letters, The, 532 
Drayton, Michael (15637-1631), 277, 

350-2 

Dream, Byron’s, 667 sq. 

Lynd say’s, 178 

I'tream of the Pood, J'he, lo sq. 

“ Drolleries,” 431 
Drummer, J'ht, c;37 
Drummond, William (1585-1649), 
331-2, 463-4 

Dryden, John (1631-1700), 83, 152, 
472-7. 485-6, 506-9, 524, 528, 555, 
564-6, 580, 651 
Duchess of Malfy, J'he, 348 
Duke of Guise, The, 498, 502 
Dunbar, William (14657-15307), 185-8 
Dunciad, J'he, 51^0 sq. 

Dunton, John (i 6 s 9 -i 733 )» 527 
D’Urfcy, Tom (1653-1723), 580-1 and 
note 

Dyei, Sn Edward {d 1607), 272 
Dyer, 101111(17007-1758), 572 
Dykes-Campbell, Mi , 667 note 

Eaki.I', Professoi, 1 note, 19, 20, 28 
note, 1^2 

Pair I of J'ou louse. The, 97 
Earthly I^aradise, The, 783-4 
Eastward Ilo t 342 
/ill lesiastteal I\>fify, 299, 300 
Edgeworth, Maria (1767-1849), 683-4 
Edinburgh Review, The, 691-4 
lufward / , 289 
Edward IJ , 292-3 
E.d 7 vard lit , 329 

Edwards, Richard(i6th cent.), 231, 250 
•‘E K ,” 266 

Eleanor Rumming, J'he Tunning of, 
169 

EJene, St., 14 
lufrii (lotb-i 1 th cent.), 27 
"Eliot, George ” See Evans, M A. 
Elhott, Ehenciser (1781-1849), 717 
Elhs, George (1753-1815), 66, 89 note, 
596 and note 

Elphin, The Misfortunes of, 688-9 

Elton, Mr Oliver, 350 

Elyot, Sir 'Thomas (14907-1546), 234-5 

Einart, 96 

Emma, 682 

Empedocles on f.ina, 776 
Empress of Morocco, 'The, 499 
Endymion, Lord Beaconsfield’s, 686 
Keats’s, 672 
Lyly’s, 283 
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htightvil's Helicon, 2«;o note, 279 
England's Ileroical hpintles, 352 
Enginh Bards and Siotih Revinvers, 
607 

English Rogue, The, 517 
Enoih Arden, 731 
Eau]H irer, The, 635 

Tnqutry Concerning Human Ihidn- 
standing, 623 

P Hijuirv into the Present State oj Politi 
Learning in Europe, 617-18 
J' nqtnry into the Prinuph s of Morah, I 
623 

Eothm, 763 

Epic of n omen. The, 785 
Epicurean, The, 674, 686 
Epistles, Pope'b, 550 sq 
Epistle to Curio, 579-80 
Epiikalcimium, Spenser's, 268 
Epsom Wells, 488 

b>ct‘l(lounc, Thonins of (13th cent ), 171 
Esmond, 745 

Essay of Dramatic Poesy, c;o8-g 
E.ssay on Lrituism, 550 sq 
Essay on Man^ 550 sq. 

Essay on Projects, 547 

Essay on the flunuin Understanding, 

523 

Essays, Moral and Politii a I, 623 
Essays in Criticisin, 767 sq 
Essays oJ Plia, 700 

JCthcivst', Sir G( orgf (1635 ?-qi '<*), 48^, 
486-7 

Eiiphues and Euphuism, 240, 295-9 
Evans, Maiv \nii (Mrs ('ross, "Gcorgi. 

Eliot”) (1819-80), 751 
Evelina, 612 

Evelyn, foliii (1620-1706), 518-19 
Every Man in [an.l out of | hi\ Humour, 
331 -3 

Evidences, Pnley’s, 6^3 
Examiner, Th' Swifl’-^ S29 
l.cigh Hunt’s, 700 
Exampli of Uirtue, The, 165 
Excursion, 7 he, 659 sq 
EAeter Booh, The, ;, fo, wcish note 
Exodus, A S and M K Sec Cenesls 
Experience and a Courtier, Dialogue | 
between, 177 

# 

Eablf of Tin Bt / s, The, 544 
Tables, Drydon's, 473 sq. 

Gay’s, 560 
Henryson’s, 184 

Fabyan, Robert (late r5th cent.), 208 


Faerie Qnerne, Tht\ 207-70 
Fairfax, I'alvv.iid ( ?-i635), 357 

Fair Quarrel, 1 , 345 
Faithful Shepherded, The, 340 
iMlconer, William (1732-69), 583 
Inirquhar, (jcorgc (1678-1707), ^194-5 
Fatal Curiosity, 638 
I'aial Marti age, 7 'he, 501; 

Fates of till Apostles, Tin, 14 
I’dlthaiii, Owen (16021^68"'), 455 
Eetdiiuind, C ount Ea/lioni, 605 sq 
iMTguson, .'Sir S.imuel (t 8 10-861, 739 
I'eigusson, kobfMl (1750-74), 594 
Ferre \ and 7*ont r, 229 
heiiiei, Susan (1782 1854), 6S4 
Fidelia, 362 
Eidtssa, 278 

l ieldmg, 1 kmy ( T707-54), 601-5 
lug Jot Mom Us, A, Cijcj 
finehale, Godrieof (i2tlicent ), 40 note 
1 itittsburg, 77 te Fight I ', i note, 7, 17 
First Blast of the I'm nipet, 77/^,465 
Fisher, John ( 14591 535). 210-11 
i'ltzGerald, Edvvaul \ 1809-83), 736-7 
PiiH' Hundred Points of Good Hus¬ 
bandly, 253 

Flaming Heart, T'he, 41^ 

M.itman, 'I'lioin.is (j 637-88), .125, 471^ 
Flocknoe, Rich.ird ( ->-1078), 425 

Fletcher, Andicw (of Saltoiin) (1655- 
1716), 523 

Mctchei, Giles, Eldet (1549-1611), 277 
Fletcher, (iiles, Youmai (15B8-1623), 
6c 

f'letchei, lohn (1579-^625), 336-40 
l’’letchei, i’hine.is (1 582-1650 -'), 359-60 
Florence of Rome, 96 
Jdono, )ohn (1553-1625), 302 
Flower and tlu Leaf, t ht, 119 
“ Flytings, 175, 17B, 187, 461 
Fool cf Quality, I he, 609-10 
T'oofs Tragedy. The, 722 
Ford, John ^ ?- ^), 433-4 

Foiiestuc, Sir John (1394 7-1476 .'»), 208 
Four Elements, L'lu , 224 
Four Hymns, Spensei s, 268 
Four Ijettcfs (Spenser’s and Harvey’s), 
271, 306 

Four P 7 *, 7 he, 224-5 

Fox, George (1624-91), 522 

Francis, Sir Philip (1740-1818), 647 

Fraser, Professor Campbell, 523 note 

F'rasef s Magazine, 698 sq 

Fraunce, Abraham (1587 ?-1633), 272-3 

Frederick the Gieat, Carlyle’s, 760 
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I'Yeoman, Edward Augustus (i82j-qj). 

pHtuh I^cvolufion, 7 '/h\ 7O0 

]ohu I tookhani {17(-i9-i8;6), 596 
atul 6^7 

Friars of Bcnonh, The. 18O-7 
I'riemi, I ht, ^155-6 
hnemi\htp' \ (.iurland, 7^17-8 
T'rois’iari, Loid Himiumss, J98-U 
l'rou(l<.‘, James Aiilhuu} (i8r8-g^i, 
765^6 

Fod^i FiUiii/v, Tht , 67.1 
I'ullei, '1 homas (i()o8-0i ), 4P-3 
l’'utieral. Tkt , 53 | 

Imuiuv.iII, iJi , (15 note, note<;, ig| 

G'M ]ohti (i77g-r83Q). 68| -=; 

(unfit lyn, '/alt of, 118, 3a>5 
iinmr op (In ^s, . / , 3.^5 
(knn mcr Gut ton's P^ttdfr, a28-g 
Cnirden of Lynn,, I he, 451-- 
“ (kirlauds,’ ^31 

('nirmond of (lood LadicK, Tin, 18:; 
(i.uih, Sir Samuel (i()()£ 1719), SS 5 
Gastgigne, (ieorge (>525''-77). - 3 d- 
251-6 

(aasLoigne, riiomas (1403-^*'’j. wynoit. 
206 note 

Gas>kdl, Mis (Elizabeth Stevenson) 
(1810-65), 740-50 
Gail, john (16th cent ), 464 noti 
(iawain and the Grtcn kniyhf, 78, 
103-4 

Gay, John (1685-1732), 55H-60 
(Flur, 673 

Genesis and Exodus, the ( .etlmonian, 

11,13 

Genesis and If.\od us, the Middle l^nghsh, 
5 ^. 57 

Gentleman Dannns^ j\Jaster, I he, 490 
Gent It Shfphird, 7 he, 593 
Gi'otliey Gainiar, 43 
dGeoJfrey Ilamlyn, 755 
Geotfri'y of Monmout h (12th cent ), 42 sq. 
Geofye Bamvell, 638 
(iibbon, Fahvard (1737-94), 625-7 
Gifford, Humphrey (161 1 1 cent ), ayt) 
(jilToid, William 1175^) 1820), 596 
Gildas, 42 

(blpm, William (1724-1804), 648 
Glanvill, Jos(‘ph (1636-80), 518 
(ilapthoine, Henry ( ?), 438 

Gloucester, Robert of (13111 cent ), 63-05 
Glovei, Richard (171 2-85), 57S, 637 
Goblin Market, 782 


''Goldins, 'Flu, 136 
I Godolphin, Sidney (1610-43), 127 
I Godrie of Fiih hale (12th cent ), 40 note 
Godwin, William (1756-1836), 612, 

634-s 

Golayios and Gawane, 175, 195 
(uflden Groiu, Tin, 440 
(toldtn daiqe, The, 187 
Golden d'na^nny, I'he, 785 
(ioldmg, Arthur (1536'-‘-1605^), 25T 
Guldsnulh, Ohvtr (1728-74), 114 and 
noti., 013, 617-20, 623, 639 
“ (loli.is," 44 

Gollane/, Mi , 1 2 note, 10 note, 78 

note 

(londibert, 429-30 

Go(>d-natund Man , 'The, 618 stf , 639 
(Tooge, Ilarn.ibe (1540-94), 254 
(tOfbodUi, 229 

(loie, Mrs (1799-1861), 690 
Gorqeous (uillery oj Gallant Inventions, 
Tlu, 250 

Goss<‘, Mr Edmund, 575 note, 7'2'2 note 
Gosson, Stephen (1555-1624), 232 note, 
3<\5 

1 107 >( main e of E nyland, 208 
(t 07 'ernonr. The, 235 
(iowet, )ohii (1325-' 1408), 138-42 
irraie . \boundinil, 5 * 4 
(jf-avt, The, Hlair's, 572 
ihai’i Poem, Jhe, 17, 39 
(Ira>, 4 homas (1 7if»-7 I ), 575 
(tftaf Rebellion, llisloiy of Hit, 453 
Giten, John Richard (1837-83), 764-5 
tireen. Matlhev\ (1696-1737), 572 
j (iieene, Robei I ( 1 560 '’-92), 285-6, 290, 

305 

Gttyoiy, St , Alfied’s Veision, 24, 25 
Greyorv, St , hib Dialogues, 28 note 
f^rendel, 5 
(ifittir the Slrony, 4 
<jtc\ille, l-'iilke, Lord Rrooki' (1554" 
1628). 274-5 

Griniald, Nicholas (1519-62^), 248-9 
(iroai' s-ioorth of Wif, 285 
itrotiiiar IJifl, 564, 57:' 

Grosart, Di , Rooks V , VI , arul VII 

tioles passim 

Chote, George (1794-1871), 710-11 
Grove, Matthevh (16th cent ), 276 
Gtyll Granule, 688-9 
Glide and (lodlic Ballafes, The, 458-9 
* (Juest, l^klwin (r800-80), his Eti^dish 
Rhythms, 17 note, 36 
I Guevara, 198 
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Guilpin, lulwaid (y?' 1 soS), 27^ 
Gufhlaf, Sf , J4 
Guv Matmcnnf;, 624 
Guy oj \\ ariK'uk, 94, 95 

TTahinmon, W^illiani (i<'05-54), ^121-2 
Urike, I'honias Gordon (1809-94), 739 
ILdJuyt, Ricliard (i5521616), 381 
J Idles, jolin (1584-3 445 

Halifax, Cit*orj>^e Sd\ilc, Maniucss of 

(‘^J33-95)* 5^0-^ ' 

Hall, Bisliop Joseph (T574-r65h), 384-^ 
Hdllarii, Henry (1777-18^0), 708-9 
HdlluNell, 1 O, ioo noil, 148 nott, 
158 noii 

Jlam lei, 326, 327 

Hdinpole, Rithdid kolle of (14th <'ent ). 

59. O2, ^y^h 
J/andliuy Siu, 70 
Hann.di, John (1818-88), 4()4 
H.irnngton, J.unes (1911-77), 4517 
Ilar(i )mglon, Sii (olin (1501-1612), 
457 

Harrowing of Hell, The, 220 

note 

Harry, lihnd (“lli'iny the Minsiiel”) 
(15th eeiit ), 17^-5 
Haive^, G.ibiiel (1545-1630), 271 
Havelok the I him, 83-87 
Hawes, Steplien ( ’’-*523^). ^63-6 

Haul<(‘i, Robert Stejilu'n (180375), 
719-20 

HawkesN'•)) Ml John (17* 5-73). <>09. 620 
Haylev, V\'lluiin (1745-1 820), 5<>7 
Hnyw.ird, Sir John (1564-1627), UH 
Haywood, I'Ji/a (161)3-’-i756), 599 
Ha/hit, Mr W' ( , Hooks IV, V , and 
\1 ua/e\ passi/u 

Ha/htt, V^hllKun (1778-1830), 701-2 
Head, Rieharil ( 16371686), 517 
Heber, Re^ni.ild (1783-1826), 717 
Hciafi 'upa tin a, 1 hi , 7 ^ 

IJeluouia, 250 note, 2S- noti 
Heman ., Mrs (I’elici.i DoioUkm Ihowm ) 
(1793-18-55), 717 
I lend) >/g, Pjovnh^ oJ, 59 
Hem V1 r, r, ri, i m 322-3. 328 
Heniyson, Robeil (15th cent ), 182-5 
Heorot, 3 S(/. 
ileorrenda, 7 0 

Herbert, l^Mward, Hord, of Cheibun 
(1583-1648), 456-^ 

Herbert, George (1 593 '’<^ 33 )- 
4)6 

Ileicward the Wake, 7£;5 


Heim.iniic, 2 

IJcimti, d'hi, 502 

Heio and Leandn, 290 

Heroes and IJtia- 11 orshtp, 760 

Heroic Stanzas, 473 

Heiruk, Robeit ( 1 591-1674), 418-19 

llespendt 9 418-19 

Hevwood, Jaspei (15:55-98), 225, 251 
Hevwood John (1497 ?-1 580''), 225 
Hivwood, ilionias( ?-i65o^), 341, 
34 <' 

Hieden, R ilph ( 13th-14th tint ), 147-8 
Hind and tin Panther, 'J he, 473 w/ 
Hist on a tin ton inn, 42 
Histoiia Tfojana, 124 
Hidi'iv of Pupland, 1 )amcTs, 353 
Hi\toi V of I atm i liri <;iianitv, 71 o 
Ho.idiv, Henjamin (i6;()-i76]), 542 
Hobbes, I'iionias (I 588 i(>79), 453-5 
Hogg, T'lnies (1770^1835), 684, 687, 
6()8, 71 5-16 

Hokioft, 'I'hom.is (17):, tStxi), 612 
Hohnshed, Ra]>hail ( ■‘-1580), 241 

noti 

Holland. Phik mon (1552-1637). 302 
Holland, Sn Rich.ird (15th eent ), 175 
Holv Dvtui^, ^40 
Holy (trail, Lom hch’s, 194-5 
Holy laving, 140 
Holy U’ai, The, 514-15 
Home, John (1722-18(4)). 657 
Home/, ('haprnan’s, 356-7 
Hoblies’s, 454 
I’ojM^'s, 550 St/ 

Honest 1 1 ho/'t , I'ht, 344 
j Hood, 3 hoinas (1799-18 55), 718 
Hook, Th(‘odoie (1788 loji), 690 
Hookei, Rk bald (1 55 j-i 600), 299, 300, 
506-7 

Horaiian Ode, A, 426 
Hoih, King (or Horn, ( nild), 87, 88 
Horne, Richnid H(‘n«;ist (1803-84), >21 
Hoistniann, I)i , 6) nutt , 69 note, 74 
note, 162 note 

Houghton Rithaid Moncklon Mlines, 
l.ord (1809-85), 7 59 
Howell, lames (/ 1594-1666), 455-6 

Howell, 'riiomas (T6th cent ), 215-16 
Howlat, Book oJ the, 175 
I Irothgai, 3 sq. 

“Huchowne,” note 

! Hudibras, 478-9 
Hume, David (1711-76), 622-4 
Humorous Jaeutenani, The, 340 
“ Humoui ” and “Immouis," 332 
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ffumphny Clinker^ 605 sq. 

Hunferth, 6 

Hunt, Leigh (1784-1859), 671, 700-1, 
715-16 

Hunting of ihc JJan\ 7 'he, 99 
Huon of Bordeaux, 198-9 
Hurd, liishop Richard (1720-1808), 650 
note 

Husband's Message, The, 17 
Huxley, Thomas Henry (1825-95), 
793-4 

Ilydriotaphia, 451, 468 
Hygelac, 3 sq 
Hymen's Triumph, 353 
Hymn to Contentment, 562 
Hymn to the Pillory, 547 
Hypatia, 754 

iDLA, 351 

Idylls of the Hins^, The, 730 sq 
Imaginaiy Conversations, 701-5 
Imaginary Poitrails, 773 note 
“ linagiiMtion,” eighteenth-tentiin' idea 
of, 565 

Inclib.dd, Mrs (1753-1821), 612 
Indian limpcror, The, 497 
Induction, Sackvill(‘'s, 229, 257-9 
Inheritance, 'The, 684 
In Memoriam, 709, 730 sq 
Inner 'Temple Masque, Tlu , 361 
Instruitions, Gascoigne's, 255 
lonua, 786 
Ipomydon, 98, 99 
Irene, 615, 637 
Irish Milodtes, 674 
It IS Never too Late to Mend, 750 

JACK JUi.C.LJ R, 226 

Jack Wilton, 305 

lames, (i L, R (1801-60), 685 

James I of Lngland (i 566 -i<> 25 ), 466 

Janies T of Scotland (1394-1437), 180-2 

Jane Eyre, 748 

cfferies, Richard (1848-87), 792 
effrey, Francis (1773-1850), 692-3 
Jeronimo, 290 
Jests of Ceotge Peele, 285 
Jew of Malta, 'The 292 
John Bull, History of, 541 
John Buncle, 609-10 
Johnson (or Cory), William (1823-92), 
786 

Johnson, Samuel (1709-84), 411, 449, 
476, 504-5, 539. 555. 566, 574, 600, 
604, 613-17, 637, 648-52 


jo instone, Charles (1719 ?-1800 ?), 609 
Jonathan Wild, 602 sq 
lories, Ebenezer (1820-60), 786 
Jonson, Ben (1573-1637), 331-6, 363-5, 
373-5 

Joseph Andrews, 602 sq. 

Joseph of Arimalhea, J05-6 
Joseph of Exeter, 40 . 
lournal to Stella, 531 
lourney ftom this World to the Next, 
602 sq. 

Journey to the Western Islands, 615 sq 

I inn a I ( rtw, 'I he, 437 

Judith, 10, 13 

Juliana, St , 14 

Julius Caesar, 325 

Jiinian MS , 10 ' 

“ lunius,” 646-8 
lure Divino, 547 
lusserand, M , 138 note, t8i note 

Kkats, John (1795-1821), 671-3 
Kthama, The Curse of, 662-3 
Kennedy, Walter (1460 ?-1508 ?), 175 
Ker, Profi'ssor, 464 

Kei, Robeit, Kail of Ancrum, 466 note 
King, Bishoj) Henry (1592-1669), 426-7 
King Allsaunder, 89 
King and No King, A, 338, 340 
King Arthur, Dryden’s, 505 note 
King Athelstone, 100 
King Edivard and the Shifherd, 100 
King Hart, 190-1 
King Horn, 87, 88 
King lohn. Bale's, 227 
Shakespeare’s, 322 
King John and Matilda, 438 
Kinglake, Alexander (1809-91), 762-3 
A tng I^ar, 43, 326-7 
King of Tars, The, 96 
I^ingsley, Charles (1819-75), 753-5 
Kingsley, George (1827-92), 755 note 
Kingsley, Henry (1830-76), 755 
King's Quair, 'The, 180-2 
Knolles, Richard (1550-1610), 301 
Knowles, James Sheridan (1784-1862), 
721 note 

Knox, John (1505-72), 465 
Kolbing, Dr Eugen, 88 
Ifubla Khan, 6-7 

Kyd, Thomas (i6th cent.), 286, 290 

l.A BhLLE Damp san^ Mhrci, 672-3 
I.ady of Alay, The, 261 and note 
Lady of Pleasure, The^ 435 
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Laing, David, 96 twfc \ 

iMlla Rookhy I he, 674 
Lamb, Charles (1775-1834), 699, 700 
Lament for the Maker<i, 175, 188 
Lam a shire IVitihe?, J he, 488 
Lancelot of the Loik, 194 
Landon, T^. E. See L I'. L 
Landor, Walter Savage (1775-1864), 
673-4, 704 -.'» 

Langhoriie, John (1735-79). 5«7 
Larigland or l.angley, W. (14th cent ), 
i3r-8, 165 

Langtoft, Peter {d. 1307^), 65 
Last Day, The, 560 
Latimer, Hugh (1485-1555), 212-13 
Latter-Day PaniphUt\^ 760 
Laura, 288 

Layamon (/?. 1200), 18, 43, |8 v/ , 50 

Lay of the Last Alnistief I he, 603 sq 

Lays of Ancient Rome, 719 

Lear, King, 326-7 

Lee, Nathaniel (16^3 ?-Q2), 502-4 

l<ee, Mr. S L , 198 note, 199 

Le Rraine, 98 

Legend of Good 'Women, Thf, 125-6 
Legends if Saint,, Hoken.im's, 102 
l.eighton. Archbishop Rolx?rt (1611-84), 
446 

“L IC. L ” = Landon, L(‘titi.i I-'h/a- 
beth (1802-38), 717-18 
Leland, lohn (1506-52), 235-6 
Leofnc, Bishop, 2 

L’Estrai'g. , Sir Roger (1616-1704), 

525-6 

Letter to a Vohle Loid, A, 629 '</. 
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Lockei-Lauipson, Ereclenck (1821-95), 
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Maid' ^ Ah tn)notpho\i\, 1 he, 284 nofi 
Alaid's Trapedv, '1 he, 338-10 
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Memoir'^ of a Tady of Qualify, 609 
Ahn and II omen, 744 
MeH'dith, Mr (jeorge, 756 
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“Merry sang the monks of Kly.” 40 
nolt 

Mfiry \Vi 7 'es of Windsor, Tht, 323-4 
“ Met.ijihysicals,” the*, 411 sq 
Mu helofNorthgate, r)an (14th cent ), 6g 
Miokle, W'llh.am Julius (1735-88), 587 
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M iseellanies, mid - seventeenth - centuia , 
43 ' 

Milfoil lines of Arthur, The, 232 
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(1612-50), ,46 ^ 

Mtjorc, I'aiw.ird p 712 ^7), 621 
Moore, |ohn (1710-1^02), (>12 
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1721), .^2 
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Nawbes, Thomas (1605’- ^), 437 8 

“ Naml}y-Pam])y,” 556 
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Nepenthe, 722 
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N^€ 7 v Arabian Ni^hfs, 0 ]z^*> 7 
New Hath Guide, I he, -,96 note 
Newcomer, The, 74.5 
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(hit to Ihi tv, (>t>o 
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, t tillins's, 574 
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Oedipus, 4(>8, >,02 
\ Old Jall hi lor. The, 4112 
A)ld Hallads (1723), 580 
I'aaiis’s, 587 note 
()ld T iiyli sh Hai on, 7 he, 61 o 
Old I'oitunatuy 443 
Oldham, folin (1653-83), '81-2 
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()ldy. William (1696-1761), 581 
Oiifiliuit, Mis (M irgatet Ohiihanl 
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of. 700 

] ( V >i 1 stall ns, 416 
1 (h'liai A'havyain, 357, 737 
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Orfea and Heuiodis, 96 note 
Orion, 721 

Oiison of Our T.ady, The, 58 
Oim 01 Onmn {ft 1200), 51 scf 
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Orosius, Alfred's, 23 
Orphan, The, 500-2 
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O’Shaughnessy, Arthur Edwaui (1844- 
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Ossian, 581 .iiid 7 iote 
Othello, 326-7 
Othere, 23 

Otway, 'J'homas (1651-8c;), t;oo-2 
Overbury, Sii 'J (1581-1013), 375-7 
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Faliue of Pleasure, 253 
I'aley, William (1743-1805), 633 
Palgrave, Sir Francis (1788-1861), 708 
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Parson's Tale, The, 1 | | 
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T^astoal Pan, 1 ht, 24 
Pastorals, Po/ie’s, 550 w/ 

Pati/noork, 778 

Pfliter, Waller Horntio (1839-94), 772-3 
Paternoster, A.S , j8 
.M E , 55 
Patience, 78, 79 
Patient Grtssel, 344 
Patmore, Coventiy (1823-96), 786 
Pattison, Mark (1813-84), 790 
Pauline, 733 
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Peacock, 7 'homas Love (1785-1866), 
688-9 


Pedrl, I'he, 71E81 

Pearson, Hishop |ohn (1613-86), 445 
l»ecock, Keginald (i395-T4t>f^)- 205-8 
Peebles to the Play, 181 
Peele, George (1558 '’- 97 ?). 284-5, 288. 

90, 321 
Pelham, 686 
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Penscroso, Jl, 394 

Pcpys, .Samiiei (1633-1703), 519-22 
1 ‘eicy, 'riioinas ( I 729-18 I j). 580-1 
Percy, Willi.im (iS 75 -t^ 4 ^). -71 
Pcicy Folio, the, 201 sij 
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I Persuasion, 682-3 
Peter 11 ilkins, 610 
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Phaer, 'rhomas [d 1560), 251 sg. 
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/ 'ha ran n id a, 430-1 
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Poema A/orale, 54 
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Pride and Puyudiu, ^82-3 
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Queen Mah, bbn si^ 

Queen Ma^dalem, flepfoi ation of, 179 
Queen Maigaret, 'The ^Ii series e>j, 3^2 
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Rasselas, 615 sq 
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Is cci eat ions of ( hfislophei A'ofth, 696 
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' keev(‘, ( laiM (1720-1807), 610 
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Rehearsal, Flu, 491, 497, 641 
Relapse, 'J he , 494 
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Rc'vieto, Defoe’s, 547 
Reynolds, Sii josliun (1723.92), 632,771 
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Richard ( cviir de I ion, 90-92 
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Rit hard fh'’ Redeless, 137 note 
Ring and thr Pook, 7 'he, 734 
Ritson, joseph (1752-1803), ^•znote, 158 
note, 166 note 
Rnuil Ladies, 'Phe, 497 
Rival Queens, 7 he, 502 
Rivals, 'Phe, 640 i 
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Rolliad, 7'he, 596 

Romances, Collections ol. oe noft, 
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Romeo ond luluf, 321 
Rosalynde, 325 
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Rovers, The, ("alining's, 641 
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(1638-1706), 479-80 
Sackvillc, Thomas, Earl of Doisi-l 
(1536 ^-1608), 256 
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